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UNDER THE DEODARS 


And since he cannot spend nor use aright 
The little time here given him in trust, 
But wasteth it in weary undelight 
Of foolish toil and trouble, strife and lust, 
He naturally clamours to inherit 
The Everlasting Future that his merit 
May have full scope — as surely is most just. 
‘The City of Dreadful Night.’ 





THE EDUCATION OF OTIS YEERE 
(1888) 
I 


In the pleasant orchard-closes 
“God bless all our gains,’ say we; 
But ‘May God bless all our losses,’ 
Better suits with our degree. 
“The Lost Bower.’ 


who failed said that it might be an instructive 
tale to put into print for the benefit of the 
younger generation. The younger generation does not 
want instruction, being perfectly willing to instruct if 
any one will listen to it. None the less, here begins the 
story where every right-minded story should begin, 
that is to say, at Simla, where all things begin and many 
come to an evil end. 
The mistake was due to a very clever woman making 
a blunder and not retrieving it. Men are licensed to 
stumble, but a clever woman’s mistake is outside the 
regular course of Nature and Providence; since all good 
people know that a woman is the only infallible thing in 
this world, except Government Paper of the ’79 issue, 
bearing interest at four and a half per cent. Yet, we 
have to remember that six consecutive days of rehears- 
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THE EDUCATION OF OTIS YEERE 


ing the leading part of ‘The Fallen Angel,’ at the New 
Gaiety Theatre, where the plaster is not yet properly 
dry, might have brought about an unhingement of 
spirits which, again, might have led to eccentrici- 
ties. 

Mrs. Hauksbee came to ‘The Foundry’ to tiffin with 
Mrs. Mallowe, her one bosom friend, for she was in no 
sense ‘a woman’s woman.’ And it was a woman’s 
tiffin, the door shut to all the world; and they both 
talked chiffons, which is French for Mysteries. 

‘I’ve enjoyed an interval of sanity,’ Mrs. Hauksbee 
announced, after tiffin was over and the two were com- 
fortably settled in the little writing-room that opened 
out of Mrs. Mallowe’s bedroom. 

‘My dear girl, what has he done?’ said Mrs. Mallowe 
sweetly. It is noticeable that ladies of a certain age 
call each other ‘dear girl,’ just as commissioners of 
twenty-eight years’ standing address their equals in the 
Civil List as ‘my boy.’ 

‘“There’s no he in the case. Who am I that an im- 
aginary man should be always credited to me?, Am I 
an Apache?’ 

‘No, dear, but somebody’s scalp is generally drying 
at your wigwam-door. Soaking rather.’ 

This was an allusion to the Hawley Boy, who was in 
the habit of riding all across Simla in the Rains, to call 
on Mrs. Hauksbee. That lady laughed. 

‘For my sins, the Aide at Tyrconnel last night told 
me off to The Mussuck. Hsh! Don’t laugh. One 
of my most devoted admirers. When the duff came 
— some one really ought to teach them to make pud- 
dings at Tyrconnel — The Mussuck was at liberty to 
attend to me.’ 
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“Sweet soul! I know his appetite,’ said Mrs. Mal- 
lowe. ‘Did he, oh did he, begin his wooing?’ 

‘By a special mercy of Providence, no. He ex- 
plained his importance as a Pillar of the Empire. I 
didn’t laugh.’ 

‘Lucy, I don’t believe you.’ 

“Ask Captain Sangar; he was on the other side. 
Well, as I was saying, The Mussuck dilated.’ 

‘IT think I can see him doing it,’ said Mrs. Mallowe 
pensively, scratching her fox-terrier’s ears. 

‘I was properly impressed. Most properly. I 
yawned openly. “Strict supervision, and play them 
off one against the other,”’’ said The Mussuck, shovel- 
ling down his ice by tureenfuls, I assure you. “That, 
Mrs. Hauksbee, is the secret of our Government.” ’ 

Mrs. Mallowe laughed long and merrily. ‘And what 
did you say?’ 

‘Did you ever know me at loss for any answer yet? I 
said: ‘‘So I have observed in my dealings with you.” 
The Mussuck swelled with pride. He is coming to call 
on me to-morrow. The Hawley Boy is coming too.’ 

“*Strict supervision and play them off one against 
the other. That, Mrs. Hauksbee, is the secret of our 
Government.” And I daresay if we could get to The 
Mussuck’s heart, we should find that he considers him- 
self a man of the world.’ 

‘As he is of the other two things. I like The Mussuck 
and I won’t have you call him names. He amuses 
me.’ 

‘He has reformed you, too, by what appears. Ex- 
plain the interval of sanity, and hit Tim on the nose 
with the papercutter, please. That dog is too fond of 
sugar. Do you take milk in yours?’ 
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‘No, thanks. Polly, I’m wearied of this life. It’s 
hollow.’ 

‘Turn religious, then. I always said that Rome would 
be your fate.’ 

‘Only exchanging half-a-dozen attaches in red for 
one in black, and if I fasted, the wrinkles would come, 
and never, never go. Has it ever struck you, dear, that 
I’m getting old?’ 

“Thanks for your courtesy. I’llreturnit. Ye-es, we 
are both not exactly — how shall I put it?’ 

“What we have been. “I feel it in my bones,” as 
Mrs. Crossley says. Polly, ve wasted my life.’ 

‘As how?’ 

‘Never mind how. I feel it. I want to be a Power 
before I die.’ 

‘Be a Power then. ‘You’ve wits enough for anything 
— and beauty!’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee pointed a teaspoon straight at her 
hostess. ‘Polly, if you heap compliments on me like 
this, I shall cease to believe that youw’re a woman. Tell 
me how I am to be a Power.’ 

‘Inform The Mussuck that he is the most fascinating 
and slimmest man in Asia, and he’ll tell you anything 
and everything you please.’ 

‘Bother The Mussuck! I mean an intellectual Power 
—not a gas-power. Polly, I’m going to start a sa- 
lon.’ 

Mrs. Mallowe turned lazily on the sofa and rested her 
head on her hand. ‘Hear the words of the Preacher, 
the son of Baruch,’ she said. 

“Will you talk sensibly?’ 

‘I will, dear, for I see that you are going to make a 
mistake.’ 
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‘I never made a mistake in my life — at least, never 
one that I couldn’t explain away afterwards.’ 

“Going to make a mistake,’ went on Mrs. Mallowe 
composedly. ‘It is impossible to start a salon in Simla. 
A bar would be much more to the point.’ 

‘Perhaps, but why? It seems so easy.’ 

‘Just what makes it so difficult. How many clever 
women are there in Simla?’ 

‘Myself and yourself,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee, w:thout 
a moment’s hesitation. 

‘Modest woman! Mrs. Feardon would thank you 
for that. And how many clever men?’ 

‘Oh — er — hundreds,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee vaguely. 

“What a fatal blunder! Not one. They are all 
bespoke by the Government. Take my husband, for 
instance. Jack was a clever man, though I say so who 
shouldn’t. Government has eaten him up. All his 
ideas and powers of conversation — he really used to be 
a good talker, even to his wife, in the old days — are 
taken from him by this — this kitchen-sink of a Govern- 
ment. That’s the case with every man up here who 
is at work. I don’t suppose a Russian convict under 
the knout is able to amuse the rest of his gang; and all 
our men-folk here are gilded convicts.’ 

‘But there are scores —’ 

‘I know what you're going to say. Scores of idle men 
up on leave. I admit it. but they are all of two objec- 
tionable sets: The Civilian who’d be delightful if he 
had the military man’s knowledge of the world and 
style, and the military man who'd be adorable if he had 
the Civilian’s culture.’ 

‘Detestable word! Have Civilians culchaw? I never 
studied the breed deeply.’ 
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‘Don’t make fun of Jack’s Service. Yes. They’re 
like the teapoys in the Lakka Bazar — good material 
but not polished. They can’t help themselves, poor 
dears. A Civilian only begins to be tolerable after he 
has knocked about the world for fifteen years.’ 

‘And a military man?’ 

“When he has had the same amount of service. The 
young of both species are horrible. You would have 
scores of them in your salon.’ 

‘I would not!’ said Mrs. Hauksbee fiercely. ‘I 
would tell the bearer to darwaza band them. I’d put 
their own colonels and commissioners at the door to 
turn them away. Id give them to the Topsham Gir] 
to play with.’ 

‘The Topsham Girl would be grateful for the gift. 
But to go back to the salon: Allowing that you had 
gathered all your men and women together, what would 
you do with them? Make them talk? They would all 
with one accord begin to flirt. Your salon would be- 
comea glorified Peliti’s—a “Scandal Point” by lamp- 
light.’ 

‘There’s a certain amount of wisdom in that view.’ 

‘There’s all the wisdom in the world in it. Surely, 
twelve Simla seasons ought to have taught you that you 
can’t focus anything in India; and a salon, to be any 
good at all, must be permanent. In two seasons your 
roomful would bescattered all over Asia. We are only bits 
of dirt on the hillsides—here one day and blown down the 
khud the next. We have lost the art of talking — at 
least our men have. We have no cohesion —’ 

‘George Eliot in the flesh,’ interpolated Mrs. Hauks- 
bee wickedly. 

‘And collectively, my dear scoffer, we, men and 
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women alike, have no influence. Come into the veran- 
dah and look at the Mall!’ 

The two looked down on the now rapidly filling road, 
for all Simla was abroad to steal a stroll between a 
shower and a fog. 

‘How do you propose to fix that river? Look! 
There’s The Mussuck — head of goodness knows what. 
He is a power in the land, though he does eat like a 
costermonger. ‘There’s Colonel Blone, and General 
Grucher, and Sir Dugald Delane, and Sir Henry Haugh- 
ton, and Mr. Jellalatty. All heads of Departments, 
and all powerful.’ 

‘And all my fervent admirers,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee 
piously. ‘Sir Henry Haughton raves about me. But 
go on.’ 

“One by one, these men are worth something. Col- 
lectively, they’re just a mob of Anglo-Indians. Who 
cares for what Anglo-Indians say? Your salon won’t 
weld the Departments together and make you mistress 
of India, dear. And these creatures won’t talk admin- 
istrative “‘shop” in a crowd — your salon — because 
they are so afraid of the men in the lower ranks over- 
hearing it. They have forgotten what of Literature 
and Art they ever knew, and the women —’ 

‘Can’t talk about anything except the last Gymkhana 
or the sins of their last nurse. I was calling on Mrs. 
Derwills this morning.’ 

‘You admit that? They can talk to the subalterns 
though, and the subalterns can talk to them. Your 
salon would suit their views admirably, if you respected 
the religious prejudices of the country and provided 
plenty of kala juggahs.’ 

‘Plenty of kala juggahs. Oh, my poor little idea! 
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Kala juggahs in a salon! But who made you so awfully 
clever?’ 

‘Perhaps I’ve tried myself; or perhaps I know a 
woman who has. I have preached and expounded the 
whole matter and the conclusion thereof —’ 

‘You needn’t go on. “Is Vanity.” Polly, I thank 
you. These vermin’ — Mrs. Hauksbee waved her 
hand from the verandah to two men in the crowd below 
who had raised their hats to her — ‘these vermin shall 
not rejoice in a new Scandal Point or an extra Peliti’s. 
I will abandon the notion of a salon. It did seem so 
tempting, though. But what shall I do? I must do 
something.’ 

‘Why? Are not Abana and Pharpar —’ 

‘Jack has made you nearly as bad as fimself! I want 
to, of course. I’m tired of everything and everybody, 
from a moonlight picnic at Seepee to the blandishments 
of The Mussuck.’ 

‘Yes — that comes, too, sooner or later. Have you 
herve enough to make your bow yet?’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee’s mouth shut grimly. Then she 
laughed. ‘I think I see myself doing it. Big pink 
placards on the Mall: ‘Mrs. Hauksbee! Positively 
her last appearance on any stage! This is to give 
notice!” No more dances; no more rides; no more 
luncheons; no more theatricals with supper to follow; 
no more sparring with one’s dearest, dearest friend: no 
more fencing with an inconvenient man who hasn’t wit 
enough to clothe what he’s pleased to call his sentiments 
in passable speech; no more parading of The Mussuck 
while Mrs. Tarkass calls all round Simla, spreading 
horrible stories about me! No more of anything that is 
thoroughly wearying, abominable, and detestable, but, 
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all the same, makes life worth the having. Yes! I 
see it all! Don’t interrupt, Polly, I’m inspired. A 
mauve and white striped “cloud”? round my excellent 
shoulders, a seat in the fifth row of the Gaiety, and 
both horses sold. Delightful vision! A comfortable 
arm-chair, situated in three different draughts, at every 
ballroom; and nice, large, sensible shoes for all the 
couples to stumble over as they go into the verandah! 
Then at supper. Can’t you imagine the scene? The 
greedy mob gone away. Reluctant subaltern, pink all 
over like a newly powdered baby, — they really ought 
to tan subalterns before they are exported, Polly, — 
sent back by the hostess to do his duty. Slouches up 
to me across the room, tugging at a glove two sizes too 
large for him —I hate a man who wears gloves like 
overcoats — and trying to look as if he’d thought of it 
from the first. “May I ah — have the pleasure ’f 
takin’ you ’nt’ supper?”’ Then I get up with a hungry 
smile. Just like this.’ 

‘Lucy, how can you be so absurd?’ 

‘And sweep out on his arm. So! After supper I 
shall go away early, you know, because I shall be afraid 
of catching cold. No one will look for my ’rickshaw. 
Mine, so please you! I shall stand, always with that 
mauve and white “‘cloud”’ over my head, while the wet 
soaks into my dear, old, venerable feet, and Tom swears 
and shouts for the memsahib’s gharri. Then home to 
bed at half-past eleven! Truly excellent life — helped 
out by the visits of the Padri, just fresh from burying 
somebody down below there.’ She pointed through 
the pines toward the Cemetery, and continued with 
vigorous dramatic gesture — 

‘Listen! I see it all — down, down even to the stays! 
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Such stays! Six-eight a pair, Polly, with red flannel — 
or list, is it? —that they put into the tops of those 
fearful things. I can draw you a picture of them.’ 

‘Lucy, for Heaven’s sake, don’t go waving your arms 
about in that idiotic manner! Recollect every one can 
see you from the Mall.’ 

‘Let them see! They’ll think I am rehearsing for 
“The Fallen Angel.’’ Look! There’s The Mussuck. 
How badly he rides. ‘There!’ 

She blew a kiss to the venerable Indian administrator 
with infinite grace. 

‘Now,’ she continued, ‘he’ll be chaffed about that 
at the Club in the delicate manner those brutes of men 
affect, and the Hawley Boy will tell me about it — 
softening the details for fear of shocking me. That boy 
is too good to live, Polly. Ive serious thoughts of 
recommending him to throw up his commission and go 
into the Church. In his present frame of mind he 
would obey me. Happy, happy child!’ 

‘Never again,’ said Mrs. Mallowe, with an affecta- 
tion of indignation, “shall you tiffin here! “‘Lucindy 
your behaviour is scand’lus.”’ ’ 

‘All your fault,’ retorted Mrs. Hauksbee, ‘for sug- 
gesting such a thing as my abdication. No! jamais! 
nevaire! I will act, dance, ride, frivol, talk scandal, 
dine out, and appropriate the legitimate captives of any 
woman I choose, until I d-r-r-rop, or a better woman 
than I puts me to shame before ali Simla — and it’s 
dust and ashes in my mouth while I’m doing it!’ 

She swept into the drawing-room. Mrs. Mallowe 
followed and put an arm round her waist. 

‘I’m not!’ said Mrs. Hauksbee defiantly, rammaging 
for her handkerchief. ‘I’ve been dining out the last 
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ten nights, and rehearsing in the afternoon. You’d be 
tired yourself. It’s only because I’m tired.’ 

Mrs. Mallowe did not offer Mrs. Hauksbee any pity 
or ask her to lie down, but gave her another cup of tea, 
and went on with the talk. 

‘I’ve been through that too, dear,’ alte said. 

‘I remember,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee, a gleam of fun on 
her face. ‘In °84, wasn’t it? You went out a great 
deal less next season.’ 

Mrs. Mallowe smiled in a superior and Sphinx-like 
fashion. 

‘I became an Influence,’ said she. 

‘Good gracious, child, you didn’t join the Theoso- 
phists and kiss Buddha’s big toe, did you? I tried to 
get into their set once, but they cast me out for a sceptic 
— without a chance of improving my poor little mind, 
too.’ 

‘No, I didn’t Theosophilander. Jack says —’ 

‘Never mind Jack. What a husband says is known 
before. What did you do?’ 

‘I made a lasting impression.’ 

‘So have I—forfourmonths. But that didn’t console 
meintheleast. Ihatedtheman. Will you stop smiling 
in that inscrutable way and tell me what you mean?’ 

Mrs. Mallowe told. 


and — you — mean — to — say ee it is abso- 
lutely Platonic on both sides?’ 

‘Absolutely, or I should never have taken it up.’ 

‘And his last promotion was due to you?’ 

Mrs. Mallowe nodded. 

‘And you warned him against the Topsham Girl?’ 

Another nod. 
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‘And told him of Sir Dugald Delane’s private memo 
about him?’ 

A third nod. 

‘Why?’ 

‘What a question to ask a woman! Because it amused 
me at first. I am proud of my property now. If I 
live, he shall continue to be successful. Yes, I will put 
him upon the straight road to Knighthood, and every- 
thing else that a man values. The rest depends upon 
himself.’ 

‘Polly, you are a most extraordinary woman.’ 

‘Not in the least. I’m concentrated, that’s all. You 
diffuse yourself, dear; and though all Simla knows your 
skill in managing a team —’ 

‘Can’t you choose a prettier word?’ 

‘Team, of half-a-dozen, from The Mussuck to the 
Hawley Boy, you gain nothing by it. Not even amuse- 
ment.’ 

‘And you?’ 

‘Try my recipe. Take a man, not a boy, mind, but 
an almost mature, unattached man, and be his guide, 
philosopher, and friend. You'll find it the most inter- 
esting occupation that you ever embarked on. It can 
be done — you needn’t look like that — because I’ve 
done it.’ 

“There’s an element of risk about it that makes the 
notion attractive. Ill get such a man and say to him, 
““Now, understand that there must be no flirtation. 
Do exactly what I tell you, profit by my instruction and 
counsels, and all will yet be well.” Is that the idea?’ 

‘More or less,’ said Mrs. Mallowe, with an unfathom- 
able smile. ‘But be sure he understands.’ 
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Dribble-dribble — trickle-trickle — 
What a lot of raw dust! 
My dollie’s had an accident 


And out came all the sawdust! 
Nursery Rhyme. 


looks Simla Mall, sat at the feet of Mrs. Mallowe 

and gathered wisdom. The end of the Conference 
was the Great Idea upon which Mrs. Hauksbee so 
plumed herself. 

‘I warn you,’ said Mrs. Mallowe, beginning to repent 
of her suggestion, ‘that the matter is not half so easy as 
it looks. Any woman —even the Topsham Girl — 
can catch a man, but very, very few know how to 
manage him when caught.’ 

‘My child,’ was the answer, ‘I’ve been a female St. 
Simon Stylites looking down upon men for these — 
these years past, Ask The Mussuck whether I can 
manage them.’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee departed humming, ‘I'll go to him 
and say to himin manner mostironical.’ Mrs. Mallowe 
laughed to herself. Then she grew suddenly sober. 
‘I wonder whether I’ve done well in advising that 
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amusement? Lucy’s a clever woman, but a thought 
too careless.’ 

A week later the two met at a Monday Pop. ‘Well?’ 
said Mrs. Mallowe. 

‘I’ve caught him!’ said Mrs. Hauksbee: her eyes 
were dancing with merriment. 

‘Who is it, mad woman? I’m sorry I ever spoke to 
you about it.’ 

‘Look between the pillars. In the third row; fourth 
from the end. You can see his face now. Look!’ 

‘Otis Yeere! Of all the improbable and impossible 
people! I don’t believe you.’ 

‘Hsh! Wait till Mrs. Tarkass begins murdering Mil- 
ton Wellings; and I'll tell you all about it. S-s-ss! 
That woman’s voice always reminds me of an Under- 
ground train coming into Earl’s Court with the brakes 
on. Nowlisten. It is really Otis Yeere.’ 

‘So I see, but does it follow that he is your property!’ 

‘He is! By right of trove. I found him, lonely and 
unbefriended, the very next night after our talk, at the 
Dugald Delanes’ burra-khana. | liked his eyes, and I 
talked to him. Next day he called. Next day we went 
for a ride together, and to-day he’s tied to my ’rickshaw 
wheels hand and foot. You'll see when the concert’s 
over. He doesn’t know I’m here yet.’ 

‘Thank goodness you haven’t chosen a boy. What 
are you going to do with him, assuming that you’ve got 
him?’ 

‘Assuming, indeed! Does a woman — do I — ever 
make a mistake in that sort of thing? First’ — Mrs. 
Hauksbee ticked off the items ostentatiously on her 
little gloved fingers — ‘First, my dear, I shall dress him 
properly. At present his raiment is a disgrace, and he 
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wears a dress-shirt like a crumpled sheet of the “‘Pio- 
neer.”’ Secondly, after I have made him presentable, 
I shall form his manners — his morals are above re- 
proach.’ 

‘You seem to have discovered a great deal about him 
considering the shortness of your acquaintance.’ 

‘Surely you ought to know that the first proof a man 
gives of his interest in a woman is by talking to her 
about his own sweet self. If the woman listens without 
yawning, he begins to like her. If she flatters the ani- 
mal’s vanity, he ends by adoring her.’ 

“In some cases.’ 

‘Never mind the exceptions. I know which one you 
are thinking of. ‘Thirdly, and lastly, after he is polished 
and made pretty, I shall, as you said, be his guide, 
philosopher, and friend, and he shall become a success 
— as great asuccess as your friend. I always wondered 
how that man got on. Did The Mussuck come to you 
with the Civil List and, dropping on one knee — no, 
two knees, a la Gibbon — hand it to you and say, 
** Adorable angel, choose your friend’s appointment’’?’ 

‘Lucy, your long experiences of the Military Depart- 
ment have demoralised you. One doesn’t do that sort 
of thing on the Civil Side.’ 

‘No disrespect meant to Jack’s Service, my dear. I 
only asked for information. Give me three months, 
and see what changes I shall work in my prey.’ 

‘Go your own way since you must. But I’m sorry 
that I was weak enough to suggest the amusement.’ 

““T am all discretion, and may be trusted to an 
in-fin-ite extent,” ’ quoted Mrs. Hauksbee from ‘The 
Fallen Angel’; and the conversation ceased with Mrs. 
Tarkass’s last, long drawn war-whoop. 
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Her bitterest enemies — and she had many — could 
hardly accuse Mrs. Hauksbee of wasting her time. Otis 
Yeere was one of those wandering ‘dumb’ characters, 
foredoomed through life to be nobody’s property. Ten 
years in Her Majesty’s Bengal Civil Service, spent, for 
the most part, in undesirable Districts, had given him 
little to be proud of, and nothing to bring confidence. 
Old enough to have lost the first fine careless rapture 
that showers on the immature ’Stunt imaginary Com- 
missionerships and Stars, and sends him into the collar 
with coltish earnestness and abandon; too young to be 
yet able to look back upon the progress he had made, 
and thank Providence that under the conditions of the 
day he had come even so far, he stood upon the dead- 
centre of his career. And when a man stands still he 
feels the slightest impulse from without. Fortune had 
ruled that Otis Yeere should be, for the first part of his 
service, one of the rank and file who are ground up in 
the wheels of the Administration; losing heart and soul 
and mind and strength, in the process. Until steam 
replaces manual power in the working of the Empire, 
there must always be this percentage — must always be 
the men who are used up, expended, in the mere me- 
chanical routine. For these promotion is far off and 
the mill-grind of every day very instant. The Secre- 
tariats know them only by name; they are not the 
picked men of the Districts with Divisions and Collec- 
torates awaiting them. ‘They are simply the rank and 
file — the food for fever — sharing with the ryot and 
the plough-bullock the honour of being the plinth on 
which the State rests. The older ones have lost their 
aspirations; the younger are putting theirs aside with a 
sigh. Both learn to endure patiently until the end of 
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the day. Twelve years in the rank and file, men say, 
will sap the hearts of the bravest and dull the wits of the 
most keen. 

Out of this life Otis Yeere had fled for a few months; 
drifting, in the hope of a little masculine society, into 
Simla. When his leave was over he would return to his 
swampy, sour-green, undermanned Bengal district; to 
the native Assistant, the native Doctor, the native 
Magistrate, the steaming, sweltering Station, the ill- 
kempt City, and the undisguised insolence of the Mu- 
nicipality that babbled away the lives of men. Life 
was cheap, however. The soil spawned humanity, as 
it bred frogs in the Rains, and the gap of the sickness 
of one season was filled to overflowing by the fecundity 
of the next. Otis was unfeignedly thankful to lay down 
his work for a little while and escape from the seething, 
whining, weakly hive, impotent to help itself, but 
strong in its power to cripple, thwart and annoy the 
sunken-eyed man who, by official irony, was said to be 

“in charge’ of it. 


J bridle there were women-dowdies in Bengal. 
They come up here sometimes. But I didn’t know that 
there were men-dowds, too.’ 

Then, for the first time, it occurred to Otis Yeere that 
his clothes wore rather the mark of the ages. It will be 
seen that his friendship with Mrs. Hauksbee had made 
great strides. 

As that lady truthfully says, a man is never so happy 
as when he is talking about himself. From Otis Yeere’s 
lips Mrs. Hauksbee, before long, learned everything 
that she wished to know about the subject of her experi- 
ment: learned what manner of life he had led in what 
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she vaguely called ‘those awful cholera districts’; learned 
too, but this knowledge came later, what manner of 
life he had purposed to lead and what dreams he had 
dreamed in the year of grace ’77, before the reality had 
knocked the heart out of him. Very pleasant are the 
shady bridle-paths round Prospect Hill for the telling 
of such confidences. 

‘Not yet,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee to Mrs. Mallowe. 
‘Not yet. Imust wait until the man is properly dressed, 
at least. Great heavens, is it possible that he doesn’t 
know what an honour it is to be taken up by Me!’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee did not reckon false modesty as one 
of her failings. 

‘Always with Mrs. Hauksbee!’ murmured Mrs. Mal- 
lowe, with her sweetest smile, to Otis. ‘Oh you men, 
you men! Here are our Punjabis growling because 
you’ve monopolised the nicest woman in Simla. They’ll 
tear you to pieces on the Mall, some day, Mr. Yeere.’ 

Mrs. Mallowe rattled downhill, having satisfied her- 
self, by a glance through the fringe of her sunshade, of 
the effect of her words. 

The shot went home. Of a surety Otis Yeere was 
somebody in this bewildering whirl of Simla — had 
monopolised the nicest woman in it, and the Punjabis 
were growling. The notion justified a mild glow of 
vanity. He had never looked upon his acquaintance 
with Mrs. Hauksbee as a matter for general interest. 

The knowledge of envy was a pleasant feeling to the 
man of no account. It was intensified later in the day 
when a luncher at the Club said spitefully, ‘Well, for a 
debilitated Ditcher, Yeere, you are going it. Hasn’t 
any kind friend told you that she’s the most dangerous 
woman in Simla?’ 
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Yeere chuckled and passed out. When, oh, when 
would his new clothes be ready? He descended into 
the Mall to inquire; and Mrs. Hauksbee, coming over 
the Church Ridge in her ’rickshaw, looked down upon 
him approvingly. ‘He’s learning to carry himself as if 
he were a man, instead of a piece of furniture, — and,’ 
she screwed up her eyes to see the better through the 
sunlight — ‘he is aman when he holds himself like that. 
O blessed: Conceit, what should we be without you?’ 

With the new clothes came a new stock of self- 
confidence. Otis Yeere discovered that he could enter 
a room without breaking into a gentle perspiration — 
could cross one, even to talk to Mrs. Hauksbee, as 
though rooms were meant to be crossed. He was for 
the first time in nine years proud of himself, and con- 
tented with his life, satisfied with his new clothes, and 
rejoicing in the friendship of Mrs. Haukshee. 

‘Conceit is what the poor fellow wants,’ she said in 
confidence to Mrs. Mallowe ‘I believe they must use 
Civilians to plough the fields with in Lower Bengal. 
You see I have to begin from the very beginning — 
haven’t I? But you’ll admit, won’t you, dear, that he 
is immensely improved since I took him in hand. Only 
give me a little more time and he won’t know himself.’ 

Indeed, Yeere was rapidly beginning to forget what 
he had been. One of his own rank and file put the 
matter brutally when he asked Yeere, in reference to 
nothing, ‘And who has been making you a Member of 
Council, lately? You carry the side of half-a-dozen 
of ’em.’ 

‘I —I’m awf’ly sorry. I didn’t mean it, you know,’ 
said Yeere apologetically. 

‘There’ll be no holding you,’ continued the old 
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stager grimly. ‘Climb down, Otis — climb down, and 
get all that beastly affectation knocked out of you with 
fever! Three thousand a month wouldn't support it.” 

Yeere repeated the incident to Mrs. Hauksbee. He 
had come to look upon her as his Mother Confessor. 

“And you apologised!’ she said. ‘Oh, shame! I 
hate a man who apologises. Never apologise for what 
your friend called “side.” Never! It’s a man’s busi- 
ness to be insolent and overbearing until he meets with 
a stronger. Now, you bad boy, listen to me.’ 

Simply and straightforwardly, as the ‘rickshaw loi- 
tered round Jakko, Mrs. Hauksbee preached to Otis 
Yeere the Great Gospel of Conceit, illustrating it with 
living pictures encountered during their Sunday after- 
noon stroll. 

“Good gracious!’ she ended with the personal argu- 
ment, ‘you'll apologise next for being my attache!’ 

“Never!” said Otis Yeere. ‘That’s another thing 
altogether. I shall always be 

*What’s coming?* thought Mrs. Hauksbee. 

‘Proud of that,’ said Otis. 

‘Safe for the present,’ she said to herself. 

*But I’m afraid Ihave grown conceited. Like Jeshu- 
run, you know. When he waxed fat, then he kicked. 
It’s the having no worry on one’s mind and the Hill 
air, I suppose.’ 

“Hill air, indeed!’ said Mrs. Hauksbee to herself. 
‘He'd have been hiding in the Club till the last day of 
his leave, if I hadn't discovered him.” And aloud — 

“Why shouldn't you be? You have every right to.’ 

‘I! Why?’ 

“Oh, hundreds of things. I’m not going to waste this 


lovely afternoon by explaining; but I know you have. 
yy 
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What was that heap of manuscript you showed me 
about the grammar of the aboriginal — what’s their 
names?’ 

‘Gullals. A piece of nonsense. I’ve far too much 
work to do to bother over Gullals now. You should see 
my District. Come down with your husband some day 
and I'll show you round. Such a lovely place in the 
Rains! A sheet of water with the railway embankment 
and the snakes sticking out, and, in the summer, green 
flies and green squash. The people would die of fear if 
you shook a dogwhip at ’em. But they know you’re 
forbidden to do that, so they conspire to make your life 
aburdento you. My District’s worked by some mzn at 
Darjiling, on the strength of a native pleader’s false 
reports. Oh, it’s a heavenly place!’ 

Otis Yeere laughed bitterly. 

“There’s not the least necessity that you should stay 
in it. Why do you?’ 

‘Because I must. How’m I to get out of it 

‘How! In a hundred and fifty ways. If there 
weren't so many people on the road I'd like to box 
your ears. Ask, my dear boy, ask! Look! There is 
young Hexarly with six years’ service and half your 
talents. He asked for what he wanted, and he got it. 
See, down by the Convent! There’s McArthurson, 
who has come to his present position by asking — sheer, 
downright asking — after he had pushed himself out 
of the rank and file. One man is as good as another in 
your service — believe me. I’ve seen Simla for more 
seasons than I care to think about. Do you suppose 
men are chosen for appointments because of their 
special fitness beforehand? You have all passed a high 
test — what do you call it? —in the beginning, and, 
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except for the few who have gone altogether to the bad, 
you can all work hard. Asking does the rest. Call it 
cheek, call it insolence, call it anything you like, but ask! 
Men argue — yes, I know what men say — that a man, 
by the mere audacity of his request, must have some 
good in him. A weak man doesn’t say: “Give me this 
and that.’ He whines: ‘Why haven’t I been given 
this and that?” If you were in the Army, I should say 
learn to spin plates or play a tambourine with your toes. 
As it is — ask! You belong to a Service that ought to 
be able to command the Channel Fleet, or set a leg at 
twenty minutes’ notice, and yet you hesitate over ask- 
ing to escape from a squashy green district where you 
admit you are not master. Drop the Bengal Govern- 
ment altogether. Even Darjiling is a little out-of-the- 
way hole. I was there once, and the rents were ex- 
tortionate. Assert yourself. Get the Government of 
India to take you over. Try to get on the Frontier, 
where every man has a grand chance if he can trust 
himself. Go somewhere! Do something! You have 
twice the wits and three times the presence of the men 
up here, and, and,’ — Mrs. Hauksbee paused for 
breath; then continued — ‘and in any way you look at 
it, you ought to. You who could go so far!’ 

‘I don’t know,’ said Yeere, rather taken aback by the 
unexpected eloquence. ‘I haven’t such a good opinion 
of myself.’ 

It was not strictly Platonic, but it was Policy. Mrs. 
Hauksbee iaid her hand lightly upon the ungloved paw 
that rested on the turned-back ’rickshaw hood, and, 
looking the man full in the face, said tenderly, almost 
too tenderly, “I believe in you if you mistrust yourself. 
Is that enough, my friend?’ 
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“It is enough,’ answered Otis very solemnly. 

He was silent for a long time, redreaming the dreams 
that he had dreamed eight years ago, but through them 
all ran, as sheet-lightning through golden cloud, the 
light of Mrs. Hauksbee’s violet eyes. 

Curious and impenetrable are the mazes of Simla life 
— the only existence in this desolate land worth the liv- 
ing. Gradually it went abroad among men and women, 
in the pauses between dance, play, and Gymkhana, that 
Otis Yeere, the man with the newly-lit light of self- 
confidence in his eyes, had ‘done something decent’ in 
the wilds whence he came. He had brought an erring 
Municipality to reason, appropriated the funds on his 
own responsibility, and saved the lives of hundreds. 
He knew more about the Gullals than any living man. 
Had a vast knowledge of the aboriginal tribes; was, in 
spite of his juniority, the greatest authority on the ab- 
original Gullals. No one quite knew who or what the 
Gullals were till The Mussuck, who had been calling on 
Mrs. Hauksbee, and prided himself upon picking people’s 
brains, explained they were a tribe of ferocious hillmen, 
somewhere near Sikkim, whose friendship even the 
Great Indian Empire would find it worth her while to 
secure. Now we know that Otis Yeere had showed 
Mrs. Hauksbee his MS. notes of six years’ standing on 
these same Gullals. He had told her, too, how, sick 
and shaken with the fever their negligence had bred, 
crippled by the loss of his pet clerk, and savagely angry 
at the desolation in his charge, he had once damned the 
collective eyes of his ‘intelligent local board’ for a set 
of haram-zadas. Which act of ‘brutal and tyrannous 
oppression’ won him a Reprimand Royal from the 
Bengal Government; but in the anecdote as amended 
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for Northern consumption we find no record of this. 
Hence we are forced to conclude that Mrs. Hauksbee 
edited his reminiscences before sowing them in idle ears, 
ready, as she well knew, to exaggerate good orevil. And 
Otis Yeere bore himself as befitted the hero of many tales. 

‘You can talk to me when you don’t fall into a 
brown study. Talk now, and talk your brightest and 
best,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee. 

Otis needed no spur. Look to a man who has the 
counsel of a woman of or above the world to back him. 
So long as he keeps his head, he can meet both sexes on 
equal ground — an advantage never intended by Provi- 
dence, who fashioned Man on one day and Woman on 
another, in sign that neither should know more than g 
very little of the other’s life. Such a man goes far, or. 
the counsel being withdrawn, collapses suddenly while 
his world seeks the reason. 

Generalled by Mrs. Hauksbee, who, again, had al 
Mrs. Mallowe’s wisdom at her disposal, proud of him: 
self and, in the end, believing in himself because he wa: 
believed in, Otis Yeere stood ready for any fortune that 
might befall, certain that it would be good. He woulc 
fight for his own hand, and intended that this seconc 
struggle should lead to better issue than the first help 
less surrender of the bewildered ’Stunt. 

What might have happened it is impossible to say 
This lamentable thing befell, bred directly by a state 
ment of Mrs. Hauksbee that she would spend the nex 
season in Darjiling. 

‘Are you certain of that?’ said Otis Yeere. 

‘Quite. We're writing about a house now.’ 

Otis Yeere ‘stopped dead,’ as Mrs. Hauksbee put it i 
discussing the relapse with Mrs. Mallowe. 
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‘He has behaved,’ she said angrily, ‘just like Captain 
Kerrington’s pony — only Otis is a donkey — at the 
last Gymkhana. Planted his forefeet and refused to go 
on another step. Polly, my man’s going to disappoint 
me. What shall I do?’ 

As arule, Mrs. Mallowe does not approve of staring, 
but on this occasion she opened her eyes to the utmost. 

“You have managed cleverly so far,’ shesaid. ‘Speak 
to him, and ask him what he means.’ 

‘T will — at to-night’s dance.’ 

‘No —o0, not at a dance,’ said Mrs. Mallowe cau- 
tiously. ‘Men are never themselves quite at dances. 
Better wait till to-morrow morning.’ 

‘Nonsense. If he’s going to ’vert in this insane way 
there isn’t a day to lose. Are you going? No? Then 
sit up for me, there’s a dear. I shan’t stay longer than 
supper under any circumstances.’ 

Mrs. Mallowe waited through the evening, looking 
long and earnestly into the fire, and sometimes smiling 
to herself. 


‘Oh! oh! oh! The man’s an idiot! A raving, posi- 
tive idiot! I’m sorry I ever saw him!’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee burst into Mrs. Mallowe’s house, at 
midnight, almost in tears. 

“What in the world has happened?’ said Mrs. Mal- 
lowe, but her eyes showed that she had guessed an 
answer. 

‘Happened! Everything has happened! He was 
there. I went to him and said, ‘““Now what does this 
nonsense mean?’’ Don’t laugh, dear, I can’t bear it. 
But you know what I mean I said. Then it was a 
square, and I sat it out with him and wanted an expla- 
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nation, and he said — Oh! I haven’t patience with such 
idiots! You know what I said about going to Darjiling 
next year! It doesn’t matter to me where I go. I'd 
have changed the Station and lost the rent to have saved 
this. He said, in so many words, that he wasn’t going 
to try to work up any more, because — because he 
would be shifted into a province away from Darjiling, 
and his own District, where these creatures are, is 
within a day’s journey —’ 

‘Ah — hh!’ said Mrs. Mallowe, in a tone of one who 
has successfully tracked an obscure word through a 
large dictionary. 

‘Did you ever hear of anything so mad — so absurd? 
And he had the ball at his feet. He had only to kick it! 
I would have made him anything! Anything in the 
wide world. He could have gone to the world’s end. 
I would have helped him. I made him, didn’t I, Polly? 
Didn’t I create that man? Doesn’t he owe every- 
thing to me? And to reward me, just when everything 
was nicely arranged, by this lunacy that spoilt every- 
thing!’ 

“Very few men understand your devotion thoroughly.’ 

“Oh, Polly, don’t laugh at me! I give men up from 
this hour. I could have killed him then and there. 
What right had this man — this Thing I had picked out 
of his filthy paddy-fields — to make love to me?’ 

‘He did that, did he?’ 

‘He did. I don’t remember half he said, I was so 
angry. Oh, but such a funny thing happened. I can’t 
help laughing at it now, though I felt nearly ready to 
cry with rage. He raved and I stormed — I’m afraid 
we must have made an awful noise in our kala juggah. 
Protect my character, dear, if it’s all over Simla by to- 
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morrow — and then he bobbed forward in the middle 
of this insanity — I firmly believe the man’s demented 
— and kissed me.’ 

‘Morals above reproach,’ purred Mrs. Mallowe. 

‘So they were — so theyare! It was'the most absurd 
kiss. I don’t believe he’d ever kissed a woman in his 
life before. I threw my head back, and it was a sort of 
slidy, pecking dab, just on the end of the chin — here.’ 
Mrs. Hauksbee tapped her masculine little chin with 
her fan. ‘Then of course, I was furiously angry, and 
told him that he was no gentleman, and I was sorry I’d 
ever met him, and so on. He was crushed so easily 
then I couldn’t be very angry. Then I came away 
straight to you.’ 

‘Was this before or after supper?’ 

‘Oh! before — oceans before. Isn’t it perfectly dis- 
gusting?’ 

‘Let me think. I withhold judgment till to-morrow. 
Morning brings counsel.’ 

But morning brought only a servant with a dainty 
bouquet of Annandale roses for Mrs. Hauksbee to wear 
at the dance at Viceregal Lodge that night. 

‘He doesn’t seem to be very penitent,’ said Mrs. 
Mallowe. ‘What’s the billet-doux in the centre?’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee opened the neatly-folded note — 
another accomplishment that she had taught Otis — 
read it, and groaned tragically. 

‘Last wreck of a feeble intellect! Poetry! Is it his 
own, do you think? Oh, that I ever built my hopes on 
such a maudlin idiot!’ 

‘No. It’s a quotation from Mrs. Browning, and in 
view of the facts of the case, as Jack says, uncommonly 
well chosen. Listen — 
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‘Sweet, thou hast trod on a heart, 
Pass! There’s a world full of men; 
And women as fair as thou art 
Must do such things now and then. 


Thou only hast stepped unaware— 
Malice not one can impute; 

And why should a heart have been there, 
In the way of a fair woman’s foot?” ’ 


‘I didn’t — I didn’t — I didn’t!’ — said Mrs. Hauks- 
bee angrily, her eyes filling with tears; ‘there was no 
malice at all. Oh, it’s too vexatious!’ 

‘You've misunderstood the compliment,’ said Mrs. 
Mallowe. ‘He clears you completely and — ahem — 
I should think by this, that he has cleared completely 
too. My experience of men is that when they begin to 
quote poetry they are going to flit. Like swans singing 
before they die, you know.’ 

‘Polly, you take my sorrows in a most unfeeling way.’ 

‘Do I? Is it so terrible? If he’s hurt your vanity, I 
should say that you’ve done a certain amount of dam- 
age to his heart.’ 

“Oh, you can never tell about a man!’ said Mrs. 
Hauksbee. 
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Men say it was a stolen tide — 
The Lord that sent it He knows all, 
But mine ear will aye abide 
The message that the bells let fall, 
And awesome bells they were to me, 
That in the dark rang, ‘Enderby.’ 
Jean Ingelow. 


and a Tertium Quid. 

All three were unwise, but the Wife was the 
unwisest. ‘The man should have looked after his Wife, 
who should have avoided the Tertium Quid, who, again, 
should have married a wife of his own, after clean and 
open flirtations, to which nobody can possibly object, 
round Jakko or Observatory Hill. When you see a 
young man with his pony in a white lather and his hat 
on the back of his head, flying downhill at fifteen miles 
an hour to meet a girl who will be properly surprised to 
meet him, you naturally approve of that young man, 
and wish him Staff appointments, and take an interest 
in his welfare, and, as the proper time comes, give them 
sugar-tongs or side-saddles according to your means 
and generosity. 


() aa upon a time there was a Man and his Wife 
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The Tertium Quid flew downhill on horseback, but it 
was to meet the Man’s Wife; and when he flew uphill 
it was for the same end. The Man was in the Plains 
earning money for his Wife to spend on dresses and four- 
hundred-rupee bracelets, and inexpensive luxuries of 
that kind. He worked very hard, and sent her a letter 
or a post-card daily. She also wrote to him daily, and 
said that she was longing for him to come up to Simla. 
The Tertium Quid used to lean over her shoulder and 
laugh as she wrote the notes. Then the two would ride 
to the Post-office together. 

Now, Simla is a strange place and its customs are 
peculiar; nor is any man who has not spent at least ten 
seasons there qualified to pass judgment on circumstan- 
tial evidence, which is the most untrustworthy in the 
Courts. For these reasons, and for others which need 
not appear, I decline to state positively whether there 
was anything irretrievably wrong in the relations be- 
tween the Man’s Wife and the Tertium Quid. If there 
was, and hereon you must form your own opinion, it 
was the Man’s Wife’s fault. She was kittenish in her 
manners, wearing generally an air of soft and fluffy 
innocence. But she was deadlily learned and evil- 
instructed; and, now and again, when the mask dropped, 
men saw this, shuddered and —almost drew back. 
Men are occasionally particular, and the least particular 
men are always the most exacting. 

Simla is eccentric in its fashion of treating friendships. 
Certain attachments which have set and crystallised 
through half-a-dozen seasons acquire almost the sanc- 
tity of the marriage bond, and are revered as such. 
Again, certain attachments equally old, and, to all ap- 
pearance, equally venerable, never seem to win any 
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recognised official status; while a chance-sprung ac- 
quaintance, not two months born, steps into the place 
which by right belongs to the senior. There is no law 
reducible to print which regulates these affairs. 

Some people have a gift which secures them infinite 
toleration, and others have not The Man’s Wife had 
not. If she looked over the garden wall, for instance, 
women taxed her with stealing their husbands. She 
complained pathetically that she was not allowed to 
choose her own friends. When she put up her big 
white muff to her lips, and gazed over it and under her 
eyebrows at you as she said this thing, you felt that she 
had been infamously misjudged, and that all the other 
women’s instincts were all wrong; which was absurd. 
She was not allowed to own the Tertium Quid in peace; 
and was so strangely constructed that she would not 
have enjoyed peace had she been so permitted. She 
preferred some semblance of intrigue to cloak even her 
most commonplace actions. 

After two months of riding, first round Jakko, then 
Elysium, then Summer Hill then Observatory Hill, 
then under Jutogh, and lastly up and down the Cart 
Road as far as the Tara Devi gap in the dusk, she said 
to the Tertium Quid, ‘Frank, people say we are too 
much together, and people are so horrid.’ 

The Tertium Quid pulled his moustache and replied 
that horrid people were unworthy of the consideration 
of nice people. 

‘But they have done more than talk — they have 
written — written to my hubby — I’m sure of it,’ said 
the Man’s Wife, and she pulled a letter from her hus- 
band out of her saddle-pocket and gave it to the Ter- 
tium Quid. 

oO 


AT THE PIT’S MOUTH 


It was an honest letter, written by an honest man, 
then'stewing in the Plains on two hundred rupees a month 
(for he allowed his wife eight hundred and fifty), and in 
a silk banian and cotton trousers. It said that, perhaps, 
she had not thought of the unwisdom of allowing her 
name to be so generally coupled with the Tertium 
Quid’s; that she was too much of a child to understand 
the dangers of that sort of thing; that he, her husband, 
was the last man in the world to interfere jealously with 
her little amusements and interests, but that it would be 
better were she to drop the Tertium Quid quietly and 
for her husband’s sake. The letter was sweetened with 
many pretty little pet names, and it amused the Ter- 
tium Quid considerably. He and She laughed over it, 
so that you, fifty yards away, could see their shoulders 
shaking while the horses slouched along side by side. 

Their conversation was not worth reporting. The 
upshot of it was that, next day, no one saw the Man’s 
Wife and the Tertium Quid together. They had both 
gone down to the Cemetery, which, as a rule, is only 
visited officially by the inhabitants of Simla. 

A Simla funeral with the clergyman riding, the 
mourners riding, and the coffin creaking as it swings 
between the bearers, is one of the most depressing 
things on this earth, particularly when the procession 
passes under the wet, dank dip beneath the Rockcliffe 
Hotel, where the sun is shut out, and all the hill streams 
are wailing and weeping together as they go down the 
valleys. 

Occasionally folk tend the graves, but we in India 
shift and are transferred so often that, at the end of the 
second year, the Dead have no friends — only acquain- 
tances who are far too busy amusing themselves up the 
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hill to attend to old partners. The idea of using a 
Cemetery as a rendezvous is distinctly a feminine one. 
A man would have said simply, ‘Let people talk. We’ll 
go down the Mali. A woman is made differently, 
especially if she be such a woman as the Man’s Wife. 
She and the Tertium Quid enjoyed each other’s society 
among the graves of men and women whom they had 
known and danced with aforetime. 

They used to take a big horse-blanket and sit on the 
grass a little to the left of the lower end, where there is a 
dip in the ground, and where the occupied graves stop 
short and the ready-made ones are not ready. Each 
well-regulated Indian Cemetery keeps half-a-dozen 
graves permanently open for contingencies and inciden- 
tal wear and tear. In the Hills these are more usually 
baby’s size, because children who come up weakened 
and sick from the Plains often succumb to the effects of 
the Rains in the Hills or get pneumonia from their ayahs 
taking them through damp pine-woods after the sun has 
set. In Cantonments, of course, the man’s size is more 
in request; these arrangements varying with the climate 
and population. 

One day when the Man’s Wife and the Tertium Quid 
had just arrived in the Cemetery, they saw some coolies 
breaking ground. They had marked out a full-size 
grave, and the Tertium Quid asked them whether any 
Sahib was sick. They said that they did not know; but 
it was an order that they should dig a Sahib’s grave. 

‘Work away,’ said the Tertium Quid, ‘and let’s see 
how it’s done.’ 

The coolies worked away, and the Man’s Wife and 
the Tertium Quid watched and talked for a couple of 
hours while the grave was being deepened. Then a 
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coolie, taking the earth in baskets as it was thrown up, 
jumped over the grave. 

‘That’s queer,’ said the Tertium Quid. ‘Where’s 
my ulster?’ 

‘What’s queer?’ said the Man’s Wife. 

‘I have got a chill down my back — just as if a goose 
had walked over my grave.’ 

“Why do you look at the thing, then?’ said the Man’s 
Wife. ‘Let us go.’ 

The Tertium Quid stood at the head of the grave, 
and stared without answering for a space. Then he 
said, dropping a pebble down, ‘It is nasty — and cold: 
horribly cold. I don’t think I shall come to the Ceme- 
tery any more. I don’t think grave-digging is cheer- 
Ture 

The two talked and agreed that the Cemetery was 
depressing. ‘They also arranged for a ride next day out 
from the Cemetery through the Mashobra Tunnel up to 
Fagoo and back, because all the world was going to a 
garden-party at Viceregal Lodge, and all the people of 
Mashobra would go too. 

Coming up the Cemetery road, the Tertium Quid’s 
horse tried to bolt uphill, being tired with standing so 
long, and managed to strain a back sinew. 

‘IT shall have to take the mare to-morrow,’ said the 
Tertium Quid, ‘and she will stand nothing heavier than 
a snaffle.’ 

They made their arrangements to meet in the Ceme- 
tery, after allowing all the Mashobra people time to pass 
into Simla. That night it rained heavily, and, next 
day, when the Tertium Quid came to the trysting-place, 
he saw that the new grave had a foot of water in it, the 
ground being a tough and sour clay. 
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‘’*Jove! That looks beastly,’ said the Tertium Quid. 
‘Fancy being boarded up and dropped into that well!’ 

They then started off to Fagoo, the mare playing 
with the snaffle and picking her way as though she were 
shod with satin, and the sun shining divinely. The 
road below Mashobra to Fagoo is officially styled the 
Himalayan-Thibet Road; but in spite of its name it is 
not much more than six feet wide in most places, and 
the drop into the valley below may be anything between 
one and two thousand feet. 

‘Now we're going to Thibet,’ said the Man’s Wife 
merrily, as the horses drew near to Fagoo. She was 
riding on the cliff-side. 

‘Into Thibet,’ said the Tertium Quid, ‘ever so far 
from people who say horrid things, and hubbies who 
write stupid letters. With you—to the end of the 
world!’ 

A coolie carrying a log of wood came round a corner, 
and the mare went wide to avoid him — forefeet in and 
haunches out, as a sensible mare should go. 

‘To the world’s end,’ said the Man’s Wife, and looked 
unspeakable things over her near shoulder at the Ter- 
tium Quid. 

He was smiling, but, while she looked, the smile froze 
stiff as it were on his face, and changed to a nervous grin 
—the sort of grin men wear when they are not quite 
easy in their saddles. The mare seemed to be sinking 
by the stern, and her nostrils cracked while she was 
trying to realise what was happening. ‘The rain of the 
night before had rotted the drop-side of the Himalayan- 
Thibet Road, and it was giving way under her. ‘What 
are you doing?’ said the Man’s Wife. The Tertium 
Quid gave no answer. He grinned nervously and set 
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his spurs into the mare, who rapped with her forefeet on 
the road, and the struggle began. The Man’s Wife 
screamed, ‘Oh, Frank, get off!’ 

But the Tertium Quid was glued to the saddle — his 
face blue and white — and he looked into the Man’s 
Wife’s eyes. Then the Man’s Wife clutched at the 
mare’s head and caught her by the nose instead of the 
bridle. The brute threw up her head and went down 
with a scream, the Tertium Quid upon her, and the 
nervous grin still set on his face. 

The Man’s Wife heard the tinkle-tinkle of little stones 
and loose earth falling off the roadway, and the sliding 
roar of the man and horse going down. ‘Then every- 
thing was quiet, and she called on Frank to leave his 
mare and walk up. But Frank did not answer. He 
was underneath the mare, nine hundred feet below, 
spoiling a patch of Indian corn. 

As the revellers came back from Viceregal Lodge in 
the mists of the evening, they met a temporarily insane 
woman, on a temporarily mad horse; swinging round the 
corners, with her eyes and her mouth open, and her 
head like the head of a Medusa. She was stopped by a 
man at the risk of his life, and taken out of the saddle, 
a limp heap, and put on the bank to explain herself. 
This wasted twenty minutes, and then she was sent 
home in a lady’s ’rickshaw, still with her mouth open 
and her hands picking at her riding-gloves. 

She was in bed through the. following three days, 
which were rainy; so she missed attending the funeral 
of the Tertium Quid, who was lowered into eighteen 
inches of water, instead of the twelve to which he had 
first objected. 
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Because to every purpose there is time and judgment, 
therefore the misery of man is great upon him — Eccles. 
vil. 6. 


the Station of Kashima into a prison; and, be- 

cause there is no help for the poor souls who are 
now lying there in torment, I write this story, praying 
that the Government of India may be moved to scatter 
the European population to the four winds. 

Kashima is bounded on all sides by the rock-tipped 
circle of the Dosehri hills. In Spring, it is ablaze with 
roses; in Summer, the roses die and the hot winds blow 
from the hills; in Autumn, the white mists from the jhils 
cover the place as with water, and in Winter, the frosts 
nip everything young and tender to earth-level. There 
is but one view in Kashima —a stretch of perfectly 
flat pasture and plough land, running up to the gray- 
blue scrub of the Dosehri hills. 

There are no amusements, except snipe and tiger 
shooting; but the tigers have been long since hunted 
from their lairs in the rock-caves, and the snipe only 
come once a year. Narkarra — one hundred and forty- 
three miles by road —is the nearest station to Kashima. 
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But Kashima never goes to Narkarra, where there are 
at least twelve English people. It stays within the cir- 
cle of the Dosehri hills. 

All Kashima acquits Mrs. Vansuythen of any inten- 
tion to do harm; but all Kashima knows that she, and 
she alone, brought about their pain. 

Boulte, the Engineer, Mrs. Boulte, and Captain 
Kurrell know this. They are the English population 
of Kashima, if we except Major Vansuythen, who is of 
no importance whatever, and Mrs. Vansuythen, who 
is the most important of all. 

You must remember, though you will not understand, 
that all laws weaken in a small and hidden community 
where there is no public opinion. When aman is abso- 
lutely alone in a Station he runs a certain risk of falling 
into evil ways. This risk is multiplied by every addi- 
tion to the population up to twelve — the Jury-number. 
After that, fear and consequent restraint begin, and 
human action becomes less grotesquely jerky. 

There was deep peace in Kashima till Mrs. Vansuy- 
then arrived. She was a charming woman, every one 
said so everywhere; and she charmed every one. In 
spite of this, or, perhaps, because of this, since Fate is 
so perverse, she cared only for one man, and he was 
Major Vansuythen. Had she been plain or stupid, this 
matter would have been intelligible to Kashima. But 
she was a fair woman, with very still gray eyes, the 
colour of a lake just before the light of the sun touches 
it. No man who had seen those eyes could, later on, 
explain what fashion of woman she was to look upon. 
The eyes dazzled him. Her own sex said that she was 
‘not bad-looking, but spoilt by pretending to be so 
grave. And yet her gravity was natural. It was not 
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her habit to smile. She merely went through life, look- 
ing at those who passed; and the women objected while 
the men fell down and worshipped. 

She knows and is deeply sorry for the evil she has 
done to Kashima; but Major Vansuythen cannot under- 
stand why Mrs. Boulte does not drop in to afternoon 
tea at least three times a week. ‘When there are only 
two women in one Station, they ought to see a great 
deal of each other,’ says Major Vansuythen. 

Long and long before ever Mrs. Vansuythen came out 
of those far-away places where there is society and 
amusement, Kurrell had discovered that Mrs. Boulte 
was the one woman in the world for him and — you 
dare not blame them. Kashima was as out of the 
world as Heaven or the Other Place, and the Dosehri 
hills kept their secret well. Boulte had no concern in 
the matter. He was in camp for a fortnight at a time. 
He was a hard, heavy man, and neither Mrs. Boulte nor 
Kurrell pitied him. They had all Kashima and each 
other for their very, very own; and Kashima was the 
Garden of Eden in those days. When Boulte returned 
from his wanderings he would slap Kurrell between the 
shoulders and call him ‘old fellow,’ and the three would 
dine together. Kashima was happy then when the 
judgment of God seemed almost as distant as Narkarra 
or the railway that ran down to the sea. But the 
Government sent Major Vansuythen to Kashima, and 
with him came his wife. 

The etiquette of Kashima is much the same as that of 
a desert island. When a stranger is cast away there, all 
hands go down to the shore to make him welcome. 
Kashima assembled at the masonry platform close to 
the Narkarra Road, and spread tea for the Vansuythens. 
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That ceremony was reckoned a formal call, and made 
them free of the Station, its rights and privileges. 
When the Vansuythens settled down they gave a tiny 
house-warming to all Kashima; and that made Kashima 
free of their house, according to the immemorial usage 
of the Station. 

Then the Rains came, when no one could go into 
camp, and the Narkarra Road was washed away by the 
Kasun River, and in the cup-like pastures of Kashima 
the cattle waded knee-deep. The clouds dropped down 
from the Dosehri hills and covered everything. 

At the end of the Rains Boulte’s manner toward his 
wife changed and became demonstratively affectionate. 
They had been married twelve years, and the change 
startled Mrs. Boulte, who hated her husband with the 
hate of a woman who has met with nothing but kindness 
from her mate, and, in the teeth of this kindness, has 
done him a great wrong. Moreover, she had her own 
trouble to fight with — her watch to keep over her own 
property, Kurrell. For two months the Rains had 
hidden the Dosehri hills and many other things besides; 
but, when they lifted, they showed Mrs. Boulte that 
her man among men, her Ted — for she called him Ted 
in the old days when Boulte was out of earshot — was 
slipping the links of the allegiance. 

‘The Vansuythen Woman has taken him,’ Mrs. 
Boulte said to herself; and when Boulte was away, wept 
over her belief, in the face of the over-vehement blan- 
dishments of Ted. Sorrow in Kashima is as fortunate 
as Love, because there is nothing to weaken it save the 
flight of Time. Mrs. Boulte had never breathed her 
suspicion to Kurrell, because she was not certain; and 
her nature led her to be very certain before she took 
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steps in any direction. That is why she behaved as she 
did. 

Boulte came into the house one evening, and leaned 
against the door-post of the drawing-room, chewing his 
moustache. Mrs. Boulte was putting some flowers into 
a vase. There is a pretence of civilisation even in Ka- 
shima. 

‘Little woman,’ said Boulte quietly, ‘do you care for 
me?’ 

‘Immensely,’ said she, with a laugh. ‘Can you ask it?’ 

“But I’m serious,’ said Boulte. ‘Do you care for me?’ 

Mrs. Boulte dropped the flowers, and turned round 
quickly. ‘Do you want an honest answer?’ 

“Ye-es, I’ve asked for it.’ 

Mrs. Boulte spoke in a low, even voice for five min- 
utes, very distinctly, that there might be no misunder- 
standing her meaning. When Samson broke the pillars 
of Gaza, he did a little thing, and one not to be compared 
to the deliberate pulling down of a woman’s homestead 
about her own ears. There was no wise female friend 
to advise Mrs. Boulte, the singularly cautious wife, to 
hold her hand. She struck at Boulte’s heart, because 
her own was sick with suspicion of Kurrell, and worn 
out with the long strain of watching alone through the 
Rains. There was no plan or purpose in her speaking. 
The sentences made themselves; and Boulte listened, 
leaning against the door-post with his hands in his 
pockets. When all was over, and Mrs. Boulte began to 
breathe through her nose before breaking out into tears, 
he laughed and stared straight in front of him at the 
Dosehri hills. 

‘Is that all?’ he said. ‘Thanks, I only wanted to 
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‘What are you going to do?’ said the woman, between 
her sobs. 

‘Do? Nothing. What should I do? Kull Kurrell, 
or send you Home, or apply for leave to get a divorce? 
It’s two days’ dak into Narkarra.’ He laughed and 
went on: ‘I'll tell you what you can do. You can ask 
Kurrell to dinner to-morrow — no, on Thursday, that 
will allow you time to pack — and you can bolt with 
him. I give you my word I won’t follow.’ 

He took up his helmet and went out of the room, and 
Mrs. Boulte sat till the moonlight streaked the floor, 
thinking and thinking and thinking. She had done her 
best upon the spur of the moment to pull the house 
down; but it would not fall. Moreover, she could not 
understand her husband, and she was afraid. Then 
the folly of her useless truthfulness struck her, and she 
was ashamed to write to Kurrell, saying, ‘I have gone 
mad and told everything. My husband says that I am 
free to elope with you. Get a dak for Thursday, and 
we will fly after dinner.’ There was a cold-bloodedness 
about that procedure which did not appeal to her. So 
she sat still in her own house and thought. 

At dinner-time Boulte came back from his walk, 
white and worn and haggard, and the woman was 
touched at his distress. As the evening wore on she 
muttered some expression of sorrow, something ap- 
proaching to contrition. Boulte came out of a brown 
study and said, ‘Oh, that! I wasn’t thinking about that. 
By the way, what does Kurrell say to the elopement?’ 

‘I haven’t seen him,’ said Mrs. Boulte. ‘Good God, 
is that all?’ 

But Boulte was not listening and her sentence ended 
in a gulp. 
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The next day brought no comfort to Mrs. Boulte, for 
Kurrell did not appear, and the new life that she, in 
the five minutes’ madness of the previous evening, had 
hoped to build out of the ruins of the old, seemed to be 
no nearer. : 

Boulte ate his breakfast, advised her to see her Arab 
pony fed in the verandah, and went out. The morning 
wore through, and at mid-day the tension became un- 
endurable. Mrs. Boulte could not cry. She had fin- 
ished her crying in the night, and now she did not 
want to beleft alone. Perhaps the Vansuythen Woman 
would talk to her; and, since talking opens the heart, 
perhaps there might be some comfort to be found in her 
company. She was the only other woman in the Sta- 
tion. 

In Kashima there are no regular calling-hours. Every 
one can drop in upon every one else at pleasure. Mrs. 
Boulte put on a big terai hat, and walked across to 
the Vansuythens’ house to borrow last week’s ‘Queen.’ 
The two compounds touched, and instead of going up 
the drive, she crossed through the gap in the cactus- 
hedge, entering the house from the back. As she 
passed through the dining-room, she heard, behind the 
purdah that cloaked the drawing-room door, her hus- 
band’s voice saying — 

‘But on my Honour! On my Soul and Honour, J tell 
you she doesn’t care forme. She told me so last night. 
I would have told you then if Vansuythen hadn’t been 
with you. If it is for her sake that you'll have nothing 
to say to me, you can make your mind easy. It’s 
Kurrell —’ 

‘What?’ said Mrs. Vansuythen, with a hysterical 
little laugh. ‘Kurrell! Oh, it can’t be! You two 
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must have made some horrible mistake. Perhaps you 
— you lost your temper, or misunderstood, or some- 
thing. Things can’t be as wrong as you say.’ 

Mrs. Vansuythen had shifted her defence to avoid 
the man’s pleading, and was desperately trying to keep 
him to a side-issue. 

‘There must be some mistake,’ she insisted, ‘and it 
can be all put right again.’ 

Boulte laughed grimly. 

‘It can’t be Captain Kurrell! He told me that he 
had never taken the least — the least interest in your 
wife, Mr. Boulte. Oh, do listen! He said he had not. 
He swore he had not,’ said Mrs. Vansuythen. 

The purdah rustled, and the speech was cut short by 
the entry of a little thin woman, with big rings round 
her eyes. Mrs. Vansuythen stood up with a gasp. 

‘What was that you said?’ asked Mrs. Boulte. 
‘Never mind that man. What did Ted say to you? 
What did he say to you? What did he say to you?’ 

Mrs. Vansuythen sat down helplessly on the sofa, 
overborne by the trouble of her questioner. 

“He said — I can’t remember exactly what he said — 
but I understood him to say — that is — But really, 
Mrs. Boulte, isn’t it rather a strange question?’ 

“Will you tell me what he said?’ repeated Mrs. 
Boulte. Even a tiger will fly before a bear robbed of 
her whelps, and Mrs. Vansuythen was only an ordinarily 
good woman. She began in a sort of desperation: 
“Well, he said that he never cared for you at all, and, of 
course, there was not the least reason why he should 
have, and — and — that was all.’ 

“You said he swore he had not cared for me. Was 
that true?’ 
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“Yes,” said Mrs. Vansuythen very softly. 

Mrs. Boulte wavered for an instant where she stood, 
and then fell forward fainting. 

‘What did I tell you?’ said Boulte, as though the 
conversation had been unbroken. ‘You can see for 
yourself. She cares for him.’ The light began to 
break into his dull mind, and he went on — ‘And he — 
what was he saying to you?’ 

But Mrs. Vansuythen, with no heart for explanations 
or impassioned protestations, was kneeling over Mrs. 
Boulte. 

“Oh, you brute!’ she cried. ‘Are all men like this? 
Help me to get her into my room — and her face is cut 
against the table. Oh, will you be quiet, and help me 
to carry her? I hate you, and I hate Captain Kurrell. 
Lift her up carefully, and now — go! Go away!’ 

Boulte carried his wife into Mrs. Vansuythen’s bed- 
room, and departed before the storm of that lady’s 
wrath and disgust, impenitent and burning with jeal- 
ousy. Kurrell had been making love to Mrs. Vansuy- 
then — would do Vansuythen as great a wrong as he had 
done Boulte, who caught himself considering whether 
Mrs. Vansuythen would faint if she discovered that the 
man she loved had forsworn her. 

In the middle of these meditations, Kurrell came 
cantering along the road and pulled up with a cheery 
*Good-mornin’. ’Been mashing Mrs. Vansuythen as 
usual, eh? Bad thing for a sober married man, that. 
What will Mrs. Boulte say?’ 

Boulte raised his head and said slowly,—‘ Oh, you liar!’ 

Kurrell’s face changed. ‘What’s that?’ he asked 
quickly. 

‘Nothing much,’ said Boulte. “Has my wife told you 
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that you two are free to go off whenever you please? 
She has been good enough to explain the situation to 
me. You’ve been a true friend to me, Kurrell — old 
man — haven’t you?’ 

Kurrell groaned, and tried to frame some sort of 
idiotic sentence about being willing to give ‘satisfac- 
tion.’ But his interest in the woman was dead, had 
died out in the Rains, and, mentally, he was abusing 
her for her amazing indiscretion. It would have been 
so easy to have broken off the thing gently and by de- 
grees, and now he was saddled with — Boulte’s voice 
recalled him. 

‘I don’t think I should get any satisfaction from kill- 
ing you, and I’m pretty sure you'd get none from killing 
mes’ 

Then in a querulous tone, ludicrously disproportioned 
to his wrongs, Boulte added — 

*’*Seems rather a pity that you haven’t the decency 
to keep to the woman, now you’ve got her. You’ve 
been a true friend to her too, haven’t you?’ 

Kurrell stared long and gravely. ‘The situation was 
getting beyond him. 

‘What do you mean?’ he said. 

Boulte answered, more to himself than the questioner: 
“My wife came over to Mrs. Vansuythen’s just now; 
and it seems you'd been telling Mrs. Vansuythen that 
you'd never cared for Emma. I suppose you lied, as 
usual. What had Mrs. Vansuythen to do with you, or 
you with her? ‘Try to speak the truth for once in a 
way.’ 

Kurrell took the double insult without wincing, and 
replied by another question: ‘Go on. What hap- 
pened?’ 
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‘Emma fainted,’ said Boulte simply. ‘But look here, 
what had you been saying to Mrs. Vansuythen?’ 

Kurrell laughed. Mrs. Boulte had, with unbridled 
tongue, made havoc of his plans; and he could at least 
retaliate by hurting the man in whose eyes he was 
humiliated and shown dishonourable. 

‘Said to her? What does a man tell a lie like that 
for? I suppose I said pretty much what you’ve said, 
unless I’m a good deal mistaken.’ 

‘I spoke the truth,’ said Boulte, again more to him- 
self than Kurrell. ‘Emma told me she hated me. She 
has no right in me.’ 

‘No! Isuppose not. You’re only her husband, y’ know. 
And what did Mrs. Vansuythen say after you had laid 
your disengaged heart at her feet?’ 

Kurrell felt almost virtuous as he put the ques- 
tion. 

‘IT don’t think that matters,’ Boulte replied; ‘and it 
doesn’t concern you.’ | 

‘But it does! I tell you it does’—began Kurrell 
shamelessly. 

The sentence was cut by a roar of laughter from 
Boulte’s lips. Kurrell was silent for an instant and 
then he, too, laughed — laughed long and loudly, rock- 
ing in his saddle. It was an unpleasant sound — the 
mirthless mirth of these men on the long white line 
of the Narkarra Road. There were no strangers in 
Kashima, or they might have thought that captivity 
within the Dosehri hills had driven half the European 
population mad. The laughter ended abruptly, and 
Kurrell was the first to speak. 

‘Well, what are you going to do?’ 

Boulte looked up the road, and at the hills. ‘Noth- 
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ing,’ said he quietly; ‘what’s the use? It’s too ghastly 
for anything. We must let the old life go on. I can 
only call you a hound and a liar, and I can’t go on calling 
younames forever. Besides which, I don’t feel that I’m 
much better. We can’t get out of this place. What is 
there to do?’ 

Kurrell looked round the rat-pit of Kashima and 
made no reply. The injured husband took up the won- 
drous tale. 

‘Ride on, and speak to Emma if you want to. God 
knows I don’t care what you do.’ 

He walked forward, and left Kurrell gazing blankly 
after him. Kurrell did not ride on either to see Mrs. 
Boulte or Mrs. Vansuythen. He sat in his saddle and 
thought, while his pony grazed by the roadside. 

The whir of approaching wheels roused him. Mrs. 
Vansuythen was driving home Mrs. Boulte, white and 
wan, with a cut on her forehead. 

‘Stop, please,’ said Mrs. Boulte, ‘I want to speak to 
Ted.’ 

Mrs. Vansuythen obeyed, but as Mrs. Boulte leaned 
forward, putting her hand upon the splash-board of the 
dog-cart, Kurrell spoke. 

‘I’ve seen your husband, Mrs. Boulte.’ 

There was no necessity for any further explanation. 
The man’s eyes were fixed, not upon Mrs. Boulte, but 
her companion. Mrs. Boulte saw the look. 

‘Speak to him!’ she pleaded, turning to the woman 
at her side. ‘Oh, speak to him! Tell him what you 
told me just now. ‘Tell him you hate him. Tell him 
you hate him!’ 

She bent forward and wept bitterly, while the sais, 
impassive, went forward to hold the horse. Mrs. 
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Vansuythen turned scarlet and dropped the reins. She 
wished to be no party to such unholy explanations. 

‘ve nothing to do with it,’ she began coldly; but 
Mrs. Boulte’s sobs overcame her, and she addressed 
herself to the man. ‘I don’t know what I am to say, 
Captain Kurrell. I don’t know what I can call you. 
I think you’ve — you’ve behaved abominably, and she 
has cut her forehead terribly against the table.’ 

‘It doesn’t hurt. It isn’t anything,’ said Mrs. 
Boulte feebly. ‘That doesn’t matter. Tell him what 
you told me. Say you don’t care for him. Oh, Ted, 
won’t you believe her?’ 

‘Mrs. Boulte has made me understand that you were 
— that you were fond of her once upon a time,’ went 
on Mrs. Vansuythen. 

‘Well!’ said Kurrell brutally. ‘It seems to me that 
Mrs. Boulte had better be fond of her own husband 
first.’ 

‘Stop!’ said Mrs. Vansuythen. ‘Hear me first. I 
don’t care — I don’t want to know anything about you 
and Mrs. Boulte; but I want you to know that I hate 
you, that I think you are a cur, and that I’ll never, never 
speak to you again. Oh, I don’t dare to say what I 
think of you, you — man!’ 

‘I want to speak to Ted,’ moaned Mrs. Boulte, but 
the dog-cart rattled on, and Kurrell was left on the road, 
shamed, and boiling with wrath against Mrs. Boulte. 

He waited till Mrs. Vansuythen was driving back to 
her own house, and, she being freed from the embarrass- 
ment of Mrs. Boulte’s presence, learned for the second 
time her opinion of himself and his actions. 

In the evening it was the wont of all Kashima to 
meet at the platform on the Narkarra Road, to drink 
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tea and discuss the trivialities of the day. Major 
Vansuythen and his wife found themselves alone at the 
gathering-place for almost the first time in their remem- 
brance; and the cheery Major, in the teeth of his wife’s 
remarkably reasonable suggestion that the rest of the 
Station might be sick, insisted upon driving round to 
the two bungalows and unearthing the population. 

‘Sitting in the twilight!’ said he, with great indigna- 
tion, to the Boultes. ‘That'll never do! Hang it all, 
we're one family here! You must come out, and so 
must Kurrell. UIl make him bring his banjo.’ 

So great is the power of honest simplicity and a good 
digestion over guilty consciences that all Kashima did 
turn out, even down to the banjo; and the Major em- 
braced the company in one expansive grin. As he 
grinned, Mrs. Vansuythen raised her eyes for an instant 
and looked at all Kashima. Her meaning was clear. 
Major Vansuythen would never know anything. He 
was to be the outsider in that happy family whose cage 
was the Dosehri hills. 

‘You're singing villainously out of tune, Kurrell,’ 
said the Major truthfully. ‘Pass me that banjo.’ 

And he sang in excruciating-wise till the stars came 
out and all Kashima went to dinner. 


That was the beginning of the New Life of Kashima 
— the life that Mrs. Boulte made when her tongue was 
loosened in the twilight. 

Mrs. Vansuythen has never told the Major; and since 
he insists upon keeping up a burdensome geniality, she 
has been compelled to break her vow of not speaking to 
Kurrell. This speech, which must of necessity pre- 
serve the semblance of politeness and interest, serves 

o2 


A WAYSIDE COMEDY 


admirably to keep alight the flame of jealousy and dull 
hatred in Boulte’s bosom, as it awakens the same pas- 
sions in his wife’s heart. Mrs. Boulte hates Mrs. 
Vansuythen because she has taken Ted from her, and, 
in some curious fashion, hates her beeause Mrs. Van- 
suythen — and here the wife’s eyes see far more 
clearly than the husband’s — detests Ted. And Ted 
— that gallant captain and honourable man — knows 
now that it is possible to hate a woman once loved to 
the verge of wishing to silence her for ever with blows. 
Above all, is he shocked that Mrs. Boulte cannot see the 
error of her ways. 

Boulte and he go out tiger-shooting together in all 
friendship. Boulte has put their relationship on a most 
satisfactory footing. 

“You’re a blackguard,’ he says to Kurrell, ‘and I’ve 
lost any self-respect I may ever have had; but when 
you're with me, I can feel certain that you are not with 
Mrs. Vansuythen, or making Emma miserable.’ 

Kurrell endures anything that Boulte may say to him. 
Sometimes they are away for three days together, and 
then the Major insists upon his wife going over to sit 
with Mrs. Boulte; although Mrs. Vansuythen has re- 
peatedly declared that she prefers her husband’s com- 
pany to any in the world. From the way in which she 
clings to him, she would certainly seem to be speaking 
the truth. . 

But of course, as the Major says, ‘in a little Station 
we must all be friendly.’ 


THE HILL OF ILLUSION 
(1888) 


What rendered vain their deep desire? 

A God, a God their severance ruled, 

And bade between their shores to be 

The unplumbed, salt, estranging sea. 
Matthew Arnold. 


E. Tell your jhampanies not to hurry so, dear. 
They forget I’m fresh from the Plains. 


She. Sure proof that I have not been going 
out with any one. Yes, they are an untrained crew. 
Where do we go? 

He. As usual — to the world’s end. No, Jakko. 

She. Have your pony led after you, then. It’s a 
long round. 

He. And for the last time, thank Heaven! 

She. Do you mean that still? I didn’t dare to write 
to you about it — all these months. 

He. Meanit! I’ve been shaping my affairs to that 
end since Autumn. What makes you speak as though 
it had occurred to you for the first time? 

She. I? Oh! Idon’t know. I’ve had long enough 
to think, too. 

He. And you’ve changed your mind? 

She. No. You ought to know that I am a miracle 
of constancy. What are your — arrangements? 
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He. Ours, Sweetheart, please. 

She. Ours, be it then. My poor boy, how the 
prickly heat has marked your forehead! Have you ever 
tried sulphate of copper in water? 

He. It'll go away in a day or two up here. The 
arrangements are simple enough. ‘Tonga in the early 
morning — reach Kalka at twelve — Umballa at seven 
— down, straight by night train, to Bombay, and then 
the steamer of the 21st for Rome That’s my idea. 
The Continent and Sweden — a ten-week honeymoon. 

She. Ssh! Don’t talk of it in that way. It makes 
me afraid. Guy, how long have we two been insane? 

He. Seven months and fourteen days; I forget the 
odd hours exactly, but I’ll think. 

She. I only wanted to see if you remembered. Who 
are those two on the Blessington Road? 

He. Eabrey and the Penner Woman. What do 
they matter to us? Tell me everything that you’ve 
been doing and saying and thinking. , 

She. Doing little, saying less, and thinking a great 
deal. I’ve hardly been out at all. 

He. That was wrong of you. You haven’t been 
moping? 

She. Not very much. Can you wonder that I’m 
disinclined for amusement? 

He. Frankly, I do. Where was the difficulty? 

She. Inthis only. The more people I know and the 
more I’m known here, the wider spread will be the news 
of the crash when it comes. I don’t like that. 

He. Nonsense. We shall be out of it. 

She. You think so? 

He. I’m sure of it, if there is any power in steam or 
horse-flesh to carry us away. Ha! ha! 
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She. And the fun of the situation comes in — where, 
my Lancelot? 

He. Nowhere, Guinevere. I was only thinking of 
something. 

She. They say men have a keener sense of humour 
than women. Now I was thinking of the scandal. 

He. Don’t think of anything so ugly. We shall be 
beyond it. 

She. It will be there all the same — in the mouths 
of Simla — telegraphed over India, and talked of at the 
dinners — and when He goes out they will stare at Him 
to see how he takes it. And we shall be dead, Guy dear 
— dead and cast into the outer darkness where there 
is — 

He. Love at least. Isn’t that enough? 

She. I have said so. 

He. And you think so still? 

She. What do you think? 

He. What haveI done? It means equal ruin to me, 
as the world reckons it — outcasting, the loss of my 
appointment, the breaking off my life’s work. I pay 
my price. 

She. And are you so much above the world that you 
can afford to pay it. Am I? 

He. My Divinity — what else? 

She. A very ordinary woman, I’m afraid, but so far, 
respectable. How d’you do, Mrs. Middleditch? Your 
husband? I think he’s riding down to Annandale with 
Colonel Statters. Yes, isn’t it divine after the rain? 
Guy, how long am I to be allowed to bow to Mrs. 
Middleditch? ‘Till the 17th? 

He. Frowsy Scotchwoman! What is the use of 
bringing her into the discussion? You were saying? 
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She. Nothing. Have you ever seen a man hanged? 

He. Yes. Once. 

She. What was it for? 

He. Murder, of course. 

She. Murder. Is that so great a sin after all? I 
wonder how he felt before the drop fell. 

He. I don’t think he felt much. What a gruesome 
little woman it is this evening! You're shivering. Put 
on your cape, dear. 

She. I think I will. Oh! Look at the mist coming 
over Sanjaoli; and I thought we should have sunshine 
on the Ladies’ Mile! Let’s turn back. 

He. What’s the good? ‘There’s a cloud on Elysium 
Hill, and that means it’s foggy alldownthe Mall. We'll 
go on. It'll blow away before we get to the Convent, 
perhaps. “Jove! It is chilly. 

She. You feel it, fresh from below. Put on your 
ulster. What do you think of my cape? 

He. Never ask a man his opinion of a woman’s dress 
when he is desperately and abjectly in love with the 
wearer. Let me look. Like everything else of yours, it’s 
perfect. Where did you get it from? 

She. He gave it me, on Wednesday — our wedding- 
day, you know. 

He. The Deuce He did! MHe’s growing generous in 
his old age. D’you like all that frilly, bunchy stuff at 
the throat? I don’t. 

She. Don’t you? 


‘Kind Sir, 0’ your courtesy, 
As you go by the town, Sir, 

’Pray you o’ your love for me, 
Buy me a russet gown, Sir.’ 
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He. I won’t say: ‘Keek into the draw-well, Janet, 
Janet.’ Only wait a little, darling, and you shall be 
stocked with russet gowns and everything else. 

She. And when the frocks wear out you'll get me 
new ones — and everything else? 

He. Assuredly. 

She. I wonder! 

He. Look here, Sweetheart, I didn’t spend two days 
and two nights in the train to hear you wonder. I 
thought we’d settled all that at Shaifazehat. 

She (dreamily). At Shaifazehat? Does the Station 
go on still? That was ages and ages ago. It must be 
crumbling to pieces. All except the Amirtollah kutcha 
road. I don’t believe that could crumble till the Day 
of Judgment. 

He. You think so? What is the mood now? 

She. I can’t tell. How cold it is! Let us get on 
quickly. 

He. ’Better walk a little. Stop your jhampanies 
and get out. What’s the matter with you this evening, 
dear? 

She. Nothing. You must grow accustomed to my 
ways. If I’m boring you I can go home. Here’s 
Captain Congleton coming; I daresay he’ll be willing to 
escort me. 

He. Goose! Betweenus, too! Damn Captain Con- 
gleton. 

She. Chivalrous Knight. Is it your habit to swear 
much in talking? It jars a little, and you might swear 
at me. 

He. My angel! I didn’t know what I was saying: 
and you changed so quickly that I couldn’t follow. I'll 
apologise in dust and ashes. 
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She. There’ll be enough of those later on — Good- 
night, Captain Congleton. Going to the singing- 
quadrilles already? What dances am I giving you next 
week? No! You must have written them down wrong. 
Five and Seven, I said. If you’ve made a mistake, I 
certainly don’t intend to suffer for it. You must alter 
your programme. 

He. I thought you told me that you had not been 
going out much this season? 

She. Quite true, but when I do I dance with Captain 
Congleton. He dances very nicely. 

He. And sit out with him, I suppose? 

She. Yes. Have you any objection? Shall I stand 
under the chandelier in future? 

He. What does he talk to you about? 

She. What do men talk about when they sit out? 

He. Ugh! Don’t! Well, now I’m up you must 
dispense with the fascinating Congleton for a while. I 
don’t like him. 

She (after a pause). Do you know what you have 
said? 

He. ’Can’t say that I do exactly. I’m not in the 
best of tempers. 

She. So I see, —and feel. My true and faithful 
lover, where is your ‘eternal constancy,’ ‘unalterable 
trust,’ and ‘reverent devotion?’ I remember those 
phrases; you seem to have forgotten them. I mention 
a man’s name — 

He. <A good deal more than that. 

She. Well, speak to him about a dance — perhaps 
the last dance that I shall ever dance in my life before 
I, — before I go away; and you at once distrust and 


insult me. 
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He. I never said a word. 

She. Howmuchdid youimply? Guy, is this amount 
of confidence to be our stock to start the new life on? 

He. No, of course not. I didn’t mean that. On 
my word and honour, I didn’t. Letit pass, dear. Please 
let it pass. 

She. This once — yes —and a second time, and 
again and again, all through the years when I shall be 
unable to resent it. You want too much, my Lancelot, 
and, — you know too much. 

He. How do you mean? 

She. That is a part of the punishment. There can- 
not be perfect trust between us. 

He. In Heaven’s name, why not? 

She. Hush! The Other Place is quite enough. Ask 
yourself. 

He. I don’t follow. 

She. You trust me so implicitly that when I look at 
another man — Never mind. Guy, have you ever 
made love to a girl — a good girl? 

He. Something of the sort. Centuries ago — in the 
Dark Ages, before I ever met you, dear. 

She. Tell me what you said to her. 

He. What does a man say toa girl? I’ve forgotten. 

She. I remember. He tells her that he trusts her 
and worships the ground she walks on, and that he’ll 
love and honour and protect her till her dying day; and 
so she marries in that belief. -At least, I speak of one 
girl who was not protected. 

He. Well, and then? 

She. And then, Guy, and then, that girl needs ten 
times the love and trust and honour — yes, honour — 
that was enough when she was only a mere wife if — i 
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— the other life she chooses to lead is to be made even 
bearable. Do you understand? 

He. Even bearable! It'll be Paradise. 

She. Ah! Can you give me all I’ve asked for — 
not now, nor a few months later, but when you begin to 
think what you might have done if you had kept your 
own appointment and your caste here — when you be- 
gin to look upon me as a drag and a burden? I shall 
want it most then, Guy, for there will be no one in the 
wide world but you. 

He. Youre a little over-tired to-night, Sweetheart, 
and you're taking a stage view of the situation. After 
the necessary business in the Courts, the road is clear 
LC 

She. ‘The holy state of matrimony!’ Ha! ha! ha! 

He. Ssh! Don’t laugh in that horrible way! 

She. I—I—ce-c-c-can’t help it! Isn’t it too ab- 
sural) Ab! “Hal hal hale- Guy, stop me quick or I 
shall — ]-l-laugh till we get to the Church. 

He. For goodness sake, stop! Don’t make an ex- 
hibition of yourself. What is the matter with you? 

She. N-nothing. I’m better now. 

He. That’s all right. One moment, dear. There’s 
a little wisp of hair got loose from behind your right ear 
and it’s straggling over your cheek. So! 

She. Thank’oo. I’m ‘fraid my hat’s on one side, 
too. 

He. What do you wear these huge dagger bonnet- 
skewers for? They’re big enough to kill a man with. 

She. Oh! don’t kill me, though. Yourre sticking it 
into my head! Let me doit. You men are so clumsy. 

He. Have you had many opportunities of compar- 
ing us — in this sort of work? 
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She. Guy, what is my name? 

He. Eh! I don’t follow. 

She. Here’s my card-case. Can you read? 

He. Yes. Well? 

She. Well, that answers your question. You know 
the other man’s name. Am I sufficiently humbled, or 
would you like to ask me if there is any one else? 

He. Iseenow. My darling, I never meant that for 
aninstant. JI wasonly joking. There! Lucky there’s 
no one onthe road. They'd be scandalised. 

She. ‘They’ll be more scandalised before the end. 

He. Do-on’t! I don’t like you to talk in that way. 

She. Unreasonable man! Who asked me to face 
the situation and accept it? — Tell me, do I look like 
Mrs. Penner? Do I look like a naughty woman? 
Swear I don’t! Give me your word of honour, my 
honourable friend, that I’m not like Mrs. Buzgago. 
That’s the way she stands, with her hands clasped at 
the back of her head. D’you like that? 

He. Don’t be affected. 

She. DVmnot. I’m Mrs. Buzgago. Listen! 


“Pendant une anne’ toute entiere 
Le regiment n’a pas r’paru. 

Au Muinistere de la Guerre 

On le r porta comme perdu. 


On se r’noncait a r’trouver sa trace, 
Quand un matin subitement, 

On le vit r’paraitre sur la place, 
L’Colonel toujours en avant.’ 


That’s the way she rolls her r’s. Am I like her? 
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He. No, but I object when you go on like an actress 
and sing stuff of that kind. Where in the world did you 
pick up the ‘Chanson du Colonel’? It isn’t a drawing- 
room song. It isn’t proper. 

She. Mrs. Buzgago taught it me. Sheis both draw- 
ing-room and proper, and in another month she’ll shut 
her drawing-room to me, and thank God she isn’t as im- 
properaslam. Oh, Guy, Guy! I wish I was like some 
women and had no scruples about — What is it Keene 
says? — ‘Wearing a corpse’s hair and being false to the 
bread they eat.’ 

He. I am only a man of limited intelligence, and, 
just now, very bewildered. When you have quite fin- 
ished flashing through all your moods tell me, and Ill 
try to understand the last one. 

She. Moods, Guy! I haven’t any. I’m sixteen 
years old and you’re just twenty, and you’ve been wait- 
ing for two hours outside the school in the cold. And 
now I’ve met you, and now we're walking home to- 
gether. Does that suit you, My Imperial Majesty? 

He. No. We aren’t children. Why can’t you be 
rational? 

She. He asks me that when I’m going to commit 
suicide for his sake, and, and —I don’t want to be 
French and rave about my mother, but have I ever told 
you that I have a mother, and a brother who was my 
pet before I married? He’s married now. Can’t you 
imagine the pleasure that the news of the elopement 
will give him? Have you any people at Home, Guy, 
to be pleased with your performances? 

He. One or two. One can’t make omelets without 
breaking eggs. 

She (slowly). I don’t see the necessity — 

63 


THE HIEL OF ILLUSION 


He. Hah! What do you mean? 

She. Shall I speak the truth? 

He. Under the circumstances, perhaps it would be 
as well. 

She. Guy, I’m afraid. 

He. I thought we’d settled allthat. What of? 

She. Of you. 

He. Oh, damn it all! The old business! This is 
too bad! 

She. (Of you: 

He. And what now? 

She. What do you think of me? 

He. Beside the question altogether. What do you 
intend to do? 

she. I daren’t risk 1. Umeatraid, If 1-could only 
cheat — 

He. A la Buzgago? No, thanks. That’s the one 
point on which I have any notion of Honour. I won’t 
eat his salt and steal too. I'll loot openly or not at all. 

She. I never meant anything else. 

He. ‘Then, why in the world do you pretend not to 
be willing to come? 

She. It’s not pretence, Guy. Iam afraid. 

He. Please explain. 

She. It can’t last, Guy. It can’t last. You'll get 
angry, and then you'll swear, and then you'll get 
jealous, and then you'll mistrust me — you do now — 
and you yourself will be the best reason for doubting. 
And I — what shall I do? I shall be no better than 
Mrs. Buzgago found out —no better than any one. 
And you'll know that. Oh, Guy, can’t you see? 

He. I see that you are desperately unreasonable, 
little woman. 
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She. There! The moment I begin to object, you 
get angry. What will you do when I am only your 
property — stolen property? It can’t be, Guy. It 
can’t be! I thought it could, but it can’t. ‘You'll get 
tired of me. 

He. I tell you I shall not. Won’t anything make 
you understand that? 

She. There, can’t you see? If you speak to me like 
that now, you’ll call me horrible names later, if I don’t 
do everything as you like. And if you were cruel to me, 
Guy, where should I go? — where should I go? I can’t 
trust you. Oh! Ican’t trust you! 

He. I suppose I ought to say that I can trust you. 
I’ve ample reason. 

She. Please don’t, dear. It hurts as much as if you 
hit me. 

He. It isn’t exactly pleasant for me. 

She. I can’t help it. I wish I were dead! I can’t 
trust you, and I don’t trust myself. Oh, Guy, let it die 
away and be forgotten! 

He. Too late now. I don’t understand you —I 
won’t — and I can’t trust myself to talk this evening. 
May I call to-morrow? 

She. Yes. No! Oh, give me time! The day after. 
I get into my rickshaw here and meet Him at Peliti’s. 
You ride. 

He. I'll go on to Peliti’s too. I think I want a 
drink. My world’s knocked about my ears and the 
stars are falling. Who are those brutes howling in the 
Old Library? 

She. They’re rehearsing the singing-quadrilles for 
the Fancy Ball. Can’t you hear Mrs. Buzgago’s voice? 
She has a solo. It’s quite a new idea. Listen! 
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‘See-saw! Margery Daw! 

Sold her bed to lie upon straw. 
Wasn’t she a silly slut 

To sell her bed and lie upon dirt?’ 


Captain Congleton, I’m going to alter that to ‘flirt.’ It 
sounds better. 

He. No, I’ve changed my mind about the drink. 
Good-night, little lady. I shall see you to-morrow? 

She. Ye—es. Good-night, Guy. Don’t be angry 
with me. 

He. Angry! You know I trust you absolutely. 
Good-night and — God bless you! 

(Three seconds later. Alone.) Hmm! I’d give 
something to discover whether there’s another man at 
the back of all this. 
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Est fuga, volvitur rota, 
On we drift: where looms the dim port? 
One Two Three Four Five contribute their quota: 
Something is gained if one caught but the import, 
Show it us, Hugues of Saxe-Gotha. 
*“Master Hugues of Saxe-Gotha.’ 


dressed in her life. She stood in the middle of 

the room while her ayah — no, her husband — 
it must have been a man — threw her clothes at her. 
She then did her hair with her fingers, and rubbed her 
bonnet in the flue under the bed. I know she did, as 
well as if I had assisted at the orgy. Who is she?’ 
said Mrs. Hauksbee. 

‘Don’t!’ said Mrs. Mallowe feebly. ‘You make my 
head ache. I’m miserable to-day. Stay me with fon- 
dants, comfort me with chocolates, for I am — Did you 
bring anything from Peliti’s?’ 

‘Questions to begin with. You shall have the sweets 
when you have answered them. Who and what is the 
creature? There were at least half-a-dozen men round 
her, and she appeared to be going to sleep in their 
midst.’ 


[J sees i Don’t tell me that woman ever 
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‘Delville,’ said Mrs. Mallowe, ‘ ““Shady”’ Delville, to 
distinguish her from Mrs. Jim of that ilk. She dances 
as untidily as she dresses, I believe, and her husband is 
somewhere in Madras. Go and call, if you are so in- 
terested.’ 

‘What have I to do with Shigramitish women? She 
merely caught my attention for a minute, and I won- 
dered at the attraction that a dowd has for a certain 
type of man. I expected to see her walk out of her 
clothes — until I looked at her eyes.’ 

‘Hooks and eyes, surely,’ drawled Mrs. Mallowe. 

‘Don’t be clever, Polly. You make my head ache. 
And round this hayrick stood a crowd of men — a posi- 
tive crowd!’ 

‘Perhaps they also expected —’ 

‘Polly, don’t be Rabelaisian!’ 

Mrs. Mallowe curled herself up comfortably on the 
sofa, and turned her attention to the sweets. She and 
Mrs. Hauksbee shared the same house at Simla; and 
these things befell two seasons after the matter of Otis 
Yeere, which has been already recorded. 

Mrs. Hauksbee stepped into the verandah and looked 
down upon the Mall, her forehead puckered with 
thought. 

‘Hah!’ said Mrs. Hauksbee shortly. ‘Indeed!’ 

‘What is it?’ said Mrs. Mallowe sleepily. 

‘That dowd and The Dancing Master — to whom I 
object.’ 

“Why to The Dancing Master? He is a middle-aged 
gentleman, of reprobate and romantic tendencies, and 
tries to be a friend of mine.’ 

‘Then make up your mind to lose him. Dowds 
cling by nature, and I should imagine that this animal 
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— how terrible her bonnet looks from above! — is 
specially clingsome.’ 

‘She is welcome to The Dancing Master so far as I am 
concerned. I never could take an interest in a monoto- 
nous liar. The frustrated aim of his life is to persuade 
people that he is a bachelor.’ 

‘O-oh? I think I’ve met that sort of man before. 
And isn’t he?’ 

“No. He confided that to me a few days ago. Ugh! 
Some men ought to be killed.’ 

‘What happened then?’ 

‘He posed as the horror of horrors—a misunderstood 
man. Heaven knows the femme incomprise is sad enough 
and bad enough — but the other thing!’ 

‘And so fat too! I should have laughed in his face. 
Men seldom confide in me. Howisit they come to you?’ 

‘For the sake of impressing me with their careers in 
the past. Protect me from men with confidences!’ 

‘And yet you encourage them?’ 

‘What can I do? They talk, I listen, and they vow 
that lam sympathetic. I know I always profess aston- 
ishment even when the plot is — of the most old pos- 
sible.’ 

‘Yes. Men are so unblushingly explicit if they are 
once allowed to talk, whereas women’s confidences are 
full of reservations and fibs, except —’ 

‘When they go mad and babble of the Unutterabili- 
ties after a week’s acquaintance. Really, if you come 
to consider, we know a great deal more of men than of 
our own Sex.’ 

‘And the extraordinary thing is that men will never 
believe it. They say we are trying to hide something.’ 

‘They are generally doing that on their own account. 
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Alas! These chocolates pall upon me, and I haven’t 
eaten more than a dozen. I think I shall go to sleep.’ 

‘Then you'll get fat, dear. If you took more exercise 
and a more intelligent interest in your neighbours you 
would —’ 

‘Be as much loved as Mrs. Hauksbee. You’re a 
darling in many ways, and I like you — you are not a 
woman’s woman — but why do you trouble yourself 
about mere human beings?’ 

‘Because in the absence of angels, who I am sure 
would be horribly dull, men and women are the most 
fascinating things in the whole wide world, lazy one. 
I am interested in The Dowd — I am interested in The 
Dancing Master — I am interested in the Hawley Boy 
— and I am interested in you.’ 

“Why couple me with the Hawley Boy? He is your 
property.’ 

“Yes, and in his own guileless speech, I’m making a 
good thing out of him. When he is slightly more re- 
formed, and has passed his Higher Standard, or what- 
ever the authorities think fit to exact from him, I shall 
select a pretty little girl, the Holt girl, I think, and’ — 
here she waved her hands airily —‘‘‘whom Mrs. 
Hauksbee hath joined together let no man put asunder.” 
That’s all.’ 

“And when you have yoked May Holt with the most 
notorious detrimental in Simla, and earned the undying 
hatred of Mamma Holt, what will you do with me, 
Dispenser of the Destinies of the Universe?’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee dropped into a low chair in front of 
the fire, and, chin in hand, gazed long and steadfastly 
at Mrs. Mallowe. 

‘I do not know,’ she said, shaking her head, ‘what I 
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shall do with you, dear. It’s obviously impossible to 
marry you to some one else — your husband would ob- 
ject and the experiment might not be successful after 
all. JI think I shall begin by preventing you from — 
what is it? — “‘sleeping on ale-house benches and snor- 
ing in the sun.” ’ 

‘Don’t! I don’t like your quotations. They are so 
rude. Go to the Library and bring me new books.’ 

“While you sleep? No! If you don’t come with me 
I shall spread your newest frock on my ’rickshaw-bow, 
and when any one asks me what I am doing, I shall say 
that I am going to Phelps’s to get it let out. I shall 
take care that Mrs. MacNamara sees me. Put your 
things on, there’s a good girl.’ 

Mrs. Mallowe groaned and obeyed, and the two went 
off to the Library, where they found Mrs. Delville and 
the man who went by the nickname of The Dancing 
Master. By that time Mrs. Mallowe was awake and 
eloquent. 

‘That is the Creature!’ said Mrs. Hauksbee, with the 
air of one pointing out a slug in the road. 

‘No,’ said Mrs. Mallowe. ‘The man is the Creature. 
Ugh! Good-evening, Mr. Bent. I thought you were 
coming to tea this evening.’ 

‘Surely it was for to-morrow, was it not?’ answered 
The Dancing Master. ‘I understood . . . I fan- 
ced = = . Timeso sorry). How*’veryun- 
fortunate!) ees 

But Mrs. Mallowe had passed on. 

‘For the practised equivocator you said he was,’ 
murmured Mrs. Hauksbee, ‘he strikes me as a failure. 
Now wherefore should he have preferred a walk with 
The Dowd to tea with us? Elective affinities, I suppose 
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—hboth grubby. Polly, I’d never forgive that woman 
as long as the world rolls.’ 

‘I forgive every woman everything,’ said Mrs. Mal- 
lowe. ‘He will be a sufficient punishment for her. 
What a common voice she has!’ 

Mrs. Delville’s voice was not pretty, her carriage was 
even less lovely, and her raiment was strikingly neg- 
lected. All these things Mrs. Mallowe noticed over 
the top of a magazine. 

‘Now what is there in her?’ said Mrs. Hauksbee. ‘Do 
you see what I meant about the clothes falling off? If I 
were aman I would perish sooner than be seen with 
that rag-bag. And yet, she has good eyes, but — Oh!’ 

‘What is it?’ 

‘She doesn’t know how to use them! On my honour, 
she does not. Look! Oh look! Untidiness I can en- 
dure, but ignorance never! The woman’s a fool.’ 

“Hsh! She'll hear you.’ 

“All the women in Simla are fools. She'll think I 
mean some one else. Now she’s going out. What a 
thoroughly objectionable couple she and The Dancing 
Master make! Which reminds me. Do you suppose 
they'll ever dance together?’ 

“Wait and see. I don’t envy her the conversation of 
The Dancing Master —loathly man! His wife ought 
to be up here before long?’ 

‘Do you know anything about him?’ 

“Only what he told me. It may be alla fiction. He 
married a giri bred in the country, I think, and, being 
an honourable, chivalrous soul, told me that he repented 
his bargain and sent her to her mother as often as possi- 
ble —a person who has lived in the Doon since the 
memory of man and goes to Mussoorie when other 
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people go Home. ‘The wife is with her at present. So 
he says.’ 

‘Babies?’ 

“One only, but he talks of his wife in a revolting way. 
I hated him for it. He thought he was being epigram- 
matic and brilliant.’ 

‘That is a vice peculiar to men. I dislike him be- 
cause he is generally in the wake of some girl, disap- 
pointing the Eligibles. He will persecute May Holt 
no more, unless I am much mistaken.’ 

‘No. I think Mrs. Delville may occupy his attention 
for a while.’ 

“Do you suppose she knows that he is the head of a 
family?’ 

‘Not from his lips. He swore me to eternal secrecy. 
Wherefore I tell you. Don’t you know that type of 
man?’ 

‘Not intimately, thank goodness! As a general rule, 
when a man begins to abuse his wife to me, I find that 
the Lord gives me wherewith to answer him according 
to his folly; and we part with a coolness between us. I 
laugh.’ 

‘I’m different. I’ve no sense of humour.’ 

‘Cultivateit, then. It has been my mainstay for more 
years than I care to think about. A well-educated 
sense of humour will save a woman when Religion, 
Training, and Home influences fail; and we all need 
salvation sometimes.’ 

‘Do you suppose that the Delville woman has hu- 
mour?’ 

‘Her dress bewrays her. How cana Thing who wears 
her supplement under her left arm have any notion of 
the fitness of things — much less their folly? If she 
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discards The Dancing Master after having once seen 
him dance, I may respect her. Otherwise —’ 

‘But are we not both assuming a great deal too 
much, dear? You saw the woman at Peliti’s — half 
an hour later you saw her walking with The Dancing 
Master — an hour later you met her here at the Library.’ 

‘Stil with The Dancing Master, remember.’ 

‘Still with The Dancing Master, I admit, but why on 
the strength of that should you imagine —’ 

‘TI imagine nothing. I have no imagination. I am 
only convinced that The Dancing Master is attracted 
to The Dowd because he is objectionable in every way 
and she in every other. If I know the man as you have 
described him, he holds his wife in slavery at present.’ 

‘She is twenty years younger than he.’ 

“Poor wretch! And, in the end, after he has posed 
and swaggered and lied — he has a mouth under that 
ragged moustache simply made for lies — he will be 
rewarded according to his merits.’ 

‘I wonder what those really are,’ said Mrs. Mallowe. 

But Mrs. Hauksbee, her face close to the shelf of the 
new books, was humming softly: ‘What shall he have 
who killed the Deer?’ She was a lady of unfettered 
speech. 

One month later she announced her intention of call- 
ing upon Mrs. Delville. Both Mrs. Hauksbee and Mrs. 
Mallowe were in morning wrappers, and there was a 
great peace in the land. 

‘I should go as I was,’ said Mrs. Mallowe. ‘It would 
be a delicate compliment to her style.’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee studied herself in the glass. 

‘Assuming for a moment that she ever darkened 
these doors, I should put on this robe, after all the 
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others, to show her what a morning-wrapper ought to 
be. It might enliven her. As it is, I shall go in the 
dove-coloured — sweet emblem of youth and innocence 
— and shall put on my new gloves.’ 

‘If you really are going, dirty tan would be too good; 
and you know that dove-colour spots with the rain.’ 

‘I care not. I may make her envious. At least I 
shall try, though one cannot expect very much from a 
woman who puts a lace tucker into her habit.’ 

‘Just Heavens! When did she do that?’ 

“Yesterday — riding with The Dancing Master. I 
met them at the back of Jakko, and the rain had made 
the lace lie down. To complete the effect, she was 
wearing an unclean terai with the elastic under her chin. 
I felt almost too well content to take the trouble to de- 
spise her.’ 

‘The Hawley Boy was riding with you. What did he 
think?’ 

‘Does a boy ever notice these things? Should I like 
him if he did? He stared in the rudest way, and just 
when I thought he had seen the elastic, he said, “‘There’s 
something very taking about that face.” I rebuked 
him on the spot. I don’t approve of boys being taken 
by faces.’ 

‘Other than your own. I shouldn’t be in the least 
surprised if the Hawley Boy immediately went to call.’ 

‘J forbade him. Let her be satisfied with The Danc- 
ing Master, and his wife when shecomesup. I’mrather 
curious to see Mrs. Bent and the Delville woman to- 
gether.’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee departed and, at the end of an hour, 
returned slightly flushed. 

‘There is no limit to the treachery of youth! I or- 
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dered the Hawley Boy, as he valued my patronage, not 
to call. The first person I stumble over — literally 
stumble over — in her poky, dark little drawing-room 
is, of course, the Hawley Boy. She kept us waiting ten 
minutes, and then emerged as though she had been 
tipped out of the dirty-clothes-basket. You know my 
way, dear, when I am at all put out. I was Superior, 
crrrrushingly Superior! ’Lifted my eyes to Heaven, 
and had heard of nothing — ’dropped my eyes on the 
carpet and “really didn’t know” — ’played with my 
card-case and “supposed so.”” The Hawley Boy gig- 
gled like a girl, and I had to freeze him with scowls 
between the sentences.’ 

‘And she?’ 

‘She sat in a heap on the edge of a couch, and man- 
aged to convey the impression that she was suffering 
from stomach-ache, at the very least. It was all I could 
do not to ask after her symptoms. When I rose, she 
grunted just like a buffalo in the water — too lazy to 
move.’ 

‘Are you certain? —’ 

‘Am I blind, Polly? Laziness, sheer laziness, nothing 
else — or her garments were only constructed for sitting 
down in. I stayed for a quarter of an hour trying to 
penetrate the gloom, to guess what her surroundings 
were like, while she stuck out her tongue.’ 

‘Lu — cy!’ 

“Well — Ill withdraw the tongue, though I’m sure 
if she didn’t do it when I was in the room, she did the 
minute I was outside. At any rate, she lay in a lump 
and grunted. Ask the Hawley Boy, dear. I believe 
the grunts were meant for sentences, but she spoke so 
indistinctly that I can’t swear to it.’ 
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‘You are incorrigible, simply.’ 

‘I am not! Treat me civilly, give me peace with 
honour, don’t put the only available seat facing the 
window, and a child may eat jam in my lap before 
Church. But I resent being grunted at. Wouldn’t 
you? Do you suppose that she communicates her 
views on life and love to The Dancing Master in a set 
of modulated ‘“‘Grmphs’’?’ 

“You attach too much importance to The Dancing 
Master.’ 

“He came as we went, and The Dowd grew almost 
cordial at the sight of him. He smiled greasily, and 
moved about that darkened dog-kennel in a suspi- 
ciously familiar way.’ 

‘Don’t be uncharitable. Any sin but that I’ll forgive.’ 

‘Listen to the voice of History. Iam only describing 
what I saw. He entered, the heap on the sofa revived 
slightly, and the Hawley Boy and I came away together. 
He is disillusioned, but I felt it my duty to lecture him 
severely for going there. And that’s all.’ 

‘Now for Pity’s sake leave the wretched creature and 
The Dancing Master alone. They never did you any 
harm.’ 

‘No harm? To dress as an example and a stumbling- 
block for half Simla, and then to find this Person who is 
dressed by the hand of God — not that I wish to dis- 
parage Him for a moment, but you know the tikka- 
dhurzie'! way He attires those lilies of the field — this 
Person draws the eyes of men — and some of them nice 
men? It’s almost enough to make one discard clothing. 
I told the Hawley Boy so.’ 


1Hired tailor. 
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‘And what did that sweet youth do?’ 

‘Turned shell-pink and looked across the far blue hills 
like a distressed cherub. Am I talking wildly, Polly? 
Let me say my say, and I shall be calm. Otherwise I 
may go abroad and disturb Simla with a few original 
reflections. Excepting always your own sweet self, 
there isn’t a single woman in the land who understands 
me when I am — what’s the word?’ 

‘Tete-felee,’ suggested Mrs. Mallowe. 

‘Exactly! And now let us have tiffin. The demands 
of Society are exhausting, and as Mrs. Delville says —’ 
Here Mrs. Hauksbee, to the horror of the khitmatgars, 
lapsed into a series of grunts, while Mrs. Mallowe stared 
in lazy surprise. 

*“*God gie us a guid conceit of oorselves,’’’ said Mrs. 
Hauksbee piously, returning to her natural speech. 
“Now, in any other woman that would have been vulgar. 
I am consumed with curiosity to see Mrs. Bent. I ex- 
pect complications.’ 

“Woman of one idea,’ said Mrs. Mallowe shortly; 
‘all complications are as old as the hills! I have lived 
through or near all — all — all!’ 

‘And yet do not understand that men and women 
never behave twice alike. JI am old who was young — 
if ever | put my head in your lap, you dear, big sceptic, 
you will learn that my parting is gauze — but never, no 
never, have I lost my interest in men and women. 
Polly, I shall see this business out to the bitter end.’ 

‘I am going to sleep,’ said Mrs. Mallowe calmly. ‘I 
never interfere with men or women unless I am com- 
pelled,’ and she retired with dignity to her own room. 

Mrs. Hauksbee’s curiosity was not long left ungrati- 
fied, for Mrs. Bent came up to Simla a few days after 
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the conversation faithfully reported above, and per- 
vaded the Mall by her husband’s side. 

‘Behold!’ said Mrs. Hauksbee, thoughtfully rubbing 
her nose. ‘That is the last link of the chain, if we omit 
the husband of the Delville, whoever he may be. Let 
me consider. The Bents and the Delvilles inhabit the 
same hotel; and the Delville is detested by the Waddy 
— do you know the Waddy? — who is almost as big a 
dowd. The Waddy also abominates the male Bent, 
for which, if her other sins do not weigh too heavily, 
she will eventually go to Heaven.’ 

‘Don’t be irreverent,’ said Mrs. Mallowe; ‘I like Mrs. 
Bent’s face.’ 

‘I am discussing the Waddy,’ returned Mrs. Hauks- 
bee loftily. ‘The Waddy will take the female Bent 
apart, after having borrowed — yes! — everything that 
she can, from hairpins to babies’ bottles. Such, my 
dear, is life in a hotel. The Waddy will tell the female 
Bent facts and fictions about The Dancing Master and 
The Dowd.’ 

‘Lucy, I should like you better if you were not always 
looking into people’s back-bedrooms.’ 

‘Anybody can look into their front drawing-rooms; 
and remember whatever I do, and whatever I look, I 
never talk —as the Waddy will. Let us hope that 
The Dancing Master’s greasy smile and manner of the 
pedagogue will soften the heart of that cow, his wife. 
If mouths speak truth, I should think that little Mrs. 
Bent could get very angry on occasion.’ 

‘But what reason has she for being angry?’ 

‘What reason? The Dancing Master in himself is a 
reason. How does it go? ‘“‘If in his life some trivial 
errors fall, Look in his face and you'll believe them all.” 
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I am prepared to credit any evil of The Dancing Master, 
because I hate himso. And The Dowd is so disgustingly 
badly dressed —’ 

‘That she, too, is capable of every iniquity? I al- 
ways prefer to believe the best of everybody. It saves 
so much trouble.’ 

‘Very good. I prefer to believe the worst. It saves 
useless expenditure of sympathy. And you may be 
quite certain that the Waddy believes with me.’ 

Mrs. Mallowe sighed and made no answer. 

The conversation was holden after dinner while Mrs. 
Hauksbee was dressing for a dance. 

‘I am too tired to go,’ pleaded Mrs. Mallowe, and 
Mrs. Hauksbee left her in peace till two in the morning, 
when she was aware of emphatic knocking at her door. 

‘Don’t be very angry, dear,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee. 
‘My idiot of an ayah has gone home, and, as I hope to 
sleep to-night, there isn’t a soul in the place to unlace 
mer 

‘Oh, this is too bad!’ said Mrs. Mallowe sulkily. 

*’°Can’t help it. I’m a lone, lorn grass-widow, dear, 
but I will not sleep in my stays. And such news too! 
Oh, do unlace me, there’s a darling! The Dowd — 
The Dancing Master — I and the Hawley Boy — You 
know the North verandah?’ 

“How can I do anything if you spin round like this?’ 
protested Mrs. Mallowe, fumbling with the knot of the 
laces. 

“Oh, I forget. I must tell my tale without the aid of 
your eyes. Do you know you’ve lovely eyes, dear? 
Well, to begin with, I took the Hawley Boy to a kala 
juggah.’ 

‘Did he want much taking?’ 
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‘Lots! There was an arrangement of loose-boxes in 
kanats, and she was in the next one talking to him.’ 

“Which? How? Explain.’ 

“You know what I mean— The Dowd and The 
Dancing Master. We could hear every word, and we 
listened shamelessly —’specially the Hawley Boy. Polly, 
I quite love that woman!’ 

“This is interesting. There! Now turn round. 
What happened?’ 

‘One moment. Ah—nh! Blessed relief. I’ve been 
looking forward to taking them off for the last half-hour 
— which is ominous at my time of life. But, as I was 
saying, we listened and heard The Dowd drawl worse 
than ever. She drops her final g’s like a barmaid or a 
blue-blooded Aide-de-Camp. “‘Look he-ere, you’re 
gettin’ too fond o’ me,” she said, and The Dancing 
Master owned it was so in language that nearly made 
me ill. The Dowd reflected for a while. Then we 
heard her say, “‘Look he-ere, Mister Bent, why are you 
such an aw-ful liar?’’ I nearly exploded while The 
Dancing Master denied the charge. It seems that he 
never told her he was a married man.’ 

‘I said he wouldn’t.’ 

‘And she had taken this to heart, on personal grounds, 
I suppose. She drawled along for five minutes, re- 
proaching him with his perfidy, and grew quite moth- 
erly. “Now you’ve got a nice little wife of your own — 
you have,” she said. “‘She’s ten times too good for a 
fat old man like you, and, look he-ere, you never told 
me a word about her, and I’ve been thinkin’ about it a 
good deal, and I think you're a liar.” Wasn’t that 
delicious? The Dancing Master maundered and raved 
till the Hawley Boy suggested that he should burst in 
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and beat him. His voice runs up into an impassioned 
squeak when he is afraid. The Dowd must be an 
extraordinary woman. She explained that had he been 
a bachelor she might not have objected to his devotion; 
but since he was a married man and the father of a very 
nice baby, she considered him a hypocrite, and this 
she repeated twice. She wound up her drawl with: 
** An’ I’m tellin’ you this because your wife is angry with 
me, an’ I hate quarrellin’ with any other woman, an’ I 
like your wife. You know how you have behaved for 
the last six weeks. You shouldn’t have done it, indeed 
you shouldn't. You're: too old an® too fat. ‘Cant 
you imagine how The Dancing Master would wince at 
that! “‘Now go away,’ she said. “I don’t want to 
tell you what I think of you, because I think you are not 
nice. I'll stay he-ere till the next dance begins.”’ Did 
you think that the creature had so much in her?’ 

‘T never studied her as closely as you did. It sounds 
unnatural. What happened?’ 

“The Dancing Master attempted blandishment, re- 
proof, jocularity, and the style of the Lord High War- 
den, and I had almost to pinch the Hawley Boy to 
make him keep quiet. She grunted at the end of each 
sentence and, in the end, he went away swearing to him- 
self, quite like aman in anovel. He looked more ob- 
jectionable than ever. I laughed. I love that woman 
—in spite of her clothes. And now I’m going to bed. 
What do you think of it?’ 

‘I shan’t begin to think till the morning,’ said Mrs. 
Mallowe, yawning. ‘Perhaps she spoke the truth. They 
do fly into it by accident sometimes.’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee’s account of her eavesdropping was 


an ornate one, but truthful in the main. For reasons 
Oy 
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best known to herself, Mrs. ‘Shady’ Delville had turned 
upon Mr. Bent and rent him limb from limb, casting 
him away limp and disconcerted ere she withdrew the 
light of her eyes from him permanently. Being a man 
of resource, and anything but pleased. in that he had 
been called both old and fat, he gave Mrs. Bent to under- 
stand that he had, during her absence in the Doon, been 
the victim of unceasing persecution at the hands of Mrs. 
Delville, and he told the tale so often and with such 
eloquence that he ended in believing it, while his wife 
marvelled at the manners and customs of ‘some wo- 
men.’ When the situation showed signs of languish- 
ing, Mrs. Waddy was always on hand to wake the 
smouldering fires of suspicion in Mrs. Bent’s bosom and 
to contribute generally to the peace and comfort of the 
hotel. Mr. Bent’s life was not a happy one, for if Mrs. 
Waddy’s story were true, he was, argued his wife, un- 
trustworthy to the last degree. If his own statement 
were true, his charms of manner and conversation were 
so great that he needed constant surveillance. And 
he received it, till he repented genuinely of his marriage 
and neglected his personal appearance. Mrs. Delville 
alone in the hotel was unchanged. She removed her 
chair some six paces toward the head of the table, and 
occasionally in the twilight ventured on timid overtures 
of friendship to Mrs. Bent, which were repulsed. 

‘She does it for my sake,’ hinted the virtuous Bent. 

‘A dangerous and designing woman,’ purred Mrs. 
Waddy. Worst of all, every other hotel in Simla was 
full! 


‘Polly, are you afraid of diphtheria?’ 
‘Of nothing in the world except small-pox. Diph- 
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theria kills, but it doesn’t disfigure. Why do you 
ask?’ 

‘Because the Bent baby has got it, and the whole 
hotel is upside down in consequence. The Waddy has 
‘set her five young on the rail”? and fled. The Dancing 
Master fears for his precious throat, and that miserable 
little woman, his wife, has no notion of what ought to be 
done. She wanted to put it into a mustard bath — for 
croup!’ 

‘Where did you learn all this?’ 

‘Just now, on the Mall. Dr. Howlen told me. The 
manager of the hotel is abusing the Bents, and the Bents 
are abusing the manager. ‘They are a feckless couple.’ 

“Well. What’s on your mind?’ 

‘This; and I know it’s a grave thing to ask. Would 
you seriously object to my bringing the child over here, 
with its mother?’ 

‘On the most strict understanding that we see nothing 
of The Dancing Master.’ 

‘He will be only too glad to stay away. Polly, you’re 
an angel. The woman really is at her wits’ end.’ 

‘And you know nothing about her, careless, and 
would hold her up to public scorn if it gave you e 
minute’s amusement. Therefore you risk your life for 
the sake of her brat. No, Loo, I’m not the angel. I 
shall keep to my rooms and avoid her. But do as you 
please — only tell me why you do it.’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee’s eyes softened; she looked out of the 
window and back into Mrs. Mallowe’s face. 

‘I don’t know,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee simply. 

“You dear!’ 

‘Polly! — and for aught you knew you might have 
taken my fringe off. Never do that again without 
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warning. Now we'll get the rooms ready. I don’t 
suppose I shall be allowed to circulate in society for a 
month.’ 

‘And I also. Thank goodness I shall at last get all 
the sleep I want.’ 

Much to Mrs. Bent’s surprise she and the baby were 
brought over to the house almost before she knew where 
she was. Bent was devoutly and undisguisedly thank- 
ful, for he was afraid of the infection, and also hoped 
that a few weeks in the hotel alone with Mrs. Delville 
might lead to explanations. Mrs. Bent had thrown 
her jealousy to the winds in her fear for her child’s life. 

“We can give you good milk,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee to 
her, ‘and our house is much nearer to the Doctor’s than 
the hotel, and you won't feel as though you were living 
in a hostile camp. Where is the dear Mrs. Waddy? 
She seemed to be a particular friend of yours.’ 

‘They’ ve all left me,’ said Mrs. Bent bitterly. ‘Mrs. 
Waddy went first. She said I ought to be ashamed of 
myself for introducing diseases there, and I am sure it 
wasn’t my fault that little Dora —’ 

‘How nice!’ cooed Mrs. Hauksbee. ‘The Waddy is 
an infectious disease herself — “‘more quickly caught 
than the plague and the taker runs presently mad.” I[ 
lived next door to her at the Elysium, three years ago. 
Now see, you won’t give us the least trouble, and I’ve 
ornamented all the house with sheets soaked in carbolic. 
It smells comforting, doesn’t it? Remember I’m always 
in call, and my ayah’s at your service when yours goes 
to her meals, and — and — if you cry I’ll never forgive 
you.’ 

Dora Bent occupied her mother’s unprofitable atten- 
tion through the day and the night. The Doctor called 
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thrice in the twenty-four hours, and the house reeked 
with the smell of the Condy’s Fluid, chlorine-water, 
and carbolic acid washes. Mrs. Mallowe kept to her 
own rooms — she considered that she had made suffi- 
cient concessions in the cause of humanity — and Mrs. 
Hauksbee was more esteemed by the Doctor as a help 
in the sickroom than the half-distraught mother. 

‘IT know nothing of illness,’ said Mrs. Hauksbee to the 
Doctor. ‘Only tell me what to do, and I'll do it.’ 

‘Keep that crazy woman from kissing the child, and 
let her have as little to do with the nursing as you possi- 
bly can,’ said the Doctor; ‘I’d turn her out of the sick- 
room but that I honestly believe she’d die of anxiety. 
She is less than no good, and I depend on you and the 
ayahs, remember.’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee accepted the responsibility, though it 
painted olive hollows under her eyes and forced her to 
her oldest dresses. Mrs. Bent clung to her with more 
than childlike faith. 

‘IT know you'll make Dora well, won’t you?’ she said 
at least twenty times a day; and twenty times a day 
Mrs. Hauksbee answered valiantly, ‘Of course I will.’ 

But Dora did not improve, and the Doctor seemed to 
be always in the house. 

“There’s some danger of the thing taking a bad turn,’ 
he said; ‘Ill come over between three and four in the 
morning to-morrow.’ 

‘Good gracious!’ said Mrs. Hauksbee. ‘He never 
told me what the turn would be! My education has 
been horribly neglected; and I have only this foolish 
mother-woman to fall back upon.’ 

The night wore through slowly, and Mrs. Hauksbee 
dozed in a chair by the fire. There was a dance at the 
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Viceregal Lodge, and she dreamed of it till she was 
aware of Mrs. Bent’s anxious eyes staring into her own. 

“Wake up! Wake up! Do something!’ cried Mrs. 
Bent piteously. ‘Dora’s choking to death! Do you 
mean to let her die?’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee jumped to her feet and bent over the 
bed. The child was fighting for breath, while the 
mother wrung her hands despairingly. 

“Oh, what can I do? What can you do? She won’t 
stay still! I can’t hold her. Why didn’t the Doctor 
say this was coming?’ screamed Mrs. Bent. ‘Won’t 
you help me? She’s dying!’ 

‘I — I’ve never seen a child die before!’ stammered 
Mrs. Hauksbee feebly, and then — let none blame her 
weakness after the strain of long watching — she broke 
down, and covered her face with her hands. ‘The ayahs 
on the threshold snored peacefully. 

There was a rattle of ’rickshaw wheels below, the 
clash of an opening door, a heavy step on the stairs, and 
Mrs. Delville entered to find Mrs. Bent screaming for 
the Doctor as she ran round the room. Mrs. Hauksbee, 
her hands to her ears, and her face buried in the chintz 
of a chair, was quivering with pain at each cry from the 
bed, and murmuring, ‘Thank God, I never bore a child! 
Oh! thank God, I never bore a child!’ 

Mrs. Delville looked at the bed for an instant, took 
Mrs. Bent by the shoulders, and said quietly, ‘Get me 
some caustic. Be quick.’ 

The mother obeyed mechanically. Mrs. Delville had 
thrown herself down by the side of the child and was 
opening its mouth. 

‘Oh, you’re killing her!’ cried Mrs. Bent. ‘Where’s 
the Doctor? Leave her alone!’ 
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Mrs. Delville made no reply for a minute, but busied 
herself with the child. 

‘Now the caustic, and hold a lamp behind my shoul- 
der. Will you do as you are told? ‘The acid-bottle, if 
you don’t know what I mean,’ she said. 

A second time Mrs. Delville bent over the child. 
Mrs. Hauksbee, her face still hidden, sobbed and shiv- 
ered. One of the ayahs staggered sleepily into the 
room, yawning: ‘Doctor Sahib come.’ 

Mrs. Delville turned her head. 

‘You’re only just in time,’ she said. ‘It was chokin’ 
her when I came, an’ I’ve burnt it.’ 

‘There was no sign of the membrane getting to the 
air-passages after the last steaming. It was the general 
weakness I feared,’ said the Doctor half to himself, and 
he whispered as he looked, ‘ You’ve done what I should 
have been afraid to do without consultation.’ 

‘She was dyin’,’ said Mrs. Delville, under her breath. 
‘Can you do anythin’? What amercy it was I went to 
the dance!’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee raised her head. 

‘Is it all over?’ she gasped. ‘I’m useless — I’m 
worse than useless! What are you doing here?’ 

She stared at Mrs. Delville, and Mrs. Bent, realising 
for the first time who was the Goddess from the Machine 
stared also. 

Then Mrs. Delville made explanation, putting on < 
dirty long glove and smoothing a crumpled and ill-fitting 
ball-dress. 

‘I was at the dance, an’ the Doctor was tellin’ m 
about your baby bein’ so ill. So I came away early, an 
your door was open, an’ I — I — lost my boy this way 
six months ago, an’ I’ve been tryin’ to forget it eve 
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since, an’ I— I —I am very sorry for intrudin’ an’ 
anythin’ that has happened.’ 

Mrs. Bent was putting out the Doctor’s eye with a 
lamp as he stooped over Dora. 

“Take it away,’ said the Doctor. ‘I think the child 
will do, thanks to you, Mrs. Delville. I should have 
come too late, but, I assure you’ — he was addressing 
himself to Mrs. Delville —‘I had not the faintest 
reason to expect this. The membrane must have grown 
like a mushroom. Will one of you help me, please?’ 

He had reason for the last sentence. Mrs. Hauks- 
bee had thrown herself into Mrs. Delville’s arms, where 
she was weeping bitterly, and Mrs. Bent was unpictu- 
resquely mixed up with both, while from the tangle came 
the sound of many sobs and much promiscuous kissing. 

‘Good gracious! I’ve spoilt all your beautiful roses!’ 
said Mrs. Haukshee, lifting her head from the lump of 
crushed gum and calico atrocities on Mrs. Delville’s 
shoulder and hurrying to the Doctor. 

Mrs. Delville picked up her shawl, and slouched out 
of the room, mopping her eyes with the glove that she 
had not put on. 

‘I always said she was more than a woman,’ sobbed 
Mrs. Hauksbee ac as and that Peg shia 


Six nn later ee Bae and ines had ene to 
the hotel. Mrs. Hauksbee had come out of the Valley 
of Humiliation, had ceased to reproach herself for her 
collapse in an hour of need, and was even beginning to 
direct the affairs of the world as before. 

‘So nobody died, and everything went off as it should, 
and I kissed The Dowd, Polly. I feel so old. Does it 


show in my face?’ 
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‘Kisses don’t as arule, do they? Of course you know 
what the result of The Dowd’s providential arrival has 
been.’ 

‘They ought to build her a statue — only no sculptor 
dare copy those skirts.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Mrs. Mallowe quietly. ‘She has found 
another reward. The Dancing Master has been smirk- 
ing through Simla, giving every one to understand that 
she came because of her undying love for him — for him 
—to save his child, and all Simla naturally believes 
this.’ 

‘But Mrs. Bent —’ 

‘Mrs. Bent believes it more than any one else. She 
won't speak to The Dowd now. Isn’t The Dancing 
Master an angel?’ 

Mrs. Hauksbee lifted up her voice and raged till bed- 
time. The doors of the two rooms stood open. 

‘Polly,’ said a voice from the darkness, ‘what did 
that American-heiress-globe-trotter girl say last season 
when she was tipped out of her ’rickshaw turning a 
corner? Some absurd adjective that made the man 
who picked her up explode.’ 

**Paltry,” ’? said Mrs. Mallowe. ‘Through her nose 
— like this — “‘Ha-ow pahltry!”’’ 

‘Exactly,’ said the voice. ‘Ha-ow pahltry it all is!’ 

“Which?’ 

‘Everything. Babies, Diphtheria, Mrs. Bent and 
The Dancing Master, I whooping in a chair, and The 
Dowd dropping in from the clouds. I wonder what the 
motive was — all the motives.’ 

‘Um!’ 

“What do you think?’ 

‘Don’t ask me. Go to sleep.’ 
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Not only to enforce by command, but to en- 
courage by example the energetic discharge of duty and 
the steady endurance of the difficulties and privations 
inseparable from Military Service. — ‘Bengal Army 
Regulations.’ 


HEY made Bobby Wick pass an examination 

at Sandhurst. He was a gentleman before he 

was gazetted, so, when the Empress announced 

that ‘Gentleman-Cadet Robert Hanna Wick’ was 

posted as Second Lieutenant to the Tyneside Tail 

Twisters at Krab Bokhar, he became an officer and a 

gentleman, which is an enviable thing; and there was 

joy in the house of Wick, where Mamma Wick and all 

the little Wicks fell upon their knees and offered incense 
to Bobby by virtue of his achievements. 

Papa Wick had been a Commissioner in his day, hold- 
ing authority over three millions of men in the Chota- 
Buldana Division, building great works for the good of 
the land, and doing his best to make two blades of grass 
grow where there was but one before. Of course, no- 
body knew anything about this in the little English 
village where he was just ‘old Mr. Wick,’ and had for- 
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gotten that he was a Companion of the Order of the 
Star of India. 

He patted Bobby on the shoulder and said: ‘Well 
done, my boy!’ 

There followed, while the uniform was being prepared, 
an interval of pure delight, during which Bobby took 
brevet-rank as a ‘man’ at the women-swamped tennis- 
parties and tea-fights of the village, and, I daresay, had 
his joining-time been extended, would have fallen in love 
with several girls at once. Little country villages at 
Home are very full of nice girls, because all the young 
men come out to India to make their fortunes. 

‘India,’ said Papa Wick, ‘is the place. I’ve had 
thirty years of it, and, begad, I’d like to go back again. 
When you join the Tail Twisters youll be among 
friends, if every one hasn’t forgotten Wick of Chota- 
Buldana, and a lot of people will be kind to you for our 
sakes. ‘The mother will tell you more about outfit than 
I can; but remember this: Stick to your Regiment, 
Bobby — stick to your Regiment. You'll see men all 
round you going into the Staff Corps, and doing every 
possible sort of duty but regimental, and you may be 
tempted to follow suit. Now so long as you keep with- 
in your allowance — and I haven’t stinted you there — 
stick to the Line, the whole Line, and nothing but the 
Line. Be careful how you back another young fool’s 
bill, and if you fall in love with a woman twenty years 
older than yourself, don’t tell me about it, that’s all.’ 

With these counsels, and many others equally valua- 
ble, did Papa Wick fortify Bobby ere that last awful 
night at Portsmouth when the Officers’ Quarters held 
more inmates than were provided for by the Regula- 
tions, and the liberty-men of the ships fell foul of the 
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drafts for India, and the battle raged from the Dock- 
yard Gates even to the slums of Longport, while the 
drabs of Fratton came down and scratched the faces of 
the Queen’s Officers. 

Bobby Wick, with an ugly bruise on his freckled nose, 
a sick and shaky detachment to manceuvre inship, and 
the comfort of fifty scornful females to attend to, had 
no time to feel home-sick till the ‘Malabar’ reached 
mid-Channel, when he doubled his emotions with a 
little guard-visiting and a great many other matters. 

The Tail Twisters were a most particular Regiment. 
Those who knew them least said that they were eaten 
up with ‘side.’ But their reserve and their internal 
arrangements generally were merely protective diplo- 
macy. Some five years before, the Colonel command- 
ing had looked into the fourteen fearless eyes of seven 
plump and juicy subalterns who had all applied to enter 
the Staff Corps, and had asked them why the three stars 
should he, a Colonel of the Line, command a dashed 
nursery for double-dashed bottle-suckers who put on 
condemned tin spurs and rode qualified mokes at the 
hiatused heads of forsaken Black Regiments. He was 
a rude man and a terrible. Wherefore the remnant 
took measures [with the half-butt as an engine of public 
opinion] till the rumour went abroad that young men 
who used the Tail Twisters as a crutch to the Staff 
Corps had many and varied trials to endure. However, 
a regiment had just as much right to its own secrets as 
a woman. 

When Bobby came up from Deolali and took his 
place among the Tail Twisters, it was gently but firmly 
borne in upon him that the Regiment was his father 
and his mother and his indissolubly wedded wife, and 
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that there was no crime under the canopy of heaven 
blacker than that of bringing shame on the Regiment, 
which was the best-shooting, best-drilled, best-set-up, 
bravest, most illustrious, and in all respects most de- 
sirable Regiment within the compass of the Seven Seas. 
He was taught the legends of the Mess Plate, from the 
great grinning Golden Gods that had come out of the 
Summer Palace in Pekin to the silver-mounted markhor 
horn snuff-mull presented by the last C. O. [he who 
spake to the seven subalterns]._ And every one of those 
legends told him of battles fought at long odds, without 
fear as without support; of hospitality catholic as an 
Arab’s; of friendships deep as the sea and steady as the 
fighting-line; of honour won by hard roads for honour’s 
sake; and of instant and unquestioning devotion to the 
Regiment — the Regiment that claims the lives of all 
and lives for ever. 

More than once, too, he came officially into contact 
with the Regimental colours, which looked like the 
lining of a bricklayer’s hat on the end of a chewed stick. 
Bobby did not kneel and worship them, because British 
subalterns are not constructed in that manner. Indeed, 
he condemned them for their weight at the very moment 
that they were filling with awe and other more noble 
sentiments. 

But best of all was the occasion when he moved with 
the Tail Twisters in review order at the breaking of a 
November day. Allowing for duty-men and sick, the 
Regiment was one thousand and eighty strong, and 
Bobby belonged to them; for was he not a Subaltern of 
the Line — the whole Line, and nothing but the Line — 
as the tramp of two thousand one hundred and sixty 
sturdy ammunition boots attested? He would not 
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have changed places with Deighton of the Horse Bat- 
tery, whirling by in a pillar of cloud to a chorus of 
‘Strong right! Strong left!’ or Hogan-Yale of the 
White Hussars, leading his squadron for all it was worth 
with the price of horseshoes thrown in; or ‘Tick’ 
Boileau, trying to live up to his fierce blue and gold 
turban while the wasps of the Bengal Cavalry stretched 
to a gallop in the wake of the long, lollopping Walers of 
the White Hussars. 

They fought through the clear cool day, and Bobby 
felt a little thrill run down his spine when he heard the 
tinkle-tinkle-tinkle of the empty cartridge-cases hop- 
ping from the breech-blocks after the roar of the volleys; 
for he knew that he should live to hear that sound in 
action. The review ended in a glorious chase across 
the plain — batteries thundering after cavalry to the 
huge disgust of the White Hussars, and the Tyneside 
Tail Twisters hunting a Sikh Regiment, till the lean, 
lathy Singhs panted with exhaustion. Bobby was 
dusty and dripping long before noon, but his enthusi- 
asm was merely focused — not diminished. 

He returned to sit at the feet of Revere, his ‘skipper,’ 
that is to say, the Captain of his Company, and to be 
instructed in the dark art and mystery of managing 
men, which is a very large part of the Profession of Arms. 

‘If you haven’t a taste that way,’ said Revere be- 
tween his puffs of his cheroot, “you'll never be able to 
get the hang of it, but remember, Bobby, ’t isn’t the 
best drill, though drill is nearly everything, that hauls a 
Regiment through Hell and out on the other side. It’s 
the man who knows how to handle men — goat-men, 
swine-men, dog-men, and so on.’ 

‘Dormer, for instance,’ said Bobby. ‘I think he 
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comes under the head of fool-men. He mopes like a 
sick owl.’ 

‘That’s where you make your mistake, my son. 
Dormer isn’t a fool yet, but he’s a dashed dirty soldier, 
and his room-corporal makes fun of his socks before kit- 
inspection. Dormer, being two-thirds pure brute, goes 
into a corner and growls.’ 

‘How do you know?’ said Bobby admiringly. 

‘Because a Company commander has to know these 
things — because if he does not know, he may have 
crime — ay, murder — brewing under his very nose 
and yet not see that it’s there. Dormer is being 
badgered out of his mind — big as he is — and he hasn’t 
intellect enough to resent it. He’s taken to quiet 
boozing, and, Bobby, when the butt of a room goes on 
the drink, or takes to moping by himself, measures are 
necessary to pull him out of himself.’ 

“What measures? ’*Man can’t run round coddling his 
men for ever.’ 

‘No. The men would precious soon show him that 
he was not wanted. You’ve got to—’ 

Here the Colour-Sergeant entered with some papers; 
Bobby reflected for a while as Revere looked through 
the Company forms. 

‘Does Dormer do anything, Sergeant?’ Bobby asked 
with the air of one continuing an interrupted conversa- 
tion. 

‘No, sir. Does ’is dooty like a hortomato,’ said the 
Sergeant, who delighted in long words. ‘A dirty soldier 
and ’e’s under full stoppages for new kit. It’s covered 
with scales, sir.’ 

“Scales? What scales?’ 

‘Fish-scales, sir. ’E’s always pokin’ in the mud by 
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the river an’ a-cleanin’ them muchly-fish with ’is 
thumbs.’ Revere was still absorbed in the Company 
papers, and the Sergeant, who was sternly fond of Bobby, 
continued — ‘*’E generally goes down there when ’e’s 
got 7is skinful, beggin’ your pardon, sir, an’ they do say 
that the more lush — in-he-briated ’e is, the more fish 
’e catches. They call ’im the Looney Fishmonger in 
the Comp’ny, sir.’ 

Revere signed the last paper and the Sergeant re- 
treated. 

“It’s a filthy amusement,’ sighed Bobby to himself. 
Then aloud to Revere: ‘Are you really worried about 
Dormer?’ 

“A little. You see he’s never mad enough to send to 
hospital, or drunk enough to run in, but at any minute 
he may flare up, brooding and sulking as he does. He 
resents any interest being shown in him, and the only 
time I took him out shooting he all but shot me by 
accident.’ 

‘I fish,’ said Bobby with a wry face. ‘I hire a 
country-boat and go down the river from Thursday to 
Sunday, and the amiable Dormer goes with me — if 
you can spare us both.’ 

‘You blazing young fool!’ said Revere, but his heart 
was full of much more pleasant words. 

Bobby, the Captain of a dhoni, with Private Dormer 
for mate, dropped down the river on Thursday morning 
— the Private at the bow, the Subaltern at the helm. 
The Private glared uneasily at the Subaltern, who re- 
spected the reserve of the Private. 

After six hours, Dormer paced to the stern, saluted, 
and said — ‘Beg y’ pardon, sir, but was you ever on the 
Durh’m Canal?’ 
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‘No,’ said Bobby Wick. ‘Come and have some tiffin.’ 

They ate in silence. As the evening fell, Private 
Dormer broke forth, speaking to himself — 

‘Hi was on the Durh’m Canal, jes’ such a night, come 
next week twelvemonth, a-trailin’ of my toes in the 
water.’ He smoked and said no more till bedtime. 

The witchery of the dawn turned the gray river- 
reaches to purple, gold, and opal; and it was as though 
the lumbering dhoni crept across the splendours of a 
new heaven. 

Private Dormer popped his head out of his blanket 
and gazed at the glory below and around. 

‘Well — damn — my eyes!’ said Private Dormer in 
an awed whisper. ‘This’ereis like a bloomin’ gallantry- 
show!’ For the rest of the day he was dumb, but 
achieved an ensanguined filthiness through the cleaning 
of big fish. 

The boat returned on Saturday evening. Dormer had 
been struggling with speech since noon. As the lines 
and luggage were being disembarked, he found tongue. 

‘Beg y’ pardon, sir,’ he said, ‘but would you — 
would you min’ shakin’ ’ands with me, sir?’ 

‘Of course not,’ said Bobby, and he shook accordingly. 
Dormer returned to barracks and Bobby to mess. 

‘He wanted a little quiet and some fishing, I think,’ 
said Bobby. ‘My aunt, but he’s a filthy sort of animal! 
Have you ever seen him clean “them muchly-fish with 
"is thumbs?” ’ 

‘Anyhow,’ said Revere three weeks later, ‘he’s do- 
ing his best to keep his things clean.’ 

When the spring died, Bobby joined in the general 
scramble for Hill leave, and to his surprise and delight 
secured three months. 
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‘As good a boy as I want,’ said Revere, the admiring 
skipper. 

“The best of the batch,’ said the Adjutant to the 
Colonel. ‘Keep back that young skrimshanker Por- 
kiss, sir, and let Revere make him sit up.’ 

So Bobby departed joyously to Simla Pahar with a 
tin box of gorgeous raiment. 

“Son of Wick — old Wick of Chota-Buldana? Ask 
him to dinner, dear,’ said the aged men. 

“What a nice boy!’ said the matrons and the maids. 

‘First-class place, Simla. Oh, ri—dipping!’ said 
Bobby Wick, and ordered new white cord breeches on 
the strength of it. 

“We're in a bad way,’ wrote Revere to Bobby at the 
end of two months. ‘Since you left, the Regiment 
has taken to fever and is fairly rotten with 1t — two 
hundred in hospital, about a hundred in cells — drink- 
ing to keep off fever — and the Companies on parade 
fifteen file strong at the outside. There’s rather more 
sickness in the out-villages than I care for, but then I’m 
so blistered with prickly-heat that ’'m ready to hang 
myself. What’s the yarn about your mashing a Miss 
Haverley up there? Not serious, I hope? You’re 
over-young to hang millstones round your neck, and the 
Colonel will turf you out of that in double-quick time 
if you attempt it.’ 

It was not the Colonel that brought Bobby out of 
Simla, but a much-more-to-be-respected Commandant. 
The sickness in the out-villages spread, the Bazar was 
put out of bounds, and then came the news that the 
Tail Twisters must go into camp. ‘The message flashed 
to the Hill stations. — ‘Cholera — Leave stopped — 
Officers recalled.’ Alas for the white gloves in the 
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neatly-soldered boxes, the rides and the dances and 
picnics that were to be, the loves half spoken, and the 
debts unpaid! Without demur and without question, 
fast as tonga could fly or pony gallop, back to their 
Regiments and their Batteries, as though they were 
hastening to their weddings, fled the subalterns. 

Bobby received his orders on returning from a dance 
at Viceregal Lodge, where he had — But only the 
Haverley girl knows what Bobby had said, or how many 
waltzes he had claimed for the next ball. Six in the 
morning saw Bobby at the Tonga Office in the drench- 
ing rain, the whirl of the last waltz still in his ears, and 
an intoxication due neither to wine nor waltzing in his 
brain. 

“Good man!’ shouted Deighton of the Horse Battery 
through the mist. ‘Whar you raise dat tonga? I’m 
coming with you. Ow! But I’ve a head and a half. 
I didn’t sit out all night. They say the Battery’s 
awful bad,’ and he hummed dolorously — 


“Leave the what at the what’s-its-name, 
Leave the flock without shelter, 

Leave the corpse uninterred, 

Leave the bride at the altar!’ 


‘My faith! It'll be more bally corpse than bride, 
though, this journey. Jumpin, Bobby. Get on, Coach- 
wan!’ 

On the Umballa platform waited a detachment of 
officers discussing the latest news from the stricken 
cantonment, and it was here that Bobby learned the 
real condition of the Tail Twisters. 

‘They went into camp,’ said an elderly Major recalled 
from the whist-tables at Mussoorie to a sickly Native 
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Regiment, ‘they went into camp with two hundred and 
ten sick in carts. Two hundred and ten fever cases 
only, and the balance looking like so many ghosts with 
sore eyes. A Madras Regiment could have walked 
through ’em.’ 

“But they were as fit as be-damned when I left them!’ 
said Bobby. 

“Then you'd better make them as fit as be-damned 
when you rejoin,’ said the Major brutally. 

Bobby pressed his forehead against the rain-splashed 
window-pane as the train lumbered across the sodden 
Doab, and prayed for the health of the Tyneside Tail 
Twisters. Naini Tal had sent down her contingent 
with all speed; the lathering ponies of the Dalhousie 
Road staggered into Pathankot, taxed to the full 
stretch of their strength; while from cloudy Darjiling 
the Calcutta Mail whirled up the last straggler of the 
little army that was to fight a fight in which was neither 
medal nor honour for the winning, against an enemy 
none other than ‘the sickness that destroyeth in the 
noonday.’ 

And as each man reported himself, he said: ‘This 
is a bad business,’ and went about his own forthwith, 
for every Regiment and Battery in the cantonment was 
under canvas, the sickness bearing them company. 

Bobby fought his way through the rain to the Tail 
Twisters’ temporary mess, and Revere could have fallen 
on the boy’s neck for the joy of seeing that ugly, whole- 
some phiz once more. 

‘Keep ’em amused and interested,’ said Revere. 
‘They went on the drink, poor fools, after the first two 
cases, and there was no improvement. Oh, it’s good to 
have you back, Bobby! Porkiss is a — never mind.’ 
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Deighton came over from the Artillery camp to attend 
a dreary mess dinner, and contributed to the general 
gloom by nearly weeping over the condition of his be- 
loved Battery. Porkiss so far forgot himself as to in- 
sinuate that the presence of the officers could do no 
earthly good, and that the best thing would be to send 
the entire Regiment into hospital and ‘let the doctors 
look after them.’ Porkiss was demoralised with fear, 
nor was his peace of mind restored when Revere said 
coldly: ‘Oh! The sooner you go out the better, if 
that’s your way of thinking. Any public school could 
send us fifty good men in your place, but it takes time, 
time, Porkiss, and money, and a certain amount of 
trouble, to make a Regiment. ’S’pose youre the per- 
son we go into camp for, eh?’ 

Whereupon Porkiss was overtaken with a great and 
chilly fear which a drenching in the rain did not allay, 
and, two days later, quitted this world for another 
where, men do fondly hope, allowances are made for the 
weaknesses of the flesh. The Regimental Sergeant- 
Major looked wearily across the Sergeants’ Mess tent 
when the news was announced. 

“There goes the worst of them,’ he said. ‘It'll take 
the best, and then, please God, it’ll stop.’ The Ser- 
geants were silent till one said: ‘It couldn’t be him!’ 
and all knew of whom Travis was thinking. 

Bobby Wick stormed through the tents of his Com- 
pany, rallying, rebuking, mildly, as is consistent with 
the Regulations, chaffing the faint-hearted; haling the 
sound into the watery sunlight when there was a break 
in the weather, and bidding them be of good cheer, for 
their trouble was nearly at an end; scuttling on his dun 
pony round the outskirts of the camp, and heading back 
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men who, with the innate perversity of British soldiers, 
were always wandering into infected villages, or drink~ 
ing deeply from rain-flooded marshes; comforting the 
panic-stricken with rude speech, and more than once 
tending the dying who had no friends — the men with- 
out “townies’; organising, with banjos and burnt cork, 
Sing-songs which should allow the talent of the Regi- 
ment full play; and generally as he explained, ‘playing 
the giddy garden-goat all round.’ 

“You're worth half-a-dozen of us, Bobby,’ said Re- 
vere in a moment of enthusiasm. ‘How the devil do 
you keep it up?’ 

Bobby made no answer, but had Revere looked into 
the breast-pocket of his coat he might have seen there 
a sheaf of badly-written letters which perhaps accounted 
for the power that possessed the boy. A letter came 
to Bobby every other day. The spelling was not above 
reproach, but the sentiments must have been most 
satisfactory, for on receipt Bobby’s eyes softened mar- 
vellously, and he was wont to fall into a tender abstrac- 
tion for a while ere, shaking his cropped head, he charged 
into his work. 

By what power he drew after him the hearts of the 
roughest —and the Tail Twisters counted in their 
ranks some rough diamonds indeed — was a mystery 
to both skipper and C. O., who learned from the regi- 
mental chaplain that Bobby was considerably more in 
request in the hospital tents than the Reverend John 
Emery. 

“The men seem fond of you. Are you in the hospitals 
much?’ said the Colonel, who did his daily round and 
ordered the men to get well with a hardness that did not 
cover his bitter grief. 
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‘A little, sir,’ said Bobby. 

‘*Shouldn’t go there too often if I were you. They 
say it’s not contagious, but there’s no use in running 
unnecessary risks. We can’t afford to have you down, 
y know.’ 

Six days later, it was with the utmost difficulty that 
the post-runner plashed his way out to the camp with 
the mail-bags, for the rain was falling in torrents. 
Bobby received a letter, bore it off to his tent, and, the 
programme for the next week’s Sing-song being satis- 
factorily disposed of, sat down to answer it. For an 
hour the unhandy pen toiled over the paper, and where 
sentiment rose to more than normal tide-level, Bobby 
Wick stuck out his tongue and breathed heavily. He 
was not used to letter-writing. 

‘Beg y’ pardon, sir,’ said a voice at the tent door; ‘but 
Dormer’s ’orrid bad, sir, an’ they’ve taken him orf, sir.’ 

‘Damn Private Dormer and you too!’ said Bobby 
Wick, running the blotter over the half-finished letter. 
‘Tell him I’ll come in the morning.’ 

*°E’s awful bad, sir,’ said the voice hesitatingly. 
There was an undecided squelching of heavy boots. 

‘Well?’ said Bobby impatiently. 

‘Excusin’ *imself before’and for takin’ the liberty, ’e 
says it would be a comfort for to assist ’im, sir, if —’ 

“Tattoo lao! Get my pony! Here, come in out of 
the rain till ’'m ready. What blasted nuisances you 
are! That’s brandy. Drink some; you want it. 
Hang on to my stirrup and tell me if I go too fast.’ 

Strengthened by a four-finger ‘nip’ which he swal- 
lowed without a wink, the Hospital Orderly kept up 
with the shpping, mud-stained, and very disgusted pony 
as it shambled to the hospital tent. 
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Private Dormer was certainly ‘’orrid bad.’ He had 
all but reached the stage of collapse and was not pleas- 
ant to look upon. 

“What’s this, Dormer?’ said Bobby, bending over the 
man. ‘You're not going out this time. You’ve got to 
come fishing with me once or twice more yet.’ 

The blue lips parted and in the ghost of a whisper 
said, — “Beg y’ pardon, sir, disturbin’ of you now, but 
would you min’ ’oldin’ my ’and, sir?’ 

Bobby sat on the side of the bed, and the icy cold 
hand closed on his own like a vise, forcing a lady’s 
ring which was on the little finger deep into the flesh. 
Bobby set his lips and waited, the water dripping from 
the hem of his trousers. An hour passed and the grasp 
of the hand did not relax, nor did the expression of the 
drawn face change. Bobby with infinite craft lit him- 
self a cheroot with the left hand, his right arm was 
numbed to the elbow, and resigned himself to a night 
of pain. 

Dawn showed a very white-faced Subaltern sitting 
on the side of a sick man’s cot, and a Doctor in the door- 
way using language unfit for publication. 

‘Have you been here all night, you young ass?’ said 
the Doctor. 

‘There or thereabouts,’ said Bobby ruefully. ‘He’s 
frozen on to me.’ 

Dormer’s mouth shut with a click. He turned his 
head and sighed. The clinging hand opened, and 
Bobby’s arm fell useless at his side. 

‘He'll do,’ said the Doctor quietly. ‘It must have 
been a toss-up all through the night. 7’Think you’re to 
be congratulated on this case.’ 

‘Oh, bosh!’ said Bobby. ‘I thought the man had 
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gone out long ago — only — only I didn’t care to take 
my hand away. Rub my arm down, there’s a good 
chap. What a grip the brute has! I’m chilled to the 
marrow!’ He passed out of the tent shivering. 

Private Dormer was allowed to celebrate his repulse 
of Death by strong waters. Four days later he sat on 
the side of his cot and said to the patients mildly: ‘Vd 
°a’ liken to ’a’ spoken to *im — so I should.’ 

But at that time Bobby was reading yet another 
letter — he had the most persistent correspondent of 
any man in camp — and was even then about to write 
that the sickness had abated, and in another week at 
the outside would be gone. He did not intend to say 
that the chill of a sick man’s hand seemed to have struck 
into the heart whose capacities for affection he dwelt 
on at such length. He did intend to enclose the illus- 
trated programme of the forthcoming Sing-song whereof 
he was notalittle proud. He also intended to write on 
many other matters which do not concern us, and doubt- 
less would have done so but for the slight feverish head- 
ache which made him dull and unresponsive at mess. 

“You are overdoing it, Bobby,’ said his skipper. 
**Might give the rest of us credit of doing a little work. 
You go on as if you were the whole Mess rolled into one. 
Take it easy.’ 

‘J will,’ said Bobby. ‘I’m feeling done up, somehow.’ 
Revere looked at him anxiously and said nothing. 

There was a flickering of lanterns about the camp 
that night, and a rumour that brought men out of their 
cots to the tent doors, a paddling of the naked feet of 
doolie-bearers and the rush of a galloping horse. 

“Wot’s up?’ asked twenty tents; and through twenty 
tents ran the answer — ‘Wick, ’e’s down.’ 
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They brought the news to Revere and he groaned. 
“Any one but Bobby and I shouldn’t have cared! The 
Sergeant-Major was right.’ 

‘Not going out this journey,’ gasped Bobby, as he 
was lifted from the doolie. ‘Not going out this jour- 
ney. ‘Then with an air of supreme conviction — ‘I 
can’t, you see.’ 

“Not if I can do anything!’ said the Surgeon-Major, 
who had hastened over from the mess where he had 
been dining. 

He and the Regimental Surgeon fought together with 
Death for the life of Bobby Wick. Their work was 
interrupted by a hairy apparition in a blue-gray dressing 
gown who stared in horror at the bed and cried — ‘Oh, 
my Gawd! It can’t be ‘im!’ until an indignant Hospi- 
tal Orderly whisked him away. 

If care’of man and desire to live could have done 
aught, Bobby would have been saved. As it was, he 
made a fight of three days, and the Surgeon-Major’s 
brow uncreased. ‘We'll save him yet,’ he said; and the 
Surgeon, who, though he ranked with the Captain, had 
a very youthful heart, went out upon the word and 
pranced joyously in the mud. 

“Not going out this journey,’ whispered Bobby Wick 
gallantly, at the end of the third day. 

‘Bravo!’ said the Surgeon-Major. ‘That’s the way 
to look at it, Bobby.’ 

As evening fell a gray shade gathered round Bobby’s 
mouth, and he turned his face to the tent wall wearily. 
The Surgeon-Major frowned. 

‘I’m awfully tired,’ said Bobby, very faintly. ‘What’s 
the use of bothering me with medicine? I — don’t — 
want —it. Let me alone.’ 
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The desire for life had departed, and Bobby was con- 
tent to drift away on the easy tide of Death. 

‘It’s no good,’ said the Surgeon-Major. ‘He doesn’t 
want to live. He’s meeting it, poor child.’ And he 
blew his nose. 

Half a mile away the regimental band was playing 
the overture to the Sing-song, for the men had been told 
that Bobby was out of danger. The clash of the brass 
and the wail of the horns reached Bobby’s ears. 


“Is there a single joy or pain, 

That I should never kno — ow? 
You do not love me, ’tis in vain, 
Bid me good-bye and gov’ 


An expression of hopeless irritation crossed the boy’s 
face, and he tried to shake his head. 

The Surgeon-Major bent down —‘ What is it, Bobby?’ 

“Not that waltz,’ muttered Bobby. ‘That’s our 
own — our very ownest own. . . . Mummy dear.’ 

With this he sank into the stupor that gave place to 
death early next morning. 

Revere, his eyes red at the rims and his nose very 
white, went into Bobby’s tent to write a letter to Papa 
Wick which should bow the white head of the ex- 
Commissioner of Chota-Buldana in the keenest sorrow 
of his life. Bobby’s little store of papers lay in confu- 
sion on the table, and among them a half-finished letter. 
The last sentence ran: ‘So you see, darling, there is 
really no fear, because as long as I know you care for 
me and I care for you, nothing can touch me.’ 

Revere stayed in the tent for an hour. When he 
came out his eyes were redder than ever. 
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Private Conklin sat on a turned-down bucket, and 
listened to a not unfamiliar tune. Private Conklin 
was a convalescent and should have been tenderly 
treated. 

“Ho!’ said Private Conklin. ‘There’s another bloomin’ 
orf’cer da — ed.’ 

The bucket shot from under him, and his eyes filled 
with a smithyful of sparks. A tall man in a blue-gray 
bedgown was regarding him with deep disfavour. 

“You ought to take shame for yourself, Conky! Orf’- 
cer? — Bloomin’ orf’cer? I'll learn you to misname 
the likes of im. Hangel! Bloomin’ Hangel! That’s 
wot eis!” 

And the Hospital Orderly was so satisfied with the 
justice of the punishment that he did not even order 
Private Dormer back to his cot. 
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May no ill dreams disturb my rest, 
Nor Powers of Darkness me molest. 
‘Evening Hymn.’ 


England is a great Knowability. After five 

years’ service a man is directly or indirectly 
acquainted with the two or three hundred Civilians in 
his Province, all the Messes of ten or twelve Regin.ents 
and Batteries, and some fifteen hundred other people of 
non-official caste. In ten years his knowledge should 
be doubled and at the end of twenty he knows, or knows 
something about, every Englishman in the Empire, and 
may travel anywhere and everywhere without paying 
hotel-bills. 

Globe-trotters who expect entertainment as a right 
have, even within my memory, blunted this open-hearted- 
ness, but none the less to-day, if you belong to the Inner 
Circle and are neither a Bear nor a Black Sheep, all 
houses are open to you, and our small world is very, 
very kind and helpful. 

Rickett of Kamartha stayed with Polder of Kumaon 
some fifteen years ago. He meant to stay two nights, 
but was knocked down by rheumatic fever, and for six 
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weeks disorganised Polder’s establishment, stopped 
Polder’s work, and nearly died in Polder’s bedroom. 
Polder behaves as though he had been placed under 
eternal obligation by Rickett, and yearly sends the 
little Ricketts a box of presents and toys. It is the 
same everywhere. The men who do not take the trou- 
ble to conceal from you their opinion that you are an 
incompetent ass, and the women who blacken your 
character and misunderstand your wife’s amusements, 
will work themselves to the bone in your behalf if you 
fall sick or into serious trouble. 

Heatherlegh, the Doctor, kept, in addition to his 
regular practice, a hospital on his private account — an 
arrangement of loose boxes for Incurables, his friends 
called it — but it was really a sort of fitting-up shed 
for craft that had been damaged by stress of weather. 
The weather in India is often sultry, and since the tale 
of bricks is always a fixed quantity, and the only liberty 
allowed is permission to work overtime and get no 
thanks, men occasionally break down and become as 
mixed as the metaphors in this sentence. 

Heatherlegh is the dearest doctor that ever was, and 
his invariable prescription to all his patients is, ‘Lie 
low, go slow, and keep cool.’ He says that more men 
are killed by overwork than the importance of this 
world justifies. He maintains that overwork slew 
Pansay, who died under his hands about three years 
ago. He has, of course, the right to speak authorita- 
tively, and he laughs at my theory that there was a 
crack in Pansay’s head and a little bit of the Dark 
World came through and pressed him to death. ‘Pan- 
say went off the handle,’ says Heatherlegh, ‘after the 
stimulus of long leave at Home. He may or he may 
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not have behaved like a blackguard to Mrs. Keith- 
Wessington. My notion is that the work of the Kat- 
abundi Settlement ran him off his legs, and that he took 
to brooding and making much of an ordinary P. & O. 
flirtation. He certainly was engaged to Miss Manner- 
ing, and she certainly broke off the engagement. Then 
he took a feverish chill and all that nonsense about 
ghosts developed. Overwork started his illness, kept 
it alight, and killed him, poor devil. Write him off to 
the System that uses one man to do the work of two 
and a half men.’ 

I do not believe this. I used to sit up with Pansay some- 
times when Heatherlegh was called out to patients and 
I happened to be within claim. ‘The man would make 
me most unhappy by describing, in a low, even voice, 
the procession that was always passing at the bottom 
of his bed. He had a sick man’s command of language. 
When he recovered I suggested that he should write of 
the whole affair from beginning to end, knowing that 
ink might assist him to ease his mind. 

He was in a high fever while he was writing, and the 
blood-and-thunder Magazine diction he adopted did 
not calm him. ‘Two months afterwards he was reported 
fit for duty, but, in spite of the fact that he was urgently 
needed to help an undermanned Commission stagger 
through a deficit, he preferred to die; vowing at the last 
that he was hag-ridden. I got his manuscript before he 
died, and this is his version of the affair, dated 1885, 
exactly as he wrote it: — 

My doctor tells me that I need rest and change of air. 
It is not improbable that I shall get both ere long — rest 
that neither the red-coated messenger nor the mid-day 
gun can break, and change of air far beyond that which 
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any homeward-bound steamer can give me. In the 
meantime I am resolved to stay where I am; and, in flat 
Gefiance of my doctor's orders, to take all the world into 
my confidence. You shall learn for yourselves the pre- 
cise nature of my malady, and shall, too, judge for 
— es whether any man born of woman on this 
weary earth was ever so tormented as I. | 

a peaking now as a condemned criminal might speak) 
ere the drop-bolts are drawn, my story, wild and hide- 
ously improbable as it may appear, demands at least 
attention. That it will ever receive credence I utterly! 
disbelieve. Two monihs ago I should have scouted as 
mad or drunk the man who had dared tell me the like. 
Two monihs ago I was the happiest man in India. To- 
day. from Peshawar to the sea, there is no one more 
wretched. My doctor and I are the only two who; 
know this. His explanation is that my brain, digestion, 
and eyesight are all slightly affected; giving rise to my 
frequent and persistent ‘delusions.”. Delusi ! 
I call him a fool: but he attends me still with the same! 
unwearied smile, the same bland professional manner, 
the same neatly-trimmed red whiskers, till I begin to 
suspect that I am an ungrateful, evil-tempered invalid. 
Bui you shall judge for yourselves. 

Three years ago it was my fortune — my great mis- 
fortune — to sail from Gravesend to Bombay, on return 
from long leave. with one Agnes Keith-Wessington, 
wife of an officer on the Bombay side. It does not in 
the least concern you to know what manner of woman 
she was. Be pas hee with the knowledge that, ere the 
voyage had ended, both she and I were desperately and 
unreasoningly in love with one another. Heaven 
knows that I can make the admission now without one 
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particle of vanity. In matters of this sort there is 
always one who gives and another who accepts. From 
the first day of our ill-omened attachment, I was con- 
scious that Agnes’s passion was a stronger, a more 
dominant, and — if I may use the expression — a purer 
sentiment than mine. Whether she recognised the fact 
then, I do not know. Afterwards it was bitterly plain 
to both of us. 

Arrived at Bombay in the spring of the year, we went 
our respective ways, to meet no more for the next three 
or four months, when my leave and her love took us 
both to Simla. There we spent the season together; 
and there my fire of straw burnt itself out to a pitiful 
end with the closing year. I attempt no excuse. I 
make no apology. Mrs. Wessington had given up 
much for my sake, and was prepared to give up all. 
From my own lips, in August 1882, she learnt that I 
was sick of her presence, tired of her company, and 
weary of the sound of her voice. Ninety-nine women 
out of a hundred would have wearied of me as I wearied 
of them; seventy-five of that number would have 
promptly avenged themselves by active and obtrusive 
flirtation with other men. Mrs. Wessington was the 
hundredth. On her neither my openly-expressed aver- 
sion nor the cutting brutalities with which I garnished 
our interviews had the least effect. 

‘Jack, darling!’ was her one eternal cuckoocry: ‘I’m 
sure it’s all a mistake —a hideous mistake; and we’ll 
be good friends again some day. Please forgive me, 
sack, dear.’ 

I was the offender, and I knew it. That knowledge 
transformed my pity into passive endurance, and, 
eventually, into blind hate — the same instinct, I sup- 
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pose, which prompts a man to savagely stamp on the 
spider he has but half killed. And with this hate in my 
bosom the season of 1882 came to an end. 

Next year we met again in Simla — she with her 
monotonous face and timid attempts at reconciliation, 
and I with loathing of her in every fibre of my frame. 
Several times I could not avoid meeting her alone; and 
on each occasion her words were identically the same. 
Still the unreasoning wail that it was all a ‘mistake’; 
and still the hope of eventually ‘making friends.’ I 
might have seen, had I cared to look, that that hope 
only was keeping her alive. She grew more wan and 
thin month by month. You will agree with me, at 
least, that such conduct would have driven any one to 
despair. It was uncalled for; childish, unwomanly. I 
maintain that she was much to blame. And again, 
sometimes, in the black, fever-stricken night-watches, 
I have begun to think that I might have been a little 
kinder to her. But that really is a ‘delusion.’ I could 
not have continued pretending to love her when I didn’t; 
could I? It would have been unfair to us both. 

Last year we met again — on the same terms as before. 
The same weary appeals, and the same curt answers 
from my lips. At least I would make her see how 
wholly wrong and hopeless were her attempts at re- 
suming the old relationship. As the season wore on, 
we fell apart — that is to say, she found it difficult to 
meet me, for I had other and more absorbing interests 
to attend to. When I think it over quietly in my sick- 
room, the season of 1884 seems a confused nightmare 
wherein light and shade were fantastically intermingled: 
my courtship of little Kitty Mannering; my hopes, 
doubts, and fears; our long rides together; my trembling 
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avowal of attachment; her reply; and now and again a 
vision of a white face flitting by in the ’rickshaw with 
the black and white liveries I once watched for so 
earnestly; the wave of Mrs. Wessington’s gloved hand; 
and, when she met me alone, which was but seldom, 
the irksome monotony of her appeal. I loved Kitty 
Mannering; honestly, heartily loved her, and with my 
love for her grew my hatred for Agnes. In August 
Kitty and I were engaged. ‘The next day I met those 
accursed ‘magpie’ jhampanies at the back of Jakko, 
and, moved by some passing sentiment of pity, stopped 
to tell Mrs. Wessington everything. She knew it already. 

‘So I hear you’re engaged, Jack, dear.’ Then, with- 
out a moment’s pause: ‘I’m sure it’s all a mistake — 
a hideous mistake. We shall be as good friends some 
day, Jack, as we ever were.’ 

My answer might have made even aman wince. It 
cut the dying woman before me like the blow of a whip. 
‘Please forgive me, Jack; I didn’t mean to make you 
ansry. but it’s true, it's true!’ 

And Mrs. Wessington broke down completely. I 
turned away and left her to finish her journey in peace, 
feeling, but only for a moment or two, that I had been 
an unutterably mean hound. JI looked back, and saw 
that she had turned her ’rickshaw with the idea, I sup- 
pose, of overtaking me. 

The scene and its surroundings were photographed 
on my memory. ‘The rain-swept sky (we were at the 
end of the wet weather), the sodden, dingy pines, the 
muddy road, and the black powder-riven cliffs formed 
a gloomy background against which the black and white 
liveries of the jhampanies, the yellow-panelled ’rick- 
shaw, and Mrs. Wessington’s down-bowed golden head 
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stood out clearly. She was holding her handkerchief 
in her left hand and was leaning back exhausted 
against the ’rickshaw cushions. I turned my horse up 
a bypath near the Sanjowlie Reservoir and literally ran 
away. Once I fancied I heard a faint call of ‘Jack!’ 
This may have been imagination. I never stopped to 
verify it. Ten minutes later I came across Kitty on 
horseback; and, in the delight of a long ride with her, 
forgot all about the interview. 

A week later Mrs. Wessington died, and the inex- 
pressible burden of her existence was removed from my 
life. I went Plainsward perfectly happy. Before three 
months were over I had forgotten all about her, except 
that at times the discovery of some of her old letters 
reminded me unpleasantly of our bygone relationship. 
By January I had disinterred what was left of our cor- 
respondence from among my scattered belongings and 
had burnt it. At the beginning of April of this year, 
1885, I was at Simla — semi-deserted Simla — once 
more, and was deep in lover’s talks and walks with 
Kitty. It was decided that we should be married at 
the end of June. You will understand, therefore, that, 
loving Kitty as I did, I am not saying too much when 
I pronounce myself to have been at that time the hap- 
piest man in India. 

Fourteen delightful days passed almost before I no- 
ticed their flight. ‘Then, aroused to the sense of what 
was proper among mortals circumstanced as we were, 
I pointed out to Kitty that an engagement ring was the 
outward and visible sign of her dignity as an engaged 
girl, and that she must forthwith come to Hamilton’s 
to be measured for one. Up to that moment, I give 
you my word, we had completely forgotten so trivial a 
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matter. To Hamilton’s we accordingly went on the 
15th of April, 1885. Remember that — whatever my 
doctor may say to the contrary — I was then in perfect 
health, enjoying a well-balanced mind and an absolutely 
tranquil spirit. Kitty and I entered Hamilton’s shop 
together, and there, regardless of the order of affairs, I 
measured Kitty for the ring in the presence of the 
amused assistant. The ring was a sapphire with two 
diamonds. We then rode out down the slope that 
leads to the Combermere Bridge and Peliti’s shop. 
While my Waler was cautiously feeling his way over 
the loose shale, and Kitty was laughing and chattering 
at my side, — while all Simla, that is to say, as much of 
it as had then come from the Plains, was grouped round 
the Reading-room and Peliti’s verandah, — I was aware 
that some one, apparently at a vast distance, was call- 
ing me by my Christian name. It struck me that I 
had heard the voice before, but when and where I could 
not at once determine. In the short space it took to 
cover the road between the path from Hamilton’s shop 
and the first plank of the Combermere Bridge I had 
thought over half-a-dozen people who might have 
committed such a solecism, and had eventually decided 
that it must have been some singing in my ears. Im- 
mediately opposite Peliti’s shop my eye was arrested by 
the sight of four jhampanies in ‘magpie’ livery pulling 
a yellow-pannelled, cheap, bazar ’rickshaw. In a mo- 
ment my mind flew back to the previous season and 
Mrs. Wessington with a sense of irritation and disgust. 
Was it not enough that the woman was dead and done 
with, without her black and white servitors reappearing 
to spoil the day’s happiness? Whoever employed them 
now I thought I would call upon, and ask as a personal 
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favour to change her jhampanies’ livery. I would hire 
the men myself, and, if necessary, buy their coats from: 
off their backs. It is impossible to say here what a flood 
of undesirable memories their presence evoked. 

‘Kitty,’ I cried, ‘there are poor Mrs. Wessington’s 
jhampanies turned up again! I wonder who has them 
now?’ 

Kitty had known Mrs. Wessington slightly last sea- 
son, and had always been interested in the sickly 
woman. 

‘What? Where?’ she asked. ‘I can’t see them any- 
where.’ 

Even as she spoke, her horse, swerving from a laden 
mule, threw himself directly in front of the advancing 
rickshaw. I had scarcely time to utter a word of 
warning when, to my unutterable horror, horse and 
rider passed through men and carriage as if they had 
been thin air. 

‘What’s the matter?’ cried Kitty; ‘what made you 
call out so foolishly, Jack? If I am engaged I don’t 
want all creation to know about it. There was lots of 
space between the mule and the verandah; and, if you 
think I can’t ride — There!’ 

Whereupon wilful Kitty set off, her dainty little head 
in the air, at a hand-gallop in the direction of the Band- 
stand, fully expecting, as she herself afterwards told 
me, that I should follow her. What was the matter? 
Nothing indeed. Either that I was mad or drunk, or 
that Simla was haunted with devils. I reined in my 
impatient cob, and turned round. The ’rickshaw had 
turned too, and now stood immediately facing me, near 
the left railing of the Combermere Bridge. 


‘Jack! Jack, darling!’ (There was no mistake about 
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the words this time: they rang through my brain as if 
they had been shouted in my ear.) ‘It’s some hideous 
mistake, I’m sure. Please forgive me, Jack, and let’s 
be friends again.’ 

The ’rickshaw-hood had fallen back, and inside, as I 
hope and pray daily for the death I dread by night, sat 
Mrs. Keith-Wessington, handkerchief in hand, and golden 
head bowed on her breast. 

How long I stared motionless I do not know.  Fi- 
nally, I was aroused by my syce taking the Waler’s 
bridle and asking whether I was ill. From the horrible 
to the commonplace is but a step. I tumbled off my 
horse and dashed, half fainting, into Peliti’s for a glass 
of cherry-brandy. There two or three couples were 
gathered round the coffee-tables discussing the gossip 
of the day. Their trivialities were more comforting to 
me just then than the consolations of religion could 
have been. I plunged into the midst of the conversa- 
tion at once; chatted, laughed, and jested with a face 
(when I caught a glimpse of it in a mirror) as white and 
drawn as that of a corpse. ‘Three or four men noticed 
my condition, and, evidently setting it down to the 
results of over-many pegs, charitably endeavoured to 
draw me apart from the rest of the loungers. But I 
refused to be led away. I wanted the company of my 
kind — as a child rushes into the midst of the dinner- 
party after a fright in the dark. I must have talked for 
about ten minutes or so, though it seemed an eternity 
to me, when I heard Kitty’s clear voice outside inquiring 
for me. In another minute she had entered the shop, 
prepared to upbraid me for failing so signally in my 
duties. Something in my face stopped her. ~ 

‘Why, Jack,’ she cried, ‘what have you been doing? 
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What has happened? Are you ill?’ Thus driven into 
a direct lie, I said that the sun had been a little too much 
for me. It was close upon five o’clock of a cloudy 
April afternoon, and the sun had been hidden all day. 
I saw my mistake as soon as the words were out of my 
mouth; attempted to recover it; blundered hopelessly, 
and followed Kitty in a regal rage out of doors, amid 
the smiles of my acquaintances. I made some excuse 
(I have forgotten what) on the score of my feeling faint, 
and cantered away to my hotel, leaving Kitty to finish 
the ride by herself. 

In my room [| sat down and tried calmly to reason out 
the matter. Here was I, Theobald Jack Pansay, a 
well-educated Bengal Civilian in the year of grace 1885, 
presumably sane, certainly healthy, driven in terror 
from my sweetheart’s side by the apparition of a woman 
who had been dead and buried eight months ago. 
These were facts that I could not blink. Nothing was 
farther from my thought than any memory of Mrs. 
Wessington when Kitty and I left Hamilton’s shop. 
Nothing was more utterly commonplace than the 
stretch of wall opposite Peliti’s. It was broad day- 
light. The road was full of people; and yet here, look 
you, in defiance of every law of probability, in direct 
outrage of Nature’s ordinance, there had appeared to 
me a face from the grave. 

Kitty’s Arab had gone through the ’rickshaw: so that 
my first hope that some woman marvellously like Mrs. 
Wessington had hired the carriage and the coolies with 
their old livery was lost. Again and again I went 
round this treadmill of thought; and again and again 
gave up baffled and in despair. The voice was as inex- 
plicable as the apparition. I had originally some wild 
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notion of confiding it all to Kitty; of begging her to 
marry me at once, and in her arms defying the ghostly 
occupant of the ’rickshaw. ‘After all,’ I argued, ‘the 
presence of the ’rickshaw is in itself enough to prove 
the existence of a spectral illusion. One may see ghosts 
of men and women, but surely never coolies and car- 
riages. The whole thing is absurd. Fancy the ghost 
of a hillman!’ 

Next morning I sent a penitent note to Kitty, im- 
ploring her to overlook my strange conduct of the 
previous afternoon. My Divinity was still very wroth, 
and a personal apology was necessary. I explained, 
with a fluency born of night-long pondering over a false- 
hood, that I had been attacked with a sudden palpita- 
tion of the heart —the result of indigestion. This 
eminently practical solution had its effect; and Kitty 
and I rode out that afternoon with the shadow of my 
first he dividing us. 

Nothing would please her save a canter round Jakko. 
With my nerves still unstrung from the previous night, 
I feebly protested against the notion, suggesting Ob- 
servatory Hill, Jutogh, the Boileaugunge road — any- 
thing rather than the Jakko round. Kitty was angry 
and a little hurt; so I yielded from fear of provoking 
further misunderstanding, and we set out together 
toward Chota Simla. We walked a greater part of the 
way, and, according to our custom, cantered from a mile 
or so below the Convent to the stretch of level road 
by the Sanjowlie Reservoir. ‘The wretched horses ap- 
peared to fly, and my heart beat quicker and quicker as 
we neared the crest of the ascent. My mind had been 
full of Mrs. Wessington all the afternoon; and every 
inch of the Jakko road bore witness to our old-time 
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walks and talks. The boulders were full of it; the pines 
sang it aloud overhead; the rain-fed torrents giggled 
and chuckled unseen over the shameful story; and the 
wind in my ears chanted the iniquity aloud. 

As a fitting climax, in the middle of the level men call 
the Ladies’ Mile, the Horror was awaiting me. No 
other ’rickshaw was in sight — only the four black and 
white jhampanies, the yellow-panelled carriage, and the 
golden head of the woman within — all apparently just 
as I had left them eight months and one fortnight ago! 
For an instant I fancied that Kitty must see what I saw 
— we were so marvellously sympathetic in all things. 
Her next words undeceived me — ‘Not a soul in sight! 
Come along, Jack, and I'll race you to the Reservoir 
buildings!’ Her wiry little Arab was off like a bird, my 
Waler following close behind, and in this order we 
dashed under the cliffs. Half a minute brought us 
within fifty yards of the ’rickshaw. I pulled my Waler 
and fell back alittle. The ’rickshaw was directly in the 
middle of the road; and once more the Arab passed 
through it, my horse following. ‘Jack! Jack dear! 
Please forgive me,’ rang with a wail in my ears, and, af- 
ter an interval: ‘It’s all a mistake, a hideous mistake!’ 

I spurred my horse like a man possessed. When I 
turned my head at the Reservoir works the black and 
white liveries were still waiting — patiently waiting — 
under the gray hillside, and the wind brought me a 
mocking echo of the words I had just heard. Kitty 
bantered me a good deal on my silence throughout the 
remainder of the ride. J had been talking up till then 
wildly and at random. To save my life I could not 
speak afterwards naturally, and from Sanjowlie to the 
Church wisely held my tongue. 
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I was to dine with the Mannerings that night, and 
had barely time to canter home to dress. On the road 
to Elysium Hill I overheard two men talking together 
in the dusk. — ‘It’s a curious thing,’ said one, ‘how 
completely all trace of it disappeared. - You know my 
wife was insanely fond of the woman (’never could see 
anything in her myself), and wanted me to pick up her 
old ’rickshaw and coolies if they were to be got for love 
or money. Morbid sort of fancy I call it; but I’ve got 
to do what the Memsahib tells me. Would you believe 
that the man she hired it from tells me that all four of 
the men — they were brothers — died of cholera on the 
way to Hardwar, poor devils; and the ’rickshaw has 
been broken up by the man himself. ’Told me he 
never used a dead Memsahib’s ’rickshaw. ’Spoilt his 
luck. Queer notion, wasn’t it? Fancy poor little Mrs, 
Wessington spoiling any one’s luck except her own!’ I[ 
laughed aloud at this point, and my laugh jarred on me 
as] uttered it. So there were ghosts of ’rickshaws after 
all, and ghostly employments in the other world! How 
much did Mrs. Wessington give her men? What were 
their hours? Where did they go? 

And for visible answer to my last question I saw the 
infernal Thing blocking my path in the twilight. The 
dead travel fast, and by short cuts unknown to ordinary 
coolies. I laughed aloud a second time and checked 
my laughter suddenly, for I was afraid I was going mad. 
Mad to a certain extent I must have been, for I recollect 
that I reined in my horse at the head of the ’rickshaw, 
and politely wished Mrs. Wessington ‘Good-evening.’ 
Her answer was one I knew only too well. I listened to 
the end; and replied that I had heard it all before, but 
should be delighted if she had anything further to say. 
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Some malignant devil stronger than I must have entered 
into me that evening, for I have a dim recollection of 
talking the commonplaces of the day for five minutes 
to the Thing in front of me. 

‘Mad as a hatter, poor devil — or drunk. Max. try 
and get him to come home.’ 

Surely that was not Mrs. Wessington’s voice! The 
two men had overheard me speaking to the empty air, 
and had returned to look after me. They were very 
kind and considerate, and from their words evidently 
gathered that I was extremely drunk. I thanked them 
confusedly and cantered away to my hotel, there changed 
and arrived at the Mannerings’ ten minutes late. I 
pleaded the darkness of the night as an excuse; was 
rebuked by Kitty for my unloverlike tardiness; and sat 
down. 

The conversation had already become general; and, 
under cover of it, I was addressing some tender small 
talk to my sweetheart when I was aware that at the 
farther end of the table a short red-whiskered man was 
describing, with much broidery, his encounter with a 
mad unknown that evening. 

A few sentences convinced me that he was repeating 
the incident of half an hour ago. In the middle of the 
story he looked round for applause, as professional 
story-tellers do, caught my eye, and straightway col- 
lapsed. There was a moment’s awkward silence, and 
the red-whiskered man muttered something to the effect 
that he had ‘forgotten the rest,’ thereby sacrificing a 
reputation as a good story-teller which he had built up 
for six seasons past. I blessed him from the bottom of 
my heart, and — went on with my fish. 

In the fulness of time that dinner came to an end; and 

128 


THE PHANTOM ’RICKSHAW 


with genuine regret I tore myself away from Kitty — as 
certain as I was of my own existence that It would be 
waiting for me outside the door. The red-whiskered 
man, who had been introduced to me as Dr. Heather- 
legh of Simla, volunteered to bear me company as far as 
our roads lay together. I accepted his offer with grati- 
tude. 

My instinct had not deceived me. It lay in readiness 
in the Mall, and, in what seemed devilish mockery of 
our ways, with a lighted head-lamp. The red-whiskered 
man went to the point at once, in a manner that showed 
he had been thinking over it all dinner-time. 

‘I say, Pansay, what the deuce was the matter with 
you this evening on the Elysium Road?’ The sudden- 
ness of the question wrenched an answer from me before 
I was aware. 

‘That!’ said I, pointing to It. 

‘That may be either D. T. or Eyes for aught I know. 
Now you don’t liquor. I saw as much at dinner, so it 
can’t be D. T. ‘There’s nothing whatever where you’re 
pointing, though you’re sweating and trembling with 
fright like a scared pony. ‘Therefore, I conclude that 
it’s Eyes. And I ought to understand all about them. 
Come along home with me. I’m on the Blessington 
lower road.’ 

To my intense delight the ’rickshaw, instead of wait- 
ing for us, kept about twenty yards ahead — and this, 
too, whether we walked, trotted, or cantered. In the 
course of that long night ride I had told my companion 
almost as much as I have told you here. 

‘Well, you’ve spoilt one of the best tales I’ve ever 
laid tongue to,’ said he, “but I’ll forgive you for the sake 
of what you've gone through. Now come home and do 
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what I tell you; and when I’ve cured you, young man, 
let this be a lesson to you to steer clear of women and 
indigestible food till the day of your death.’ 

The ’rickshaw kept steady in front; and my red- 
whiskered friend seemed to derive great pleasure from 
my account of its exact whereabouts. 

‘Eyes, Pansay—all Eyes, Brain, and Stomach. And 
the greatest of these three is Stomach. You’ve too much 
conceited Brain, too little Stomach, and thoroughly 
unhealthy Eyes. Get your Stomach straight and the 
rest follows. And all that’s French for a liver pill. [ll 
take sole medical charge of you from this hour, for you’re 
too interesting a phenomenon to be passed over.’ 

By this time we were deep in the shadow of the 
Blessington lower road, and the ’rickshaw came to a 
dead stop under a pine-clad, overhanging shale cliff. 
Instinctively I halted too, giving my reason. Heather- 
legh rapped out an oath. 

‘Now, if you think I’m going to spend a cold night on 
the hillside for the sake of a Stomach-cum-Brain-cum- 
Eye illusion — Lord, ha’ mercy! What’s that?’ 

There was a muffled report, a blinding smother of dust 
just in front of us, a crack, the noise of rent boughs, and 
about ten yards of the cliff-side — pines, undergrowth, 
and all — slid down into the road below, completely 
blocking it up. The uprooted trees swayed and tot- 
tered for a moment like drunken giants in the gloom, 
and then fell prone among their fellows with a thun- 
derous crash. Our two horses stood motionless and 
sweating with fear. As soon as the rattle of falling 
earth and stone had subsided, my companion muttered: 
“Man, if we’d gone forward we should have been ten 
feet deep in our graves by now. ‘‘There are more 
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things in heaven and earth” . . . Come home, 
Pansay, and thank God. I want a peg badly.’ 

We retraced our way over the Church Ridge, and I 
arrived at Dr. Heatherlegh’s house shortly after mid- 
night. | 

His attempts toward my cure commenced almost 
immediately, and for a week I never left his sight. 
Many a time in the course of that week did I bless the 
good-fortune which had thrown me in contact with 
Simla’s best and kindest doctor. Day by day my 
spirits grew lighter and more equable. Day by day, too, 
I became more and more inclined to fall in with 
Heatherlegh’s ‘spectral illusion’ theory, implicating 
eyes, brain, and stomach. I wrote to Kitty, telling her 
that a slight sprain caused by a fall from my horse kept 
me indoors for a few days; and that I should be recov- 
ered before she had time to regret my absence. 

Heatherlegh’s treatment was simple to a degree. It 
consisted of liver pills, cold-water baths, and strong 
exercise, taken in the dusk or at early dawn — for, as he 
sagely observed: ‘A man with a sprained ankle doesn’t 
walk a dozen miles a day, and your young woman 
might be wondering if she saw you.’ 

At the end of the week, after much examination of 
pupil and pulse, and strict injunctions as to diet and 
pedestrianism, Heatherlegh dismissed me as brusquely 
as he had taken charge of me. Here is his parting 
benediction: ‘Man, I certify to your mental cure, and 
that’s as much as to say I’ve cured most of your bodily 
ailments. Now, get your traps out of this as soon as 
you can; and be off to make love to Miss Kitty.’ 

I was endeavouring to express my thanks for his kind- 
ness. He cut me short. 
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‘Don’t think I did this because I like you. I gather 
that you’ve behaved like a blackguard all through. 
But, all the same, you’re a phenomenon, and as queer a 
phenomenon as you are a blackguard. No!’ — check- 
ing me a second time — ‘not a rupee, please. Go out 
and see if you can find the eyes-brain-and-stomach 
business again. I'll give you a lakh for each time you 
See Tby 

Half an hour later I was in the Mannerings’ drawing- 
room with Kitty —drunk with the intoxication of 
present happiness and the foreknowledge that I should 
never more be troubled with Its hideous presence. 
Strong in the sense of my new-found security, I pro- 
posed a ride at once, and, by preference, a canter round 
Jakko. 

Never had I felt so well, so overladen with vitality 
and mere animal spirits, as I did on the afternoon of the 
30th of April. Kitty was delighted at the change in my 
appearance, and complimented me on it in her delight- 
fully frank and outspoken manner. We left the Man- 
nerings’ house together, laughing and talking, and can- 
tered along the Chota Simla road as of old. 

I was in haste to reach the Sanjowlie Reservoir and 
there make my assurance doubly sure. The horses did 
their best, but seemed all too slow to my impatient 
mind. Kitty was astonished at my _ boisterousness. 
“Why, Jack!’ she cried at last, “you are behaving like 
a child. What are you doing?’ 

We were just below the Convent, and from sheer 
wantonness I was making my Waler plunge and curvet 
across the road as I tickled it with the loop of my rid- 
ing-whip. 

‘Doing?’ I answered; ‘nothing, dear. That’s just 
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it. If you’d been doing nothing for a week except lie 
up, you'd be as riotous as I. 


‘Singing and murmuring in your feastful mirth, 
Joying to feel yourself alive; | 
Lord over Nature, Lord of the visible Earth, 
Lord of the senses five.”’ ’ 


My quotation was hardly out of my lips before we 
had rounded the corner above the Convent, and a few 
yards farther on could see across to Sanjowlie. In the 
centre of the level road stood the black and white 
liveries, the yellow-panelled ’rickshaw, and Mrs. Keith- 
Wessington. I pulled up, looked, rubbed my eyes, and, 
I believe, must have said something. The next thing 
I knew was that I was lying face downward on the road, 
with Kitty kneeling above me in tears. 

“Has it gone, child?’ I gasped. Kitty only wept more 
bitterly. 

“Has what gone, Jack dear? what does rt all mean? 
There must be a mistake somewhere, Jack. A hideous 
mistake.’ Her last words brought me to my feet — 
mad — raving for the time being. 

“Yes, there is a mistake somewhere,’ I repeated, ‘a 
hideous mistake. Come and look at It.’ 

I have an indistinct idea that I dragged Kitty by the 
wrist along the road up to where It stood, and implored 
her for pity’s sake to speak to It; to tell It that we were 
betrothed; that neither Death nor Hell could break 
the tie between us: and Kitty only knows how much 
more to the same effect. Now and again I appealed 
passionately to the Terror in the rickshaw to bear wit- 
ness to all I had said, and to release me from a tor- 

133 


THE PHANTOM ’RICKSHAW 


ture that was killing me. As I talked I suppose I must 
have told Kitty of my old relations with Mrs. Wessing- 
ton, for I saw her listen intently with white face and blaz- 
ing eyes. 

‘Thank you, Mr. Pansay,’ she said, “that’s quite 
enough.’ 

The syces, impassive as Orientals always are, had 
come up with the recaptured horses; and as Kitty 
sprang into her saddle I caught hold of her bridle, en- 
treating her to hear me out and forgive. My answer 
was the cut of her riding-whip across my face from 
mouth to eye, and a word or two of farewell that even 
now I cannot write down. So I judged, and judged 
rightly, that Kitty knew all; and I staggered back to 
the side of the ’rickshaw. My face was cut and bleed- 
ing, and the blow of the riding-whip had raised a livid 
blue wheal on it. I had no self-respect. Just then, 
Heatherlegh, who must have been following Kitty and 
me at a distance, cantered up. 

‘Doctor,’ I said, pointing to my face, ‘here’s Miss 
Mannering’s signature to my order of dismissal and — 
I'll thank you for that lakh as soon as convenient.’ 

Heatherlegh’s face, even in my abject misery, moved 
me to laughter. 

‘Dll stake my professional reputation—’ he began. 

“Don’t be a fool,’ I whispered. ‘I’ve lost my life’s 
happiness and you'd better take me home.’ 

As I spoke the ’rickshaw was gone. Then I lost all 
knowledge of what was passing. The crest of Jakko 
seemed to heave and roll like the crest of a cloud and 
fall in upon me. 

Seven days later (on the 7th of May, that is to say) I 
was aware that I was lying in Heatherlegh’s room as 
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weak as a little child. Heatherlegh was watching me 
intently from behind the papers on his writing-table. 
His first words were not encouraging; but I was too far 
spent to be much moved by them. 

“Here’s Miss Kitty has sent back your letters. You 
corresponded a good deal, you young people. Here’s 
a packet that looks like a ring, and a cheerful sort of a 
note from Mannering Papa, which I’ve taken the liberty 
of reading and burning. The old gentleman’s not pleased 
with you.’ 

“And Kitty?’ I asked dully. 

“Rather more drawn than her father from what she 
says. By the same token you must have been letting 
out any number of queer reminiscences just before I 
met you. ‘Says that a man who would have behaved 
to a woman as you did to Mrs. Wessington ought to kill 
himself out of sheer pity for his kind. She’s a_ hot- 
headed little virago, your girl. ’*Will have it too that 
you were suffering from D. T. when that row on the 
Jakko road turned up. ’Says she’ll die before she ever 
speaks to you again.’ 

I groaned and turned over on the other side. 

‘Now you’ve got your choice, my friend. This en- 
gagement has to be broken off; and the Mannerings 
don’t want to be too hard on you. Was it broken 
through D. T. or epileptic fits? Sorry I can’t offer you 
a better exchange unless you’d prefer hereditary in- 
sanity. Say the word and I'll tell ’em it’s fits. All 
Simla knows about that scene on the Ladies’ Mile. 
Come! I'll give you five minutes to think over it.’ 

During those five minutes I believe that I explored 
thoroughly the lowest circles of the Inferno which it is 
permitted man to tread on earth. And at the same 
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time I myself was watching myself faltering through 
the dark labyrinths of doubt, misery, and utter despair. 
I wondered, as Heatherlegh in his chair might have 
wondered, which dreadful alternative I should adopt. 
Presently I heard myself answering in a voice that I 
hardly recognised — 

‘They’re confoundedly particular about morality in 
these parts. Give ’em fits, Heatherlegh, and my love. 
Now let me sleep a bit longer.’ 

Then my two selves joined, and it was only I (half- 
crazed, devil-driven J) that tossed in my bed tracing 
step by step the history of the past month. 

‘But I am in Simla,’ I kept repeating to myself. ‘I, 
Jack Pansay, am in Simla, and there are no ghosts here. 
It’s unreasonable of that woman to pretend there are. 
Why couldn’t Agnes have left me alone? I never did 
her any harm. It might just as well have been me as 
Agnes. Only I'd never have come back on purpose to 
kill her. Why can’t I be left alone — left alone and 
happy?’ 

It was high noon when I first awoke; and the sun was 
low in the sky before I slept — slept as the tortured 
criminal sleeps on his rack, too worn to feel further pain. 

Next day [I could not leave my bed. Heatherlegh 
told me in the morning that he had received an answer 
from Mr. Mannering, and that, thanks to his (Heather- 
legh’s) friendly offices, the story of my affliction had 
travelled through the length and breadth of Simla, 
where I was on all sides much pitied. 

‘And that’s rather more than you deserve,’ he con- 
cluded pleasantly, ‘though the Lord knows you’ve been 
going through a pretty severe mill. Never mind; we'll 
cure you yet, you perverse phenomenon.’ 
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I declined firmly to be cured. ‘You’ve been much 
too good to me already, old man,’ said I; ‘but I don’t 
think I need trouble you further.’ 

In my heart I knew nothing Heatherlegh could do 
would lighten the burden that had been laid upon me. 

With that knowledge came also a sense of hopeless, 
impotent rebellion against the unreasonableness of it all. 
There were scores of men no better than I whose 
punishments had at least been reserved for another 
world; and I felt that it was bitterly, cruelly unfair that 
I alone should have been singled out for so hideous a 
fate. This mood would in time give place to another 
where it seemed that the ’rickshaw and I were the only 
realities in a world of shadows; that Kitty was a ghost; 
that Mannering, Heatherlegh, and all the other men 
and women I knew were all ghosts; and the great gray 
hills themselves but vain shadows devised to torture 
me. From mood to mood I tossed backwards and for- 
wards for seven weary days; my body growing daily 
stronger and stronger, until the bedroom looking-glass 
told me that I had returned to everyday life, and was 
as other men once more. Curiously enough my face 
showed no signs of the struggle I had gone through. It 
was pale indeed, but as expressionless and commonplace 
as ever. I had expected some permanent alteration — 
visible evidence of the disease that was eating me away. 
I found nothing. 

On the 15th of May I left Heatherlegh’s house at 
eleven o’clock in the morning; and the instinct of the 
bachelor drove me to the Club. There I found that 
every man knew my story as told by Heatherlegh, and 
was, in clumsy fashion, abnormally kind and attentive. 
Nevertheless I recognised that for the rest of my natural 

137 


THE PHANTOM ’RICKSHAW 


life I should be among but not of my fellows; and I en- 
vied very bitterly indeed the laughing coolies on the 
Mall below. I lunched at the Club, and at four o’clock 
wandered aimlessly down the Mall in the vague hope of 
meeting Kitty. Close to the Band-stand the black and 
white liveries joined me, and I heard Mrs. Wessington’s 
old appeal at my side. I had been expecting this ever 
since I came out, and was only surprised at her delay. 
The phantom ’rickshaw and I went side by side along 
the Chota Simla road in silence. Close to the bazar, 
Kitty and a man on horseback overtook and passed us. 
For any sign she gave I might have been a dog in the 
road. She did not even pay me the compliment of 
quickening her pace, though the rainy afternoon had 
served for an excuse. 

So Kitty and her companion, and I and my ghostly 
Light-o’-Love, crept round Jakko in couples. The 
road was streaming with water; the pines dripped like 
roof-pipes on the rocks below, and the air was full of 
fine driving rain. ‘Two or three times I found myself 
saying to myself almost aloud: ‘I’m Jack Pansay on 
leave at Simla — at Simla! Everyday, ordinary Simla. 
I mustn’t forget that — I mustn’t forget that.’ Then 
I would try to recollect some of the gossip I had heard 
at the Club: the prices of So-and So’s horses — any- 
thing, in fact, that related to the workaday Anglo-Indian 
world I knew so well. I even repeated the multiplica- 
tion-table rapidly to myself, to make quite sure that I 
was not taking leave of my senses. It gave me much 
comfort, and must have prevented my hearing Mrs. 
Wessington for a time. 

Once more I wearily climbed the Convent slope 
and entered the level road. Here Kitty and the man 
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started off at a canter, and I was left alone with Mrs. 
Wessington. ‘Agnes,’ said I, ‘will you put back your 
hood and tell me what it all means?’ The hood dropped 
noiselessly, and I was face to face with my dead and 
buried mistress. She was wearing the dress in which 
I had last seen her alive; carried the same tiny handker- 
chief in her right hand, and the same card-case in her 
left. (A woman eight months dead with a card-case!) 
I had to pin myself down to the multiplication-table, 
and to set both hands on the stone parapet of the road, 
to assure myself that that at least was real. 

‘Agnes,’ I repeated, ‘for pity’s sake tell me what it 
allmeans.’ Mrs. Wessington leaned forward, with that 
odd, quick turn of the head I used to know so well, and 
spoke. 

If my story had not already so madly overleaped the 
bounds of all human belief I should apologise to you 
now. As I know that no one —no, not even Kitty, 
for whom it is written as some sort of Justification of my 
conduct — will believe me, I will goon. Mrs. Wessing- 
ton spoke, and I walked with her from the Sanjowlie 
road to the turning below the Commander-in-Chief’s 
house as I might walk by the side of any living woman’s 
‘rickshaw, deep in conversation. The second and most 
tormenting of my moods of sickness had suddenly laid 
hold upon me, and, like the Prince in Tennyson’s poem, 
‘I seemed to move amid a world of ghosts.’ There had 
been a garden-party at the Commander-in-Chief’s, and 
we two joined the crowd of homeward-bound folk. As 
I saw them it seemed that they were the shadows — im- 
palpable, fantastic shadows — that divided for Mrs. 
Wessington’s “rickshaw to pass through. What we 
said during the course of that weird interview, I cannot 
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— indeed, I dare not — tell. Heatherlegh’s comment 
would have been a short laugh and a remark that I had 
been ‘mashing a brain-eye-and-stomach chimera.’ It 
was a ghastly and yet in some indefinable way a mar- 
vellously dear experience. Could it be possible, I won- 
dered, that I was in this life to woo a second time the 
woman I had killed by my own neglect and cruelty? 

I met Kitty on the homeward road — a shadow among 
shadows. 

If I were to describe all the incidents of the next 
fortnight in their order, my story would never come to 
an end, and your patience would be exhausted. Morn- 
ing after morning and evening after evening the ghostly 
rickshaw and IJ used to wander through Simla together. 
Wherever I went there the four black and white liveries 
followed me and bore me company to and from my 
hotel. At the Theatre I found them amid the crowd of 
yelling jhampanies; outside the Club verandah, after a 
long evening of whist; at the Birthday Ball, waiting 
patiently for my reappearance; and in broad daylight 
when I went calling. Save that it cast no shadow, the 
rickshaw was in every respect as real to look upon as 
one of wood and iron. More than once, indeed, I have 
had to check myself from warning some hard-riding 
friend against cantering over it. More than once I 
have walked down the Mall deep in conversation with 
Mrs. Wessington, to the unspeakable amazement of the 
passers-by. 

Before I had been out and about a week I learned that 
the ‘fit’ theory had been discarded in favour of insanity. 
However, I made no change in my mode of life. I 
called, rode, and dined out as freely as ever. I had a 
passion for the society of my kind which I had never 
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felt before; I hungered to be among the realities of life; 
and at the same time I felt vaguely unhappy when I had 
been separated too long from my ghostly companion. 
It would be almost impossible to describe my varying 
moods from the 15th of May up to to-day. 

The presence of the ’rickshaw filled me by turns with 
horror, blind fear, a dim sort of pleasure, and utter 
despair. I dared not leave Simla; and J knew that my 
stay there was killing me. I knew, moreover, that it 
was my destiny to die slowly and a little every day. 
My only anxiety was to get the penance over as quietly 
as might be. Alternately I hungered for a sight of 
Kitty, and watched her outrageous flirtations with my 
successor — to speak more accurately, my successors 
— with amused interest. She was as much out of my 
life as I was out of hers. By day I wandered with 
Mrs. Wessington almost content. By night I implored 
Heaven to let me return to the world as I used to know 
it. Above all these varying moods lay the sensation of 
dull, numbing wonder that the seen and the Unseen 
should mingle so strangely on this earth to hound one 
poor soul to its grave. 


August 27. — Heatherlegh has been indefatigable in 
his attendance on me; and only yesterday told me that 
I ought to send in an application for sick leave. An 
application to escape the company of a phantom! A 
request that the Government would graciously permit 
me to get rid of five ghosts and an airy ‘rickshaw by 
going to England! MHeatherlegh’s proposition moved 
me to almost hysterical laughter. I told him that I 
should await the end quietly at Simla; and I am sure 
that the end is not far off. Believe me that I dread its 
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advent more than any word can say; and I torture my- 
self nightly with a thousand speculations as to the man- 
ner of my death. 

Shall I die in my bed decently and as an English 
gentleman should die; or, in one last walk on the Mall, 
will my soul be wrenched from me to take its place for 
ever and ever by the side of that ghastly Phantasm? 
Shall I return to my old lost allegiance in the next 
world, or shall I meet Agnes loathing her and bound to 
her side through all eternity? Shall we two hover over 
the scene of our lives till the end of Time? As the day 
of my death draws nearer, the intense horror that all 
living flesh feels toward escaped spirits from beyond the 
grave grows more and more powerful. It is an awful 
thing to go down quick among the dead with scarcely 
one-half of your life completed. It is a thousand times 
more awful to wait as I do in your midst for I know not 
what unimaginable terror. Pity me, at least on the 
score of my ‘delusion,’ for I know you will never believe 
what I have written here. Yet as surely as ever a man 
was done to death by the Powers of Darkness I am that 
man. 

In justice, too, pity her. Foras surely as ever woman 
was killed by man, I killed Mrs. Wessington. And the 
last portion of my punishment is even now upon me. 
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As I came through the Desert thus it was — 
As I came through the Desert. 
‘The City of Dreadful Night.’ 


in India, ghosts who take the form of fat, cold, 
pobby corpses, and hide in trees near the road- 
side till a traveller passes. Then they drop upon his 
neck and remain. There are also terrible ghosts of 
women who have died in childbed. These wander along 
the pathways at dusk, or hide in the crops near a 
village, and call seductively. But to answer their call 
is death in this world and the next. Their feet are 
turned backwards that all sober men mayrecognise them. 
There are ghosts of little children who have been thrown 
into wells. These haunt well-curbs and the fringes of 
jungles, and wail under the stars, or catch women by 
the wrist and beg to be taken up and carried. ‘These 
and the corpse-ghosts, however, are only vernacular 
articles and do not attack Sahibs. No native ghost has 
yet been authentically reported to have frightened an 
Englishman; but many English ghosts have scared the 
life out of both white and black. 
Nearly every other Station owns a ghost. There are 
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said to be two at Simla, not counting the woman who 
blows the bellows at Syree dak-bungalow on the Old 
Road; Mussoorie has a house haunted by a very lively 
Thing; a White Lady is supposed to do night-watchman 
round a house in Lahore; Dalhousie says that one of her 
houses ‘repeats’ on autumn evenings all the incidents 
of a horrible horse-and-precipice accident; Murree has 
a merry ghost, and, now that she has been swept by 
cholera, will have room for a sorrowful one; there are 
Officers’ Quarters in Mian Mir whose doors open with- 
out reason, and whose furniture is guaranteed to creak, 
not with the heat of June, but with the weight of Invisi- 
bles who come to lounge in the chairs; Peshawar pos- 
sesses houses that none will willingly rent; and there is 
something — not fever — wrong with a big bungalow 
in Allahabad. ‘The older Provinces simply bristle with 
haunted houses, and march phantom armies along their 
main thoroughfares. 

Some of the dak-bungalows on the Grand Trunk 
Road have handy little cemeteries in their compound — 
witnesses to the ‘changes and chances of this mortal 
life’ in the days when men drove from Calcutta to 
the North-West. These bungalows are objectionable 
places to putupin. They are generally very old, always 
dirty, while the khansamah is as ancient as the bunga- 
low. He either chatters senilely, or falls into the long 
trances of age. In both moods he is useless. If you 
get angry with him, he refers to some Sahib dead and 
buried these thirty years, and says that when he was in 
that Sahib’s service not a khansamah in the Province 
could touch him. ‘Then he jabbers and mows and trem- 
bles and fidgets among the dishes, and you repent of 
your irritation. 
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Not long ago it was my business to live in dak- 
bungalows. I never inhabited the same house for three 
nights running, and grew to be learned in the breed. I 
lived in Government-built ones with red brick walls 
and rail ceilings, an inventory of the furniture posted in 
every room, and an excited cobra on the threshold to 
give welcome. I lived in ‘converted’ ones — old houses 
officiating as dak-bungalows — where nothing was in 
its proper place and there was not even a fowl for 
dinner. I lived in second-hand palaces where the wind 
blew through open-work marble tracery just as un- 
comfortably as through a broken pane. I lived in dak- 
bungalows where the last entry in the visitors’ book was 
fifteen months old, and where they slashed off the 
curry-kid’s head with a sword. It was my good luck 
to meet all sorts of men, from sober travelling mission- 
aries and deserters flying from British Regiments, to 
drunken loafers who threw whisky bottles at all who 
passed; and my still greater good fortune just to escape 
a maternity case. Seeing that a fair proportion of the 
tragedy of our lives in India acted itself in dak-bun- 
galows, I wondered that I had met no ghosts. A 
ghost that would voluntarily hang about a dak-bun- 
galow would be mad, of course; but so many men 
have died mad in dak-bungalows that there must be a 
fair percentage of lunatic ghosts. 

In due time I found my ghost, or ghosts rather, for 
there were two of them. 

We will call the bungalow Katmal dak-bungalow; but 
that was the smallest part of the horror. A man witha 
sensitive hide has no right to sleep in dak-bungalows. 
He should marry. Katmal dak-bungalow was old and 
rotten and unrepaired. The floor was of worn brick, 
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the walls were filthy, and the windows were nearly black 
with grime. It stood on a bypath largely used by na- 
tive Sub-Deputy Assistants of all kinds, from Finance to 
Forests; but real Sahibs were rare. The khansamah, 
who was bent nearly double with old age, said so. 

When I arrived, there was a fitful, undecided rain on 
the face of the land, accompanied by a restless wind, 
and every gust made a noise like the rattling of dry 
bones in the stiff toddy-palms outside. The khansamah 
completely lost his head on my arrival. He had served 
a Sahib once. Did I know that Sahib? He gave me 
the name of a well-known man who has been buried for 
more than a quarter of a century, and showed me an 
ancient daguerreotype of that man in his prehistoric 
youth. I had seen a steel engraving of him at the head 
of a double volume of Memoirs a month before, and 
I felt ancient beyond telling. 

The day shut in and the khansamah went to get me 
food. He did not go through the pretence of calling it 
‘khana,’ — man’s victuals. He said ‘ratub,’ and that 
means, among other things, ‘grub’ — dog’s rations. 
There was no insult in his choice of the term. He had 
forgotten the other word, I suppose. 

While he was cutting up the dead bodies of animals, I 
settled myself down, after exploring the dak-bungalow. 
There were three rooms besides my own, which was a 
corner kennel, each giving into the other through dingy 
white doors fastened with long iron bars. The bunga- 
low was a very solid one, but the partition-walls of 
the rooms were almost jerry-built in their flimsiness. 
Every step or bang of a trunk echoed from my room 
down the other three, and every footfall came back 
tremulously from the far walls. For this reason I shut 
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the door. There were no lamps — only candles in long 
glass shades. An oil wick was set in the bathroom. 

For bleak, unadulterated misery that dak-bungalow 
was the worst of the many that I had ever set foot in. 
There was no fireplace, and the windows would not 
open; so a brazier of charcoal would have been useless. 
The rain and the wind splashed and gurgled and moaned 
round the house, and the toddy-palms rattled and 
roared. Half-a-dozen jackals went through the com- 
pound singing, and a hyena stood afar off and mocked 
them. A hyena would convince a Sadducee of the 
Resurrection of the Dead —the worst sort of Dead. 
Then came the ratub — a curious meal, half native and 
half English in composition — with the old khansamah 
babbling behind my chair about dead-and-gone English 
people, and the wind-blown candles playing shadow-bo- 
peep with the bed and the mosquito-curtains. It was 
just the sort of dinner and evening to make a man think 
of every single one of his past sins, and of all the others 
that he intended to commit if he lived. 

Sleep, for several hundred reasons, was not easy. The 
lamp in the bathroom threw the most absurd shadows 
into the room, and the wind was beginning to talk non- 
sense. 

Just when the reasons were drowsy with blood-suck- 
ing I heard the regular — ‘ Let-us-take-and-heave-him- 
over’ grunt of doolie-bearers in the compound. First 
one doolie came in, then a second, and then a third. I 
heard the doolies dumped on the ground, and the shut- 
ter in front of my door shook. 

‘That’s some one trying to come in,’ I said. But 
no one spoke, and I persuaded myself that it was the 
gusty wind. The shutter of the room next to mine 
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was attacked, flung back, and the inner door opened. 
‘That’s some Sub-Deputy Assistant,’ I said, ‘and he has 
brought his friends with him. Now they’ll talk and spit 
and smoke for an hour.’ 

But there were no voices and no footsteps. No one 
was putting his luggage into the next room. The door 
shut, and I thanked Providence that I was to be left in 
peace. But I was curious to know where the doolies 
had gone. I got out of bed and looked into the dark- 
ness. There was never a sign of adoolie. Just as I was 
getting into bed again, I heard, in the next room, the 
sound that no man in his senses can possibly mistake 
— the whir of a billiard ball down the length of the 
slate when the striker is stringing for break. No other 
sound is like it. A minute afterwards there was an- 
other whir, and I got into bed. I was not frightened 
— indeed I was not. I was very curious to know what 
had become of the doolies. JI jumped into bed for that 
reason. 

Next minute I heard the double click of a cannon, and 
my hair sat up. It is a mistake to say that hair stands 
up. The skin of the head tightens, and you can feel a 
faint, prickly bristling all over the scalp. That is the 
hair sitting up. 

There was a whir and a click, and both sounds could 
only have been made by one thing — a billiard ball. I 
argued the matter out at great length with myself; and 
the more I argued the less probable it seemed that one 
bed, one table, and two chairs — all the furniture of the 
room next to mine —could so exactly duplicate the 
sounds of a game of billiards. After another cannon, a 
three-cushion one to judge by the whir, I argued no 
more. I had found my ghost, and would have given 
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worlds to have escaped from the dak-bungalow. I 
listened, and with each listen the game grew clearer. 
There was whir on whir and click on click. Sometimes 
there was a double click and a whir and another click. 
Beyond any sort of doubt, people were playing billiards 
in the next room. And the next room was not big 
enough to hold a billiard table! 

Between the pauses of the wind I heard the game go 
forward — stroke after stroke. I tried to believe that 
I could not hear voices; but that attempt was a fail- 
ure. 

Do you know what fear is? Not ordinary fear of 
insult, injury, or death, but abject, quivering dread of 
something that you cannot see — fear that dries the 
inside of the mouth and half of the throat — fear that 
makes you sweat on the palms of the hands, and gulp 
in order to keep the uvula at work? This is a fine Fear 
— a great cowardice, and must be felt to be appreciated. 
The very improbability of billiards in a dak-bungalow 
proved the reality of the thing. No man — drunk or 
sober — could imagine a game at billiards, or invent the 
spitting crack of a “screw cannon.’ 

A severe course of dak-bungalows has this disadvan- 
tage — it breeds infinite credulity. If aman said toa 
confirmed dak-bungalow-haunter: ‘There is a corpse 
in the next room, and there’s a mad girl in the next one, 
and the woman and man on that camel have just eloped 
from a place sixty miles away,’ the hearer would not 
disbelieve, because he would know that nothing is too 
wild, grotesque, or horrible to happen in a dak-bunga- 
low. 

This credulity, unfortunately, extends to ghosts. A 
rational person fresh from his own house would have 
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turned on his side and slept. I didnot. So surely as I 
was given up fora dry carcase by the scores of things in 
the bed, because the bulk of my blood was in my heart, 
so surely did I hear every stroke of a long game at 
billiards played in the echoing room behind the iron- 
barred door. My dominant fear was that the players 
might want a marker. It was an absurd fear; because 
creatures who could play in the dark would be above 
such superfluities. I only know that that was my ter- 
ror; and it was real. 

After a long, long while the game stopped, and the 
door banged. I slept because I was dead tired. Other- 
wise I should have preferred to have kept awake. Not 
for everything in Asia would I have dropped the door- 
bar and peered into the dark of the next room. 

When the morning came I considered that I had done 
well and wisely, and inquired for the means of depart- 
ure. 

‘By the way, khansamah,’ I said, ‘what were those 
three doolies doing in my compound in the night?’ 

“There were no doolies,’ said the khansamah. 

I went into the next room, and the daylight streamed 
through the open door. I was immensely brave. I 
would, at that hour, have played Black Pool with the 
owner of the big Black Pool down below. 

‘Has this place always been a dak-bungalow?’ I 
asked. 

‘No,’ said the khansamah. ‘Ten or twenty years 
ago, I have forgotten how long, it was a billiard room.’ 

“A what!’ 

‘A billiard room for the Sahibs who built the Railway. 
I was khansamah then in the big house where all the 
Railway-Sahibs lived, and I used to come across with 
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brandy-shrab. These three rooms were all one, and 
they held a big table on which the Sahibs played every 
evening. But the Sahibs are all dead now, and the 
Railway runs, you say, nearly to Kabul.’ 

‘Do you remember anything about the Sahibs? 

‘It is long ago, but I remember that one Sahib, a fat 
man, and always angry, was playing here one night, and 
he said tome: ‘“‘Mangal Khan, brandy-pani do,”’ and 
I filled the glass, and he bent over the table to strike, 
and his head fell lower and lower till it hit the table, and 
his spectacles came off, and when we — the Sahibs and 
I myself —ran to lift him he was dead. I helped to 
carry him out. Aha, he was a strong Sahib! But he 
is dead, and I, old Mangal Khan, am still living, by your 
favour.’ 

That was more than enough! I had my ghost —a 
first-hand, authenticated article. I would write to the 
Society for Psychical Research — I would paralyse the 
Empire with the news! But I would, first of all, put 
eighty miles of assessed crop-land between myself and 
that dak-bungalow before nightfall. The Society might 
send their regular agent to investigate later on. 

I went into my own room and prepared to pack, after 
noting down the facts of the case. As I smoked I heard 
the game begin again, — with a miss in balk this time, 
for the whir was a short one. 

The door was open, and I could see into the room. 
Click-click! That was acannon. I entered the room 
without fear, for there was sunlight within and a fresh 
breeze without. The unseen game was going on at a 
tremendous rate. And well it might, when a restless 
little rat was running to and fro inside the dingy ceiling- 
cloth, and a piece of loose window-sash was making 
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fifty breaks off the window-bolt as it shook in the 
breeze! 

Impossible to mistake the sound of billiard balls! 
Impossible to mistake the whir of a ball over the slate! 
But I was to be excused. Even when I shut my en- 
lightened eyes the sound was marvellously like that of 
a fast game. 

Entered angrily the faithful partner of my sorrows, 
Kadir Baksh. 

‘This bungalow is very bad and low-caste! No 
wonder the Presence was disturbed and is speckled. 
Three sets of doolie-bearers came to the bungalow late 
last night when I was sleeping outside, and said that it 
was their custom to rest in the rooms set apart for the 
English people! What honour has the khansamah? 
They tried to enter, but I told them to go. No wonder, 
if these Oorias have been here, that the Presence is sorely 
spotted. It is shame, and the work of a dirty man!’ 

Kadir Baksh did not say that he had taken from each 
gang two annas for rent in advance, and then, beyond 
my earshot, had beaten them with the big green um- 
brella whose use I could never before divine. But Ka- 
dir Baksh has no notions of morality. 

There was an interview with the khansamah, but as 
he promptly lost his head, wrath gave place to pity, and 
pity led to a long conversation, in the course of which 
he put the fat Engineer-Sahib’s tragic death in three 
separate stations — two of them fifty miles away. The 
third shift was to Calcutta, and there the Sahib died 
while driving a dog-cart. 

I did not go away as soon as I intended. I stayed 
for the night, while the wind and the rat and the sash 
and the window-bolt played a ding-dong ‘hundred and 
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fifty up. Then the wind ran out and the billiards 
stopped, and I felt that I had ruined my one genuine 
ghost story. 

Had I only ceased investigating at the proper time I 
could have made anything out of it. 

That was the bitterest thought of all. 
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Alive or dead —there is no other way. — Native 
Proverb. 


accident stumbled upon a village that is well 

known to exist, though he is the only English- 
man who has been there. A somewhat similar institu- 
tion used to flourish on the outskirts of Calcutta, and 
there is a story that if you go into the heart of Bikanir, 
which is in the heart of the Great Indian Desert, you 
shall come across, not a village, but a town where the 
Dead who did not die, but may not live, have estab- 
lished their headquarters. And, since it is perfectly 
true that in the same Desert is a wonderful city where 
all the rich money-lenders retreat after they have made 
their fortunes (fortunes so vast that the owners cannot 
trust even the strong hand of the Government to pro- 
tect them, but take refuge in the waterless sands), and 
drive sumptuous C-spring barouches, and buy beautiful 
girls, and decorate their palaces with gold and ivory and 
Minton tiles and mother-o’-pearl, I do not see why 
Jukes’s tale should not be true. He is a Civil Engineer, 
with a head for plans and distances and things of that 
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kind, and he certainly would not take the trouble to 
invent imaginary traps. He could earn more by doing 
his legitimate work. He never varies the tale in the 
telling, and grows very hot and indignant when he 
thinks of the disrespectful treatment he received. He 
wrote this quite straightforwardly at first, but he has 
touched it up in places and introduced Moral Reflec- 
mons: thus: — 

In the beginning it all arose from a slight attack of 
fever. My work necessitated my being in camp for 
some months between Pakpattan and Mubarakpur — 
a desolate sandy stretch of country, as every one who 
has had the misfortune to go there may know. My 
coolies were neither more nor less exasperating than 
other gangs, and my work demanded sufficient attention 
to keep me from moping, had I been inclined to so un- 
manly a weakness. 

On the 23d December, 1884, I felt a little feverish. 
There was a full moon at the time, and, in consequence, 
every dog near my tent was baying it. The brutes 
assembled in twos and threes and drove me frantic. A 
few days previously I had shot one loud-mouthed singer 
and suspended his carcase in terrorem about fifty yards 
from my tent-door, but his friends fell upon, fought for, 
and ultimately devoured the body; and, as it seemed to 
me, sang their hymns of thanksgiving afterwards with 
renewed energy. 

The light-headedness which accompanies fever acts 
differently on different men. My irritation gave way, 
after a short time, to a fixed determination to slaughter 
one huge black and white beast who had been foremost 
in song and first in flight throughout the evening. 
Thanks to a shaking hand and a giddy head I had al- 
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ready missed him twice with both barrels of my shot- 
gun, when it struck me that my best plan would be to 
ride him down in the open and finish him off with a hog- 
spear. This, of course, was merely the semi-delirious 
notion of a fever-patient; but I remember that it struck 
me at the time as being eminently practical and feasible. 

I therefore ordered my groom to saddle Pornic and 
bring him round quietly to the rear of my tent. When 
the pony was ready, I stood at his head prepared to 
mount and dash out as soon as the dog should again 
lift up his voice. Pornic, by the way, had not been out 
of his pickets for a couple of days; the night air was 
crisp and chilly; and I was armed with a specially long 
and sharp pair of persuaders with which I had been 
rousing a sluggish cob that afternoon. You will easily 
believe, then, that when he was let go he went quickly. 
In one moment, for the brute bolted as straight as a die, 
the tent was left far behind, and we were flying over the 
smooth sandy soil at racing speed. In another we had 
passed the wretched dog, and I had almost forgotten 
why it was that I had taken horse and hog-spear. 

The delirium of fever and the excitement of rapid 
motion through the air must have taken away the rem- 
nant of my senses. I havea faint recollection of stand- 
ing upright in my stirrups, and of brandishing my 
hog-spear at the great white moon that looked down 
so calmly on my mad gallop, and of shouting challenges 
to the camelthorn bushes as they whizzed past. Once 
or twice, I believe, I swayed forward on Pornic’s neck, 
and literally hung on by my spurs — as the marks next 
morning showed. 

The wretched beast went forward like a thing pos- 
sessed, over what seemed to be a limitless expanse of 
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moonlit sand. Next, I remember, the ground rose 
suddenly in front of us, and as we topped the ascent I 
saw the waters of the Sutle} shining like a silver bar 
below. Then Pornic blundered heavily on his nose, 
and we rolled together down some unseen slope. 

I must have lost consciousness, for when I recovered 
I was lying on my stomach in a heap of soft white sand, 
and the dawn was beginning to break dimly over the 
edge of the slope down which I had fallen. As the 
light grew stronger I saw I was at the bottom of a 
horseshoe-shaped crater of sand, opening on one side 
directly on to the shoals of the Sutlej. My fever had 
altogether left me, and, with the exception of a slight 
dizziness in the head, I felt no bad effects from the fall 
overnight. 

Pornic, who was standing a few yards away, was 
naturally a good deal exhausted, but had not hurt 
himself in the least. His saddle, a favourite polo one, 
was much knocked about, and had been twisted under 
his belly. It took me some time to put him to rights, 
and in the meantime I had ample opportunities of ob- 
serving the spot into which I had so foolishly dropped. 

At the risk of being considered tedious, I must de- 
scribe it at length; inasmuch as an accurate mental pic- 
ture of its peculiarities will be of material assistance in 
enabling the reader to understand what follows. 

Imagine then, as I have said before, a horseshoe- 
shaped crater of sand with steeply-graded sand walls 
about thirty-five feet high. (The slope, I fancy, must 
have been about 65 degrees.) ‘This crater enclosed a 
level piece of ground about fifty yards long by thirty at 
its broadest part, with a rude well in the centre. 
Round the bottom of the crater, about three feet from 
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the level of the ground proper, ran a series of eighty- 
three semicircular, ovoid, square, and multilateral holes, 
all about three feet at the mouth. Each hole on in- 
spection showed that it was carefully shored internally 
with drift-wood and bamboos, and over the mouth a 
wooden drip-board projected, like the peak of a jockey’s 
cap, for two feet. No sign of life was visible in these 
tunnels, but a most sickening stench pervaded the entire 
amphitheatre —a stench fouler than any which my 
wanderings in Indian villages have introduced me to. 
Having remounted Pornic, who was as anxious as [| 
to get back to camp, I rode round the base of the horse- 
shoe to find some place whence an exit would be prac- 
ticable. The inhabitants, whoever they might be, had 
not thought fit to put in an appearance, so I was left to 
my own devices. My first attempt to ‘rush’ Pornic 
up the steep sand-banks showed me that I had fallen 
into a trap exactly on the same model as that which the 
ant-lion sets forits prey. At each step the shifting sand 
poured down from above in tons, and rattled on the 
drip-boards of the holes hike small shot. A couple of 
ineffectual charges sent us both rolling down to the 
bottom, half choked with the torrents of sand; and I 
was constrained to turn my attention to the river-bank. 
Here everything seemed easy enough. The sand- 
hills ran down to the river edge, it is true, but there 
were plenty of shoals and shallows across which I could 
gallop Pornic, and find my way back to terra firma by 
turning sharply to the right or the left. As I led Pornic 
over the sands I was startled by the faint pop of a rifle 
across the river; and at the same moment a bullet 
dropped with a sharp ‘whit’ close to Pornic’s head. 
There was no mistaking the nature of the missile — a 
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regulation Martini-Henry ‘picket.’ About five hun- 
dred yards away a country-boat was anchored in mid- 
stream; and a jet of smoke drifting away from its bows 
in the still morning air showed me whence the delicate 
attention had come. Was ever a respectable gentle- 
man in such an impasse? The treacherous sand-slope 
allowed no escape from a spot which I had visited most 
involuntarily, and a promenade on the river frontage 
was the signal for a bombardment from some insane 
native ina boat. I’m afraid that I lost my temper very 
much indeed. 

Another bullet reminded me that I had better save 
my breath to cool my porridge; and I retreated hastily 
up the sands and back to the horseshoe, where I saw 
that the noise of the rifle had drawn sixty-five human 
beings from the badger-holes which I had up till that 
point supposed to be untenanted. I found myself in 
the midst of a crowd of spectators — about forty men, 
twenty women, and one child who could not have been 
more than five years old. They were all scantily clothed 
in that salmon-coloured cloth which one associates with 
Hindu mendicants, and, at first sight, gave me the im- 
pression of a band of loathsome fakirs. The filth and 
repulsiveness of the assembly were beyond all de- 
scription, and I shuddered to think what their life in the 
badger-holes must be. 

Even in these days, when local self-government has 
destroyed the greater part of a native’s respect for a 
Sahib, I have been accustomed to a certain amount of 
civility from my inferiors, and on approaching the 
crowd naturally expected that there would be some 
recognition of my presence. As a matter of fact there 
was, but it was by no means what I had looked for. 
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The ragged crew actually laughed at me — such 
laughter I hope I may never hear again. ‘They cackled, 
yelled, whistled, and howled as I walked into their 
midst; some of them literally throwing themselves down 
on the ground in convulsions of unholy mirth. In a 
moment I had let go Pornic’s head, and, irritated beyond 
expression at the morning’s adventure, commenced cuf- 
fing those nearest to me with all the force I could. 
The wretches dropped under my blows like ninepins, 
and the laughter gave place to wails for mercy; while 
those yet untouched clasped me round the knees, implor- 
ing me in all sorts of uncouth tongues to spare them. 

In the tumult, and just when I was feeling very much 
ashamed of myself for having thus easily given way to 
my temper, a thin high voice murmured in English from 
behind my shoulder: ‘Sahib! Sahib! Do you not 
know me? Sahib, it is Gunga Dass, the telegraph mas- 
tery 

I spun round quickly and faced the speaker. 

Gunga Dass (I have, of course, no hesitation in men- 
tioning the man’s real name) I had known four years 
before as a Deccanee Brahmin lent by the Punjab 
Government to one of the Khalsia States. He was in 
charge of a branch telegraph-office there, and when I 
had last met him was a jovial, full-stomached, portly 
Government servant with a marvellous capacity for 
making bad puns in English —a_ peculiarity which 
made me remember him long after I had forgotten his 
services to me in his official capacity. It is seldom 
that a Hindu makes English puns. 

Now, however, the man was changed beyond all 
recognition. Caste-mark, stomach, slate-coloured con- 
tinuations, and unctuous speech were all gone. I 
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looked at a withered skeleton, turbanless and almost 
naked, with long matted hair and deep-set codfish-eyes. 
But for a crescent-shaped scar on the left cheek — the 
result of an accident for which I was. responsible — I 
should never have known him. But it was indubitably 
Gunga Dass, and—for this I was thankful — an 
English-speaking native who might at least tell me the 
meaning of all that I had gone through that day. 

The crowd retreated to some distance as I turned 
towards the miserable figure, and ordered him to show 
me some method of escaping from the crater. He held 
a freshly-plucked crow in his hand, and in reply to my 
question climbed slowly to a platform of sand which ran 
in front of the holes, and commenced lighting a fire 
there in silence. Dried bents, sand-poppies, and drift- 
wood burn quickly; and I derived much consolation 
from the fact that he lit them with an ordinary sulphur 
match. When they were in a bright glow and the crow 
was neatly spitted in front thereof, Gunga Dass began 
without a word of preamble: — 

‘There are only two kinds of men, Sar — the alive 
and the dead. When you are dead you are dead, but 
when you are alive youlive.’ (Here the crow demanded 
his attention for an instant as it twirled before the fire 
in danger of being burnt to a cinder.) ‘If you die at 
home and do not die when you come to the ghat to be 
burnt you come here.’ 

The nature of the reeking village was made plain now, 
and all that I had known or read of the grotesque and 
the horrible paled before the fact just communicated 
by the ex-Brahmin. Sixteen years ago, when I first 
landed in Bombay, I had been told by a wandering 
Armenian of the existence, somewhere in India, of a 
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place to which such Hindus as had the misfortune to 
recover from trance or catalepsy were conveyed and 
kept, and I recollect laughing heartily at what I was 
then pleased to consider a traveller’s tale. Sitting at 
the bottom of the sand-trap, the memory of Watson’s 
Hotel, with its swinging punkahs, white-robed servants, 
and the sallow-faced Armenian, rose up in my mind as 
vividly as a photograph, and I burst into a loud fit of 
laughter. The contrast was too absurd! 

Gunga Dass, as he bent over the unclean bird, 
watched me curiously. Hindus seldom laugh, and his 
surroundings were not such as to move him that way. 
He removed the crow solemnly from the wooden spit 
and as solemnly devoured it. Then he continued his 
story, which I give in his own words :— 

‘In epidemics of the cholera you are carried to be 
burnt almost before you are dead. When you come to 
the riverside the cold air, perhaps, makes you alive, and 
then, if you are only little alive, mud is put on your nose 
and mouth and you die conclusively. If you are rather 
more alive, more mud is put; but if you are too lively 
they let you go and take you away. I was too lively, 
and made protestation with anger against the indignities 
that they endeavoured to press upon me. In those days 
I was Brahmin and proud man. Now I am dead man 
and eat’ — here he eyed the well-gnawed breast-bone 
with the first sign of emotion that I had seen in him 
since we met — ‘crows, and—other things. They 
took me from my sheets when they saw that I was too 
lively and gave me medicines for one week, and I sur- 
vived successfully. Then they sent me by rail from my 
place to Okara Station, with a man to take care of me; 
and at Okara Station we met two other men, and they 
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conducted we three on camels, in the night, from Okara 
Station to this place, and they propelled me from the 
top to the bottom, and the other two succeeded, and I 
have been here ever since two and a half years. Once 
I was Brahmin and proud man, and now I eat crows.’ 

‘There is no way of getting out?’ 

“None of what kind at all. When I first came I made 
experiments frequently, and all the others also, but we 
have always succumbed to the sand which is precipi- 
tated upon our heads.’ 

‘But surely,’ I broke in at this point, ‘the river-front 
is open, and it is worth while dodging the bullets; while 
at night —’ 

I had already matured a rough plan of escape which 
a natural instinct of selfishness forbade me sharing 
with Gunga Dass. He, however, divined my unspoken 
thought almost as soon as it was formed; and, to my 
intense astonishment, gave vent to a long low chuckle 
of derision — the laughter, be it understood, of a su- 
perior or at least of an equal. 

‘You will not’ — he dropped the Sir after his first 
sentence — ‘make any escape that way. But you can 
try. Ihavetried. Once only.’ 

The sensation of nameless terror which I had in vainat- 
tempted to strive against overmastered me completely. 
My long fast —it was now close upon ten o’clock, 
and I had eaten nothing since tiffin on the previous day 
— combined with the violent agitation of the ride had 
exhausted me, and I verily believe that, for a few 
minutes, I acted as one mad. I hurled myself against 
the sand-slope. JI ran round the base of the crater, 
blaspheming and praying by turns. I crawled out 
among the sedges of the river-front, only to be driven 
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back each time in an agony of nervous dread by the 
rifle-bullets which cut up the sand round me —for I 
dared not face the death of a mad dog among that 
hideous crowd — and so fell, spent and raving, at the 
curb of the well. No one had taken the slightest 
notice of an exhibition which makes me blush hotly 
even when I think of it now. 

Two or three men trod on my panting body as they 
drew water, but they were evidently used to this sort 
of thing, and had no time to waste upon me. Gunga 
Dass, indeed, when he had banked the embers of his 
fire with sand, was at some pains to throw half a cupful 
of fetid water over my head, an attention for which i 
could have fallen on my knees and thanked him, but he 
was laughing all the while in the same mirthless, wheezy 
key that greeted me on my first attempt to force the 
shoals. And so, in a half-fainting state, I lay till noon. 
Then, being only a man after all, I felt hungry, and said 
as much to Gunga Dass, whom I had begun to regard as 
my natural protector. Following the impulse of the 
outer world when dealing with natives, I put my hand 
into my pocket and drew out four annas. The ab- 
surdity of the giit struck me at once, and I was about to 
replace the money. 

Gunga Dass, however, cried: ‘Give me the money, 
all you have, or I will get help, and we will kill you!’ 

A Briton’s first impulse, I believe, is to guard the 
contents of his pockets; but a moment’s thought showed 
me the folly of differing with the one man who had it in 
his power to make me comfortable; and with whose help 
it was possible that I might eventually escape from the 
crater. I gave him all the money in my possession, Rs. 
9-8-5 — nine rupees, eight annas, and five pie —for I 
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always keep small change as bakshish when I am in 
camp. Gunga Dass clutched the coins, and hid them 
at once in his ragged loin-cloth, looking round to assure 
himself that no one had observed us. 

“Now I will give you something to eat,’ said he. 

What pleasure my money could have given him I am 
unable to say; but inasmuch as it did please him I was 
not sorry that I had parted with it so readily, for I had 
no doubt that he would have had me killed if I had 
refused. One does not protest against the doings of a 
den of wild beasts; and my companions were lower 
than any beasts. While I ate what Gunga Dass had 
provided, a coarse chapatti and a cupful of the foul 
well-water, the people showed not the faintest sign of 
curiosity — that curiosity which is so rampant, as a 
rule, in an Indian village. 

I could even fancy that they despised me. At all 
events they treated me with the most chilling indiffer- 
ence, and Gunga Dass was nearly as bad. I plied him 
with questions about the terrible village, and received ex- 
tremely unsatisfactory answers. So faras I could gather, 
it had been in existence from time immemorial — whence 
I concluded that it was at least a century old — 
and during that time no one had ever been known to 
escape from it. [I had to control myself here with both 
hands, lest the blind terror should lay hold of me a 
second time and drive me raving round the crater.| 
Gunga Dass took a malicious pleasure in emphasising 
this point and in watching me wince. Nothing that I 
could do would induce him to tell me who the mysteri- 
ous “They’ were. 

‘It is so ordered,’ he would reply, ‘and I do not yet 
know any one who has disobeyed the orders.’ 
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‘Only wait till my servants find that I am missing,’ I 
retorted, ‘and I promise you that this place shall be 
cleared off the face of the earth, and I'll give you a 
lesson in civility, too, my friend.’ 

‘Your servants would be torn in pieces before they 
came near this place; and, besides, you are dead, my 
dear friend. It is not your fault, of course, but none 
the less you are dead and buried.’ 

At irregular intervals supplies of food, I was told, 
were dropped down from the land side into the amphi- 
theatre, and the inhabitants fought for them like wild 
beasts. When a man felt his death coming on he re- 
treated to his lair and died there. The body was some- 
times dragged out of the hole and thrown on to the sand 
or allowed to rot where it lay. 

The phrase ‘thrown on to the sand’ caught my at- 
tention, and I asked Gunga Dass whether this sort of 
thing was not likely to breed a pestilence. 

‘That,’ said he, with another of his wheezy chuckles, 
‘you may see for yourself subsequently. You will have 
much time to make observations.’ 

Whereat, to his great delight, I winced once more and 
hastily continued the conversation: ‘And how do you 
live here from day to day? What do you do?’ The 
question elicited exactly the same answer as before — 
coupled with the information that ‘this place is like 
your European heaven; there is neither marrying nor 
giving in marriage.’ 

Gunga Dass had been educated at a Mission School, 
and, as he himself admitted, had he only changed his 
religion ‘like a wise man,’ might have avoided the living 
grave which was now his portion. But as long as I was 
with him I fancy he was happy. 
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Here was a Sahib, a representative of the dominant 
race, helpless as a child and completely at the mercy of 
his native neighbours. In a deliberate lazy way he set 
himself to torture me as a schoolboy would devote a 
rapturous half-hour to watching the agonies of an 
impaled beetle, or as a ferret in a blind burrow might 
glue himself comfortably to the neck of a rabbit. The 
burden of his conversation was that there was no escape 
‘of no kind whatever,’ and that I should stay here till I 
died and was ‘thrown on to the sand.’ If it were possi- 
ble to forejudge the conversation of the Damned on the 
advent of a new soul in their abode, I should say that 
they would speak as Gunga Dass did to me through- 
out that long afternoon. I was powerless to protest or 
answer, all my energies being devoted to a struggle 
against the inexplicable terror that threatened to over- 
whelm me again and again. Ican compare the feeling 
to nothing except the struggles of a man against the 
overpowering nausea of the Channel passage —only my 
agony was of the spirit and infinitely more terrible. 

As the day wore on, the inhabitants began to appear 
in full strength to catch the rays of the afternoon sun, 
which were now sloping in at the mouth of the crater. 
They assembled by little knots, and talked among 
themselves without even throwing a glance in my di- 
rection. About four o’clock, so far as I could judge, 
Gunga Dass rose and dived into his lair for a moment, 
emerging with a live crow in his hands. ‘The wretched 
bird was in a most draggled and deplorable condition, 
but seemed to be in no way afraid of its master. Advan- 
cing cautiously to the river-front, Gunga Dass stepped 
from tussock to tussock until he had reached a smooth 
patch of sand directly in the line of the boat’s fire. 
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The occupants of the boat took no notice. Here he 
stopped, and, with a couple of dexterous turns of the 
wrist, pegged the bird on its back with outstretched 
wings. As was only natural, the crow began to shriek 
at once and beat the air with its claws. In a few sec- 
onds the clamour had attracted the attention of a bevy 
of wild crows on a shoal a few hundred yards away, 
where they were discussing something that looked like a 
corpse. Half-a-dozen crows flew over at once to see 
what was going on, and also, as it proved, to attack the 
pinioned bird. Gunga Dass, who had lain down on a 
tussock, motioned to me to be quiet, though I fancy this 
was a needless precaution. In a moment, and before I 
could see how it happened, a wild crow, which had 
grappled with the shrieking and helpless bird, was entan- 
gled in the latter’s claws, swiftly disengaged by Gunga 
Dass, and pegged down beside its companion in adver- 
sity. Curiosity, it seemed, overpowered the rest of the 
flock, and almost before Gunga Dass and I had time 
to withdraw to the tussock, two more captives were 
struggling in the upturned claws of the decoys. So 
the chase —if I can give it so dignified a name — 
continued until Gunga Dass had captured seven crows. 
Five of them he throttled at once, reserving two for 
further operations another day. I was a good deal im- 
pressed by this, to me, novel method of securing food, 
and complimented Gunga Dass on his skill. 

‘It is nothing to do,’ said he. ‘To-morrow you must 
do it forme. You are stronger than I am.’ 

This calm assumption of superiority upset me not a 
little, and I answered peremptorily: ‘Indeed, you old 
ruffian? What do you think I have given you money 
Tore. 
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‘Very well,’ was the unmoved reply. ‘Perhaps not 
to-morrow, nor the day after, nor subsequently; but in 
the end, and for many years, you will catch crows and 
eat crows, and you will thank your European God that 
you have crows to catch and eat.’ 

I could have cheerfully strangled him for this, but 
judged it best under the circumstances to smother my 
resentment. An hour later I was eating one of the 
crows; and, as Gunga Dass had said, thanking my God 
that I had a crow to eat. Never as long as I live shall 
I forget that evening meal. The whole population were 
squatting on the hard sand platform opposite their dens, 
huddled over tiny fires of refuse and dried rushes. 
Death, having once laid his hand upon these men and 
forborne to strike, seemed to stand aloof from them 
now; for most of our company were old men, bent and 
worn and twisted with years, and women aged to all 
appearance as the Fates themselves. They sat to- 
gether in knots and talked — God only knows what 
they found to discuss — in low equable tones, curiously 
in contrast to the strident babble with which natives 
are accustomed to make day hideous. Now and then 
an access of that sudden fury which had possessed me in 
the morning would lay hold on a man or woman; and 
with yells and imprecations the sufferer would attack 
the steep slope until, baffled and bleeding, he fell back 
on the platform incapable of moving a limb. The 
others would never even raise their eyes when this 
happened, as men too well aware of the futility of their 
fellows’ attempts and wearied with their useless repeti- 
tion. I saw four such outbursts in the course of that 
evening. 

Gunga Dass took an eminently business-like view of 
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my situation, and while we were dining — I can afford 
to laugh at the recollection now, but it was painful 
enough at the time — propounded the terms on which 
he would consent to ‘do’ for me. My nine rupees 
eight annas, he argued, at the rate of three annas a day, 
would provide me with food for fifty-one days, or about 
seven weeks; that is to say, he would be willing to cater 
for me for that length of time. At the end of it I was 
to look after myself. For a further consideration — 
videlicet my boots — he would be willing to allow me 
to occupy the den next to his own, and would supply 
me with as much dried grass for bedding as he could 
spare. 

‘Very well, Gunga Dass,’ I replied; ‘to the first terms 
I cheerfully agree, but, as there is nothing on earth to 
prevent my killing you as you sit here and taking every- 
thing that you have’ (I thought of the two invaluable 
crows at the time), ‘I flatly refuse to give you my boots 
and shall take whichever den I please.’ 

The stroke was a bold one, and I was glad when I saw 
that it had succeeded. Gunga Dass changed his tone 
immediately, and disavowed all intention of asking for 
my boots. At the time it did not strike me as at all 
strange that I, a Civil Engineer, a man of thirteen 
years’ standing in the Service, and, I trust, an average 
Englishman, should thus calmly threaten murder and 
violence against the man who had, for a consideration it 
is true, taken me under his wing. I had left the world, 
it seemed, for centuries. I was as certain then as I am 
now of my own existence, that in the accursed settle- 
ment there was no law save that of the strongest; that 
the living dead men had thrown behind them every canon 
of the world which had cast them out; and that I had 
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to depend for my own life on my strength and vigilance 
alone. The crew of the ill-fated ‘Mignonette’ are the 
only men who would understand my frame of mind. 
‘At present,’ I argued to myself, ‘I am strong and a 
match for six of these wretches. It is imperatively 
necessary that I should, for my own sake, keep both 
health and strength until the hour of my release comes 
— if it ever does.’ 

Fortified with these resolutions, I ate and drank as 
much as I could, and made Gunga Dass understand 
that I intended to be his master, and that the least sign 
of insubordination on his part would be visited with the 
only punishment I had it in my power to inflict — 
sudden and violent death. Shortly after this I went to 
bed. That is to say, Gunga Dass gave me a double 
armful of dried bents, which I thrust down the mouth 
of the lair to the right of his, and followed myself, feet 
foremost, the hole running about nine feet into the sand 
with a slight downward inclination, and béing neatly 
shored with timbers. From my den, which faced the 
river-front, I was able to watch the waters of the Sutlej 
flowing past under the light of a young moon and com- 
pose myself to sleep as best I might. 

The horrors of that night I shall never forget. My 
den was nearly as narrow as a coffin, and the sides had 
been worn smooth and greasy by the contact of innu- 
merable naked bodies, added to which it smelt abomina- 
bly. Sleep was altogether out of the question to one 
in my excited frame of mind. As the night wore on, it 
seemed that the entire amphitheatre was filled with 
legions of unclean devils that, trooping up from the 
shoals below, mocked the unfortunates in their lairs. 

Personally I am not of an imaginative temperament 
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— very few Engineers are — but on that occasion I was 
as completely prostrated with nervous terror as any 
woman. After half an hour or so, however, I was able 
once more to calmly review my chances of escape. Any 
exit by the steep sand walls was, of course, impracti- 
cable. I had been thoroughly convinced of this some 
time before. It was possible, just possible, that I 
might, in the uncertain moonlight, safely run the 
gauntlet of the rifle shots. The place was so full of 
terror for me that I was prepared to undergo any risk 
in leaving it. Imagine my delight, then, when after 
creeping stealthily to the river-front I found that the 
infernal boat was not there. My freedom lay before 
me in the next few steps! 

By walking out to the first shallow pool that lay at 
the foot of the projecting left horn of the horseshoe, I 
could wade across, turn the flank of the crater, and make 
my way inland. Without a moment’s hesitation I 
marched briskly past the tussocks where Gunga Dass 
had snared the crows, and out in the direction of the 
smooth white sand beyond. My first step from the 
tufts of dried grass showed me how utterly futile was 
any hope of escape; for, as I put my foot down, I felt an 
indescribable drawing, sucking motion of the sand below. 
Another moment and my leg was swallowed up nearly 
to the knee. In the moonlight the whole surface of the 
sand seemed to be shaken with devilish delight at my 
disappointment. I struggled clear, sweating with ter- 
ror and exertion, back to the tussocks behind me and fell 
on my face. 

My only means of escape from the semicircle was pro- 
tected by a quicksand! 

How long I lay I have not the faintest idea; but I was 
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roused at last by the malevolent chuckle of Gunga Dass 
atmyear. ‘I would advise you, Protector of the Poor’ 
(the ruffian was speaking English), ‘to return to your 
house. It is unhealthy to lie down here. Moreover, 
when the boat returns you will most certainly be rifled 
at.’ He stood over me in the dim light of the dawn, 
chuckling and laughing to himself. Suppressing my 
first impulse to catch the man by the neck and throw 
him on to the quicksand, I rose sullenly and followed 
him to the platform below the burrows. 

Suddenly, and futilely as I thought while I spoke, I 
asked: ‘Gunga Dass, what is the good of the boat if I 
can’t get out anyhow?’ I recollect that even in my 
deepest trouble I had been speculating vaguely on the 
waste of ammunition in guarding an already well-pro- 
tected foreshore. 

Gunga Dass laughed again and made answer: ‘They 
have the boat only in daytime. It is for the reason 
that there is a way. I hope we shall have the pleasure 
of your company for much longer time. It isa pleasant 
spot when you have been here some years and eaten 
roast crow long enough.’ 

I staggered, numbed and helpless, towards the fetid 
burrow allotted to me, and fell asleep. An hour or so 
later I was awakened by a piercing scream — the shrill, 
high-pitched scream of a horse in pain. Those who 
have once heard that will never forget the sound. I 
found some little difficulty in scrambling out of the 
burrow. When I was in the open, I saw Pornic, my 
poor old Pornic, lying dead on the sandy soil. How 
they had killed him I cannot guess. Gunga Dass ex- 
plained that horse was better than crow, and ‘greatest 
good of greatest number is political maxim. We are 
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now Republic, Mister Jukes, and you are entitled to a 
fair share of the beast. If you like we will pass a vote 
of thanks. Shall I propose?’ 

Yes, we were a Republic indeed! A Republic of wild 
beasts penned at the bottom of a pit, to eat and fight 
and sleep till we died. JI attempted no protest of any 
kind, but sat down and stared at the hideous sight in 
front of me. In less time almost than it takes me to 
write this, Pornic’s body was divided, in some unclean 
way or other; the men and women had dragged the 
fragments on to the platform and were preparing their 
morning meal. Gunga Dass cooked mine. ‘The almost 
irresistible impulse to fly at the sand walls until I was 
wearied laid hold of me afresh, and I had to struggle 
against it with all my might. Gunga Dass was offen- 
sively jocular till I told him that if he addressed another 
remark of any kind whatever to me I should strangle 
him where he sat. This silenced him till the silence 
became insupportable, and I bade him say some- 
thing. 

“You will live here till you die like the other Feringhi,’ 
he said coolly, watching me over the fragment of gristle 
that he was gnawing. 

“What other Sahib, you swine? Speak at once, and 
don’t stop to tell me a he.’ 

‘He is over there,’ answered Gunga Dass, pointing to 
a burrow-mouth about four doors to the left of my own. 
“You can see for yourself. He died in the burrow as 
you will die, and I will die, and as all these men and 
women and the one child will also die.’ 

‘For pity’s sake tell me all you know about him. 
Who was he? When did he come, and when did he 
die?’ 
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This appeal was a weak step on my part. Gunga 
Dass only leered and replied: ‘I will not — unless you 
give me something first.’ 

Then I recollected where I was, and struck the man 
between the eyes, partially stunning him. He stepped 
down from the platform at once, and, cringing and 
fawning and weeping and attempting to embrace my 
feet, led me round to the burrow which he had indi- 
cated. 

‘I know nothing whatever about the gentleman. 
Your God be my witness that I do not. He was as 
anxious to escape as you were, and he was shot from the 
boat, though we all did all things to prevent him from 
attempting. He was shot here.’ Gunga Dass laid his 
hand on his lean stomach and bowed to the earth. 

‘Well, and what then? Go on!’ 

‘And then — and then, Your Honour, we carried him 
into his house and gave him water, and put wet cloths 
on the wound, and he laid down in his house and gave 
up the ghost.’ 

‘In how long? In how long?’ 

‘About half an hour after he received his wound. I 
call Vishnu to witness,’ yelled the wretched man, ‘that 
I did everything for him. Everything which was pos- 
sible, that I did!’ 

He threw himself down on the ground and clasped my 
ankles. But I had my doubts about Gunga Dass’s 
benevolence, and kicked him off as he lay protesting. 

‘I believe you robbed him of everything he had. But 
I can find out in a minute or two. How long was the 
Sahib here?’ 

‘Nearly a year and a half. I think he must have 
gone mad. But hear me swear, Protector of the Poor! 
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Won’t Your Honour hear me swear that I never touched 
an article that belonged to him? What is Your Wor- 
ship going to do?’ 

I had taken Gunga Dass by the waist and had hauled 
him on to the platform opposite the deserted burrow. 
As I did so I thought of my wretched fellow-prisoner’s 
unspeakable misery among all these horrors for eighteen 
months, and the final agony of dying like a rat in a hole, 
with a bullet-wound in the stomach. Gunga Dass 
fancied I was going to kill him and howled pitifully. 
The rest of the population, in the plethora that follows 
a full flesh meal, watched us without stirring. 

“Go inside, Gunga Dass,’ said I, ‘and fetch it out.’ 

I was feeling sick and faint with horror now. Gunga 
Dass nearly rolled off the platform and howled aloud. 

‘But I am Brahmin, Sahib — a high-caste Brahmin. 
By your soul, by your father’s soul, do not make me do 
this thing!’ 

‘Brahmin or no Brahmin, by my soul and my father’s 
soul, in you go!’ I said, and, seizing him by the shoul- 
ders, I crammed his head into the mouth of the burrow, 
kicked the rest of him in, and, sitting down, covered my 
face with my hands. 

At the end of a few minutes I heard a rustle and a 
creak; then Gunga Dass in a sobbing, choking whisper 
speaking to himself; then a soft thud — and I uncovered 
my eyes. 

The dry sand had turned the corpse entrusted to its 
keeping into a yellow-brown mummy. I told Gunga 
Dass to stand off while I examined it. The body — 
clad in an olive-green hunting-suit much stained and 
worn, with leather pads on the shoulders — was that of 
a man between thirty and forty, above middle height, 
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with light sandy hair, long moustache, and a rough 
unkempt beard. The left canine of the upper jaw was 
missing, and a portion of the lobe of the right ear was 
gone. On the second finger of the left hand was a ring 
— a shield-shaped bloodstone set in gold, with a mono- 
gram that might have been either ‘B. K.’ or ‘B. L.’ 
On the third finger of the right hand was a silver ring in 
the shape of a coiled cobra, much worn and tarnished. 
Gunga Dass deposited a handful of trifles he had picked 
out of the burrow at my feet, and, covering the face of 
the body with my handkerchief, I turned to examine 
these. I give the full list in the hope that it may lead 
to the identification of the unfortunate man: — 

1. Bowl of a briarwood pipe, serrated at the edge, much 
worn and blackened; bound with string at the screw. 

2. Two patent-lever keys; wards of both broken. 

3. Tortoise-shell handled penknife, silver or nickel, 
name-plate marked with monogram “‘B. K.’ 

4, Envelope, postmark undecipherable, bearing a Vic- 
torian stamp, addressed to ‘Miss Mon —’ (rest illegi- 
ble) — ‘ham’ — ‘nt.’ 

5. Imitation crocodile-skin notebook with pencil. First 
forty-five pages blank; four and a half illegible; fifteen 
others filled with private memoranda relating chiefly to 
three persons —a Mrs. L. Singleton, abbreviated several 
times to ‘Lot Single,’ ‘Mrs. 8. May,’ and ‘Garmison,’ 
referred to in places as ‘Jerry’ or ‘Jack.’ 

6. Handle of small-sized hunting-knife. Blade snapped 
short. Buck’s horn, diamond-cut, with swivel and ring 
on the butt; fragment of cotton cord attached. 

It must not be supposed that I inventoried all these 
things on the spot as fully as I have here written them 
down. The notebook first attracted my attention, and 
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I put it in my pocket with a view to studying it later on. 
The rest of the articles I conveyed to my burrow for 
safety’s sake, and there, being a methodical man, I 
inventoried them. I then returned to the corpse and 
ordered Gunga Dass to help me to carry it out to the 
river-front. While we were engaged in this, the ex- 
ploded shell of an old brown cartridge dropped out of 
one of the pockets and rolled at my feet. Gunga Dass 
had not seen it; and I fell to thinking that a man does 
not carry exploded cartridge-cases, especially ‘browns,’ 
which will not bear loading twice, about with him when 
shooting. In other words, that cartridge case had been 
fired inside the crater. Consequently there must be a 
gun somewhere. I was on the verge of asking Gunga 
Dass, but checked myself, knowing that he would lie. 
We laid the body down on the edge of the quicksand by 
the tussocks. It was my intention to push it out and let 
it be swallowed up — the only possible mode of burial 
that I could think of. I ordered Gunga Dass to go 
away. 

Then I gingerly put the corpse out on the quicksand. 
In doing so — it was lying face downward — I tore the 
frail and rotten khaki shooting-coat open, disclosing a 
hideous cavity in the back. I have already told you 
that the dry sand had, as it were, mummified the body. 
A moment’s glance showed that the gaping hole had 
been caused by a gunshot wound; the gun must have 
been fired with the muzzle almost touching the back. 
The shooting-coat, being intact, had been drawn over 
the body after death, which must have been instantane- 
ous. The secret of the poor wretch’s death was plain 
to me in a flash. Some one of the crater, presumably 
Gunga Dass, must have shot him with his own gun — 
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the gun that fitted the brown cartridges. He had never 
attempted to escape in the face of the rifle-fire from the 
boat. 

I pushed the corpse out hastily, and saw it sink 
from sight literally in a few seconds. I shuddered as I 
watched. In a dazed, half-conscious way I turned to 
peruse the notebook. A stained and discoloured slip 
of paper had been inserted between the binding and the 
back, and dropped out as I opened the pages. This is 
what it contained: ‘Four out from crow-clump; three 
left; nine out; two right; three back; two left; fourteen 
out; two left; seven out; one left; nine back; two right; 
six back; four right; seven back.’ The paper had been 
burnt and charred at the edges. What it meant I could 
not understand. Isat down on the dried bents, turning 
it over and over between my fingers, until I was aware 
of Gunga Dass standing immediately behind me with 
glowing eyes and outstretched hands. 

‘Have you got it?’ he panted. ‘Will you not let me 
look at it also? J swear that I will return it.’ 

‘Got what? Return what?’ I asked. 

‘That which you have in your hands. It will help us 
both.’ He stretched out his long bird-like talons, trem- 
bling with eagerness. 

‘I could never find it,’ he continued. ‘He had se- 
creted it about his person. ‘Therefore I shot him, but 
nevertheless I was unable to obtain it.’ 

Gunga Dass had quite forgotten his little fiction about 
the rifle-bullet. I heard him calmly. Morality is blunted 
by consorting with the Dead who are alive. 

‘What on earth are you raving about? What is it 
you want me to give you?’ 

‘The piece of paper in the notebook. It will help us 
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both. Oh, youfool! You fool! Can you not see what 
it will do for us? We shall escape!’ 

His voice rose almost to a scream, and he danced with 
excitement before me. I own I was moved at the 
chance of getting away. 

‘Do you mean to say that this slip of paper will help 
us? What does it mean?’ 

‘Read it aloud! Readit aloud! I beg and I pray to 
you to read it aloud.’ 

I did so. Gunga Dass listened delightedly, and drew 
an irregular line in the sand with his fingers. 

‘See now! It was the length of his gun-barrels with- 
out the stock. I have those barrels. Four gun-barrels 
out from the place where I caught crows. Straight out; 
do you mind me? Then three left. Ah! Now well I 
remember how that man worked it out night after night. 
Then nine out, andsoon. Out is always straight before 
you across the quicksand to the north. He told me so 
before I killed him.’ 

‘But if you knew all this why didn’t you get out 
before?’ 

‘I did not know it. He told me that he was working 
it out a year and a half ago, and how he was working it 
out night after night when the boat had gone away, 
and he could get out near the quicksand safely. Then 
he said that we would get away together. But I was 
afraid that he would leave me behind one night when he 
had worked it all out, and so I shot him. Besides, it is 
not advisable that the men who once get in here should 
escape. Only I, and I am a Brahmin.’ 

The hope of escape had brought Gunga Dass’s caste 
back to him. He stood up, walked about, and gesticu- 
lated violently. Eventually I managed to make him 
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talk soberly, and he told me how this Englishman had 
spent six months night after night in exploring, inch by 
inch, the passage across the quicksand; how he had 
declared it to be simplicity itself up to within about 
twenty yards of the river bank after turning the flank 
of the left horn of the horseshoe. This much he had 
evidently not completed when Gunga Dass shot him 
with his own gun. 

In my frenzy of delight at the possibilities of escape I 
recollect shaking hands wildly with Gunga Dass, after 
we had decided that we were to make an attempt to 
get away that very night. It was weary work waiting 
throughout the afternoon. 

About ten o’clock, as far as I could judge, when the 
moon had just risen above the lip of the crater, Gunga 
Dass made a move for his burrow to bring out the gun- 
barrels whereby to measure our path. All the other 
wretched inhabitants had retired to their lairs long ago. 
The guardian boat drifted downstream some hours 
before, and we were utterly alone by the crow-clump. 
Gunga Dass, while carrying the gun-barrels, let slip the 
piece of paper which was to be our guide. I stooped 
down hastily to recover it, and, as I did so, I was aware 
that the creature was aiming a violent blow at the back 
of my head with the gun-barrels. It was too late to 
turn round. I must have received the blow somewhere 
on the nape of my neck, for I fell senseless at the edge of 
the quicksand. 

When I recovered consciousness the moon was going 
down, and I was sensible of intolerable pain in the 
back of my head. Gunga Dass had disappeared and my 
mouth was full of blood. J lay down again and prayed 
that I might die without more ado. Then the unrea- 
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soning fury which I have before mentioned laid hold 
upon me, and I staggered inland towards the walls of the 
crater. It seemed that some one was calling to me 
in a whisper — ‘Sahib! Sahib! Sahib!’ exactly as my 
bearer used to call me in the mornings. I fancied that 
I was delirious until a handful of sand fell at my feet. 
Then I looked up and saw a head peering down into the 
amphitheatre — the head of Dunnoo, my dog-boy, who 
attended to my collies. As soon as he had attracted my 
attention, he held up his hand and showed a rope. I 
motioned, staggering to and fro the while, that he 
should throw it down. It was a couple of leather 
punkah-ropes knotted together, with a loop at one end. 
I slipped the loop over my head and under my arms; 
heard Dunnoo urge something forward; was conscious 
that I was being dragged, face downward, up the steep 
sand-slope, and the next instant found myself choked 
and half-fainting on the sand-hills overlooking the crater. 
Dunnoo, with his face ashy gray in the moonlight, im- 
plored me not to stay, but to get back to my tent at 
once. 

It seems that he had tracked Pornic’s footprints four- 
teen miles across the sands to the crater; had returned 
and told my servants, who flatly refused to meddle with 
any one, white or black, once fallen into the hideous 
Village of the Dead; whereupon Dunnoo had taken one 
of my ponies and a couple of punkah ropes, returned 
to the crater, and hauled me out as I have described. 
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‘Brother to a Prince and fellow to a beggar if he be 
found worthy’ 


life, and one not easy to follow. I have been 

fellow to a beggar again and again under cir- 
cumstances which prevented either of us finding out 
whether the other was worthy. I have still to be 
brother to a Prince, though I once came near to kinship 
with what might have been a veritable King, and was 
promised the reversion of a Kingdom — army, law- 
courts, revenue, and policy all complete. But, to-day, 
I greatly fear that my King is dead, and if I want a 
crown I must go hunt it for myself. 

The beginning of everything was in a railway train 
upon the road to Mhow from Ajmir. ‘There had been a 
Deficit in the Budget, which necessitated travelling, 
not Second-class, which is only half as dear as First- 
class, but by Intermediate, which is very awful indeed. 
There are no cushions in the Intermediate class, and the 
population are either Intermediate, which is Eurasian, 
or native, which for a long night journey is nasty, or 
Loafer, which is amusing though intoxicated. Inter- 
mediates do net buy from refreshment-rooms. They 
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carry their food in bundles and pots, and buy sweets 
from the native sweetmeat-sellers, and drink the road- 
side water. That is why in the hot weather Interme- 
diates are taken out of the carriages dead, and in all 
weathers are most properly looked down upon. 

My particular Intermediate happened to be empty 
till I reached Nasirabad, when a big black-browed 
gentleman in shirt-sleeves entered, and, following the 
custom of Intermediates, passed the time of day. He 
was a wanderer and a vagabond like myself, but with an 
educated taste for whisky. He told tales of things he 
had seen and done, of out-of-the-way corners of the 
Empire into which he had penetrated, and of adven- 
tures in which he risked his life for a few days’ food. 

‘If India was filled with men like you and me, not 
knowing more than the crows where they'd get their 
next day’s rations, it isn’t seventy millions of revenue 
the land would be paying — it’s seven hundred millions,’ 
said he; and as I looked at his mouth and chin I was 
disposed to agree with him. 

We talked politics — the politics of Loaferdom, that 
sees things from the underside where the lath and plas- 
ter is not smoothed off — and we talked postal arrange- 
ments because my friend wanted to send a telegram 
back from the next station to Ajmir, the turning-off 
place from the Bombay to the Mhow line as you travel 
westward. My friend had no money beyond eight 
annas, which he wanted for dinner, and I had no 
money at all, owing to the hitch in the Budget before 
mentioned. Further, I was going into a wilderness 
where, though I should resume touch with the Treasury, 
there were no telegraph offices. I was, therefore, un- 
able to help him in any way. 
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‘We might threaten a Station-master, and make him 
send a wire on tick,’ said my friend, ‘but that’d mean 
inquiries for you and for me, and I’ve got my hands full 
these days. Did you say you are travelling back along 
this line within any days?’ 

‘Within ten,’ I said. 

‘Can’t you make it eight?’ said he. ‘Mine is rather 
urgent business.’ 

‘I can send your telegram within ten days if that will 
serve you,’ I said. 

‘T couldn’t trust the wire to fetch him now I think of 
it. It’s this way: He leaves Delhi on the 23d for 
Bombay. ‘That means he’ll be running through Ajmir 
about the night of the 23d.’ 

‘But I’m going into the Indian Desert,’ I explained. 

“Well and good,’ said he. ‘You'll be changing at 
Marwar Junction to get into Jodhpore territory — you 
must do that — and he’ll be coming through Marwar 
Junction in the early morning of the 24th by the Bom- 
bay Mail. Can you be at Marwar Junction on that 
time? ’Twon’t be inconveniencing you because I know 
that there’s precious few pickings to be got out of these 
Central India States — even though you pretend to be 
correspondent of the “‘Backwoodsman.” ’ 

‘Have you ever tried that trick?’ I asked. 

‘Again and again, but the Residents find you out, and 
then you get escorted to the Border before you've time 
to get your knife into them. But about my friend here. 
I must give him a word o’ mouth to tell him what’s 
come to me or else he won’t know where to go. I would 
take it more than kind of you if you was to come out of 
Central India in time to catch him at Marwar Junction, 
and say to him: ‘He has gone South for the week.” 
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He’ll know what that means. He’s a big man with a 
red beard, and a great swell he is. You'll find him 
sleeping like a gentleman with all his luggage round him 
in a Second-class compartment. But don’t you be 
afraid. Slip down the window, and say: “He has 
gone South for the week,” and he'll tumble. It’s only 
cutting your time of stay in those parts by two days. I 
ask you as a stranger — going to the West,’ he said with 
emphasis. 

“Where have you come from?’ said I. 

‘From the East,’ said he, ‘and I am hoping that you 
will give him the message on the Square — for the sake 
of my Mother as well as your own.’ 

Englishmen are not usually softened by appeals to 
the memory of their mothers, but for certain reasons, 
which will be fully apparent, I saw fit to agree. 

‘It’s more than a little matter,’ said he, ‘and that’s 
why I asked you to do it — and now I know that I can 
depend on you doing it. A Second-class carriage at Mar- 
war Junction, and a red-haired man asleep in it. You'll 
besure toremember. I get out at the next station, and I 
must hold on there till he comes or sends me what I want.’ 

“lll give the message if I catch him,’ I said, “and for 
the sake of your Mother as well as mine I'll give you a 
word of advice. Don’t try to run the Central India 
States just now as the correspondent of the ‘‘ Backwoods- 
man.” ‘There’s a real one knocking about here, and it 
might lead to trouble.’ 

‘Thank you,’ said he simply, ‘and when will the 
swine be gone? I can’t starve because he’s ruining my 
work. I wanted to get hold of the Degumber Rajah 
down here about his father’s widow, and give him a 
jump.’ 
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“What did he do to his father’s widow, then?’ 

‘Filled her up with red pepper and slippered her to 
death as she hung from a beam. I found that out 
myself, and I’m the only man that would dare going 
into the State to get hush-money for it. They’ll try 
to poison me, same as they did in Chortumna when I 
went on the loot there. But you’ll give the man at 
Marwar Junction my message?’ 

He got out at a little roadside station, ane I reflected. 
I had heard, more than once, of men personating cor- 
respondents of newspapers and bleeding small Native 
States with threats of exposure, but I had never met 
any of the caste before. They lead a hard life, and 
generally die with great suddenness. The Native States 
have a wholesome horror of English newspapers which 
may throw light on their peculiar methods of govern- 
ment, and do their best to choke correspondents with 
champagne, or drive them out of their mind with four- 
in-hand barouches. They do not understand that 
nobody cares a straw for the internal administration of 
Native States so long as oppression and crime are kept 
within decent limits, and the ruler is not drugged, drunk, 
or diseased from one end of the year to the other. 
They are the dark places of the earth, full of unimagina- 
ble cruelty, touching the Railway and the Telegraph on 
one side, and, on the other, the days of Harun-al- 
Raschid. When I left the train I did business with 
divers Kings, and in eight days passed through many 
changes of life. Sometimes I wore dress-clothes and 
consorted with Princes and Politicals, drinking from 
crystal and eating from silver. Sometimes I lay out 
upon the ground and devoured what I could get, from a 
plate made of leaves, and drank the running water, and 
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slept under the same rugs as my servant. It was all in 
the day’s work. 

Then I headed for the Great Indian Desert upon the 
proper date, as I had promised, and the night Mail set 
me down at Marwar Junction, where a funny, little, 
happy-go-lucky, native-managed railway runs to Jodh- 
pore. The Bombay Mail from Delhi makes a short 
halt at Marwar. She arrived as I got in, and I had 
just time to hurry to her platform and go down the 
carriages. There was only one Second-class on the 
train. I slipped the window and looked down upon a 
flaming red beard, half covered by a railway rug. That 
was my man, fast asleep, and I dug him gently in the 
ribs. He woke with a grunt, and I saw his face in the 
light of the lamps. It was a great and shining face. 

“Tickets again?’ said he. 

‘No,’ said I. ‘I am to tell you that he is gone South 
for the week. He has gone South for the week!’ 

The train had begun to move out. The red man 
rubbed his eyes. ‘He has gone South for the week,’ he 
repeated. ‘Now that’s just like his impidence. Did he 
say that I was to give you anything? °*Cause I won’t.’ 

‘He didn’t,’ I said, and dropped away, and watched 
the red lights die out in the dark. It was horribly cold, 
because the wind was blowing off the sands. I climbed 
into my own train — not an Intermediate Carriage this 
time — and went to sleep. 

If the man with the beard had given me a rupee I 
should have kept it as a memento of a rather curious 
affair. But the consciousness of having done my duty 
was my only reward. 

Later on I reflected that two gentlemen like my 
friends could not do any good if they forgathered and 
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personated correspondents of newspapers, and might, if 
they blackmailed one of the little rat-trap states of 
Central India or Southern Rajputana, get themselves 
into serious difficulties. I therefore took some trouble 
to describe them as accurately as I could remember to 
people who would be interested in deporting them; 
and succeeded, so I was later informed, in having them 
headed back from the Degumber borders. 

Then I became respectable, and returned to an Office 
where there were no Kings and no incidents outside the 
daily manufacture of a newspaper. A newspaper office 
seems to attract every conceivable sort of person, to the 
prejudice of discipline. Zenana-mission ladies arrive, 
and beg that the Editor will instantly abandon all his 
duties to describe a Christian prize-giving in a back- 
slum of a perfectly inaccessible village; Colonels who 
have been overpassed for command sit down and sketch 
the outline of a series of ten, twelve, or twenty-four 
leading articles on Seniority versus Selection; Mission- 
aries wish to know why they have not been permitted 
to escape from their regular vehicles of abuse and swear 
at a brother-missionary under special patronage of the 
editorial We; stranded theatrical companies troop up to 
explain that they cannot pay for their advertisements, 
but on their return from New Zealand or Tahiti will do 
so with interest; inventors of patent punkah-pulling 
machines, carriage couplings, and unbreakable swords 
and axle-trees, call with specifications in their pockets 
and hours at their disposal; tea-companies enter and 
elaborate their prospectuses with the office pens; secre- 
taries of ball-committees clamour to have the glories 
of their last dance more fully described; strange 
ladies rustle in and say, ‘I want a hundred lady’s cards 
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printed at once, please,’ which is manifestly part of an 
Editor’s duty; and every dissolute ruffian that ever 
tramped the Grand Trunk Road makes it his business 
to ask for employment as a proof-reader. And, all the 
time, the telephone-bell is ringing madly, and Kings 
are being killed on the Continent, and Empires are say- 
ing, ‘You’re another,’ and Mister Gladstone is calling 
down brimstone upon the British Dominions, and the 
little black copy-boys are whining, ‘kaa-pi chay-ha-yeh’ 
(copy wanted) like tired bees, and most of the paper is 
as blank as Modred’s shield. 

But that is the amusing part of the year. There are 
six other months when none ever comes to call, and the 
thermometer walks inch by inch up to the top of the 
glass, and the office is darkened to just above reading- 
light, and the press-machines are red-hot of touch, and 
nobody writes anything but accounts of amusements 
in the Hill-stations or obituary notices. Then the 
telephone becomes a tinkling terror, because it tells you 
of the sudden deaths of men and women that you knew 
intimately, and the prickly-heat covers you with a 
garment, and you sit down and write: ‘A slight in- 
crease of sickness is reported from the Khuda Janta 
Khan District. The outbreak is purely sporadic in its 
nature, and, thanks to the energetic efforts of the Dis- 
trict authorities, is now almost at an end. It is, how- 
ever, with deep regret we record the death,’ ete. 

Then the sickness really breaks out, and the less 
recording and reporting the better for the peace of the 
subscribers. But the Empires and the Kings continue 
to divert themselves as selfishly as before, and the 
Foreman thinks that a daily paper really ought to come 
out once in twenty-four hours, and all the people at the 
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Fhul-stations in the middle of their amusements say: 
“Good gracious! Why can’t the paper be sparkling? 
I’m sure there’s plenty going on up here.’ 

That is the dark half of the moon, and, as the adver- 
tisements say, “must be experienced to be appreciated.’ 

It was in that season, and a remarkably evil season, 
that the paper began running the last issue of the week 
on Saturday night, which is to say, Sunday morning, 
after the custom of a London paper. This was a great 
convenience, for immediately after the paper was put 
to bed, the dawn would lower the thermometer from 
96 degrees to almost 84 degrees for half an hour, and 
in that chill — you have no idea how cold is 84 degrees 
on the grass until you begin to pray for it — a very tired 
man could get off to sleep ere the heat roused him. 

One Saturday night it was my pleasant duty to put 
the paper to bed alone. A King or courtier or a courte- 
san or a Community was going to die or get a new 
Constitution, or do something that was important on 
the other side of the world, and the paper was to be held 
open till the latest possible minute in order to catch the 
telegram. 

It was a pitchy black night, as stifling as a June night 
can be, and the loo, the red-hot wind from the westward, 
was booming among the tinder-dry trees and pretend- 
ing that the rain was onitsheels. Nowand again a spot 
of almost boiling water would fall on the dust with the 
flop of a frog, but all our weary world knew that was 
only pretence. It was a shade cooler in the press-room 
than the office, so I sat there, while the type ticked and 
clicked, and the night-jars hooted at the windows, and 
the all but naked compositors wiped the sweat from 
their foreheads, and called for water. The thing that 
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was keeping us back, whatever it was, would not come 
off, though the loo dropped and the last type was set, 
and the whole round earth stood still in the choking heat 
with its finger on its lip, to wait the event. I drowsed, 
and wondered whether the telegraph was a blessing, and 
whether this dying man, or struggling people, might 
be aware of the inconvenience the delay was causing. 
There was no special reason beyond the heat and worry 
to make tension, but, as the clock-hands crept up to 
three o’clock, and the machines spun their fly-wheels 
two or three times to see that all was in order before I 
said the word that would set them off, I could have 
shrieked aloud. 

Then the roar and rattle of the wheels shivered the 
quiet into little bits. I rose to go away, but two men 
in white clothes stood in frontof me. The first one said: 
“Its him!’ The second: said: “So tis!’ And they 
both laughed almost as loudly as the machinery roared, 
and mopped their foreheads. ‘We seed there was a light 
burning across the road, and we were sleeping in that 
ditch there for coolness, and I said to my friend here, 
The office is open. Let’s come along and speak to him 
as turned us back from the Degumber State,’ said the 
smaller of the two. He was the man I had met in the 
Mhow train, and his fellow was the red-bearded man 
of Marwar Junction. ‘There was no mistaking the eye- 
brows of the one or the beard of the other. 

I was not pleased, because I wished to go to sleep, not 
to squabble with loafers. ‘What do you want?’ Lasked. 

“Half an hour’s talk with you, cool and comfortable, 
in the office,’ said the red-bearded man. ‘We’d like 
some drink — the Contrack doesn’t begin yet, Peachey. 
so you needn’t look — but what we really want is ad- 
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vice. Wedon’t want money. We ask you asa favour, 
because we found out you did us a bad turn about 
Degumber State.’ 

I led from the press-room to the stifling office with the 
maps on the walls, and the red-haired man rubbed his 
hands. ‘That’s something like,’ said he. ‘This was 
the proper shop to come to. Now, Sir, let me introduce 
to you Brother Peachey Carnehan, that’s him, and 
Brother Daniel Dravot, that is me, and the less said 
about our professions the better, for we have been most 
things in our time. Soldier, sailor, compositor, photog- 
rapher, proof-reader, street-preacher, and correspon- 
dents of the ““Backwoodsman”’ when we thought the 
paper wanted one. Carnehan is sober, and so am I. 
Look at us first, and see that’s sure. It will save you 
cutting into my talk. We’ll take one of your cigars 
apiece, and you shall see us light up.’ 

I watched the test. The men were absolutely sober, 
so I gave them each a tepid whisky and soda. 

‘Well and good,’ said Carnehan of the eyebrows, wip- 
ing the froth from his moustache. ‘Let me talk now, 
Dan. We have been all over India, mostly on foot. 
We have been boiler-fitters, engine-drivers, petty con- 
tractors, and all that, and we have decided that India 
isn’t big enough for such as us.’ 

They certainly were too big for the office. Dravot’s 
beard seemed to fill half the room and Carnehan’s 
shoulders the other half, as they sat on the big table. 
Carnehan continued: ‘The country isn’t half worked 
out, because they that governs it won’t let you touch it. 
They spend all their blessed time in governing it, and 
you can’t lift a spade, nor chip a rock, nor look for oil, 
nor anything like that, without all the Government 
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>’ 


saying, “Leave it alone, and let us govern.” Therefore, 
such as it is, we will let it alone, and go away to some 
other place where a man isn’t crowded and can come to 
his own. We are not little men, and there is nothing 
that we are afraid of except Drink, and we have signed 
a Contrack on that. Therefore, we are going away to 
be Kings.’ 

‘Kings in our own right,’ muttered Dravot. 

‘Yes, of course,’ I said. ‘You’ve been tramping in 
the sun, and it’s a very warm night, and hadn’t you 
better sleep over the notion? Come to-morrow.’ 

‘Neither drunk nor sunstruck,’ said Dravot. ‘We 
have slept over the notion half a year, and require to 
see Books and Atlases, and we have decided that there 
is only one place now in the world that two strong men 
can Sar-a-whack. They call if Kafiristan. By my 
reckoning it’s the top right-hand corner of Afghanistan, 
not more than three hundred miles from Peshawar. 
They have two-and-thirty heathen idols there, and we'll 
be the thirty-third and fourth. It’s a mountaineous 
country, and the women of those parts are very beau- 
tiful.’ 

‘But that is provided against in the Contrack,’ said 
Carnehan. ‘Neither Woman nor Liqu-or, Daniel.’ 

‘And that’s all we know, except that no one has gone 
there, and they fight; and in any place where they fight 
a man who knows how to drill men can always be a 
King. We shall go to those parts and say to any King 
we find —‘** D’you want to vanquish your foes?”’ and we 
will show him how to drill men; for that we know better 
than anything else. Then we will subvert that King 
and seize his Throne and establish a Dy-nasty.’ 

“Youll be cut to pieces before you're fifty miles 
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across the Border,’ I said. ‘You have to travel through 
Afghanistan to get to that country. It’s one mass of 
mountains and peaks and glaciers, and no Englishman 
has been through it. ‘The people are utter brutes, and 
even if you reached them you couldn’t do anything.’ 

“That’s more like,’ said Carnehan. ‘If you could 
think us a little more mad we would be more pleased. 
We have come to you to know about this country, to 
read a book about it, and to be shown maps. We want 
you to tell us that we are fools and to show us your 
books.’ He turned to the bookcases. 

“Are you at all in earnest?’ I said. 

“A little,’ said Dravot sweetly. ‘As big a map as you 
have got, even if it’s all blank where Kafiristan is, and 
any books you’ve got. We can read, though we aren’t 
very educated.’ ; 

I uncased the big thirty-two-miles-to-the-inch map 
of India, and two smaller Frontier maps, hauled down 
volume INF-KAN of the ‘Encyclopedia Britannica,’ 
and the men consulted them. 

‘See here!’ said Dravot, his thumb on the map. ‘Up 
to Jagdallak, Peachey and me know the road. We 
was there with Roberts’ Army. We'll have to turn off 
to the right at Jagdallak through Laghmann territory. 
Then we get among the hills — fourteen thousand feet 
— fifteen thousand — it will be cold work there, but it 
don’t look very far on the mep.’ 

I handed him Wood on the ‘Sources of the Oxus.’ 
Carnehan was deep in the ‘Encyclopedia.’ 

“They’re a mixed lot,’ said Dravot reflectively; ‘and 
it won’t help us to know the names of their tribes. The 
more tribes the more they’ll fight, and the better for us. 
From Jagdallak to Ashang — H’mm!’ 
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‘But all the information about the country is as 
sketchy and inaccurate as can be,’ I protested. ‘No 
one knows anything about it really. Herc’s the file of 
the ‘‘United Services’ Institute.” Read what Bellew 
says.’ 

‘Blow Bellew!’ said Carnehan. ‘Dan, they’re a stinkin’ 
lot of heathens, but this book here says they think 
they’re related to us English.’ 

I smoked while the men pored over Raverty, Wood, 
the maps, and the ‘Encyclopedia.’ 

‘There is no use your waiting,’ said Dravot politely. 
“It’s about four o'clock now. We'll go before six 
o’clock if you want to sleep, and we won’t steal any of 
the papers. Don’t you sit up. We’re two harmless 
lunatics, and if you come to-morrow evening down to 
the Serai we'll say good-bye to you.’ 

‘You are two fools,’ I answered. ‘You'll be turned 
back at the Frontier or cut up the minute you set foot in 
Afghanistan. Do you want any money or a recom- 
mendation down-country? Ican help you to the chance 
of work next week.’ 

‘Next week we shall be hard at work ourselves, thank 
you, said Dravot. “It isnt so easy being a King’as it 
looks. When we’ve got our Kingdom in going order 
we'll let you know, and you can come up and help us to 
govern It.’ 

“Would two lunatics make a contrack like that?’ said 
Carnehan, with subdued pride, showing me a greasy 
half-sheet of notepaper on which was written the follow- 
ing. I copied it, then and there, as a curiosity — 


This Contract between me and you persuing wit- 
nesseth in the name of God — Amen and so forth. 
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(One) That me and you will settle this matter to- 
gether; i.e. to be Kings of Kafiristan. 
(Two) That you and me will not, while this matter is 
being settled, look at any Liquor, nor any 
Woman black, white, or brown, so as to get 
mixed up with one or the other harmful. 
(Three) That we conduct ourselves with Dignity and 
Discretion, and if one of us gets into trouble 
the other will stay by him. 
Signed by you and me this day. 
Peachey Taliaferro Carnehan. 
Daniel Dravot. 
Both Gentlemen at Large. 


‘There was no need for the last article,’ said Carnehan, 
blushing modestly; “but it looks regular. Now you 
know the sort of men that loafers are — we are loafers, 
Dan, until we get out of India — and do you think that 
we would sign a Contrack like that unless we was in 
earnest? We have kept away from the two things that 
make life worth having.’ 

‘You won’t enjoy your lives much longer if you are 
going to try this idiotic adventure. Don’t set the office 
on fire,’ I said, ‘and go away before nine o’clock.’ 

I left them still poring over the maps and making 
notes on the back of the ‘Contrack.’ ‘Be sure to come 
down to the Serai to-morrow,’ were their parting words. 

The Kumharsen Serai is the great four-square sink of 
humanity where the strings of camels and horses from 
the North load and unload. All the nationalities of 
Central Asia may be found there, and most of the folk 
of India proper. Balkh and Bokhara there meet Ben- 
gal and Bombay, and try to draw eye-teeth. You can 
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buy ponies, turquoises, Persian pussy-cats, saddle-bags, 
fat-tailed sheep and musk in the Kumharsen Serai, and 
get many strange things for nothing. In the afternoon 
I went down to see whether my friends intended to keep 
their word or were lying there drunk. 

A priest attired in fragments of ribbons and rags 
stalked up to me, gravely twisting a child’s paper whirl 
igig. Behind him was his servant bending under the load 
of a crate of mud toys. The two were loading up two 
camels, and the inhabitants of the Serai watched them 
with shrieks of laughter. 

‘The priest is mad,’ said a horse-dealer to me. ‘He 
is going up to Kabul to sell toys to the Amir. He will 
either be raised to honour or have his head cut off. He 
came in here this morning and has been behaving madly 
ever since.’ 

“The witless are under the protection of God,’ stam- 
mered a flat-cheeked Usbeg in broken Hindu. ‘They 
foretell future events.’ 

“Would they could have foretold that my caravan 
would have been cut up by the Shinwaris almost within 
shadow of the Pass!’ grunted the Eusufzai agent of a 
Rajputana trading-house whose goods had been di- 
verted into the hands of other robbers just across the 
Border, and whose misfortunes were the laughing-stock 
of the bazar. ‘Ohe, priest, whence come you and whither 
do you go?’ 

‘From Roum have I come,’ shouted the priest, wav- 
ing his whirligig; ‘from Roum, blown by the breath of a 
hundred devils across the sea! O thieves, robbers, liars, 
the blessing of Pir Khan on pigs, dogs, and perjurers! 
Who will take the Protected of God to the North to sell 
charms that are never still to the Amir? The camels 
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shall not gall, the sons shall not fall sick, and the wives 
shall remain faithful while they are away, of the men 
who give me place in their caravan. Who will assist 
me to slipper the King of the Roos with.a golden slipper 
with a silver heel? The protection of Pir Khan be upon 
his labours!’ He spread out the skirts of his gaber- 
dine and pirouetted between the lines of tethered horses. 

“There starts a caravan from Peshawar to Kabul in 
twenty days, Huzrut,’ said the Eusufzai trader. ‘My 
camels go therewith. Do thou also go and bring us 
good luck.’ 

‘IT will go even now!’ shouted the priest. ‘I will 
depart upon my winged camels, and be at Peshawar ina 
day! Ho! Hazar Mir Khan,’ he yelled to his servant, 
‘drive out the camels, but let me first mount my own.’ 

He leaped on the back of his beast as it knelt, and, 
turning round to me, cried: ‘Come thou also, Sahib, 
a little along the road, and I will sell thee a charm — 
an amulet that shall make thee King of Kafiristan.’ 

Then the light broke upon me, and I followed the two 
camels out of the Serai till we reached open road and the 
priest halted. 

‘What d’you think o’ that?’ said he in English. 
‘Carnehan can’t talk their patter, so ’'ve made him my 
servant. He makes a handsome servant. ’*Tisn’t for 
nothing that I’ve been knocking about the country for 
fourteen years. Didn’t I do that talk neat? We'll 
hitch on to a caravan at Peshawar till we get to Jagdal- 
lak, and then we’ll see if we can get donkeys for our 
camels, and strike into Kafiristan. Whirligigs for the 
Amir, O Lor! Put your hand under the camel-bags 
and tell me what you feel.’ 

I felt the butt of a Martini, and another and another. 
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Twenty of ’em,’ said Dravot placidly. ‘Twenty of 
°em and ammunition to correspond, under the whirligigs 
and the mud dolls.’ 

‘Heaven help you if you are caught with those 
things!’ I said. ‘A Martiniis worth her weight in silver 
among the Pathans.’ 

‘Fifteen hundred rupees of capital — every rupee we 
could beg, borrow, or steal — are invested on these two 
camels,’ said Dravot. ‘We won’t get caught. We're 
going through the Khaiber with a regular caravan. 
Who’d touch a poor mad priest?’ 

‘Have you got everything you want?’ I asked, over- 
come with astonishment. 

‘Not yet, but we shall soon. Give us a memento of 
your kindness, Brother. You did me a service, yester- 
day, and that time in Marwar. Half my Kingdom 
shall you have, as the saying is.’ I slipped a small 
charm compass from my watch-chain and handed it up 
to the priest. 

‘Good-bye,’ said Dravot, giving me hand cautiously. 
“It’s the last time we’ll shake hands with an Englishman 
these many days. Shake hands with him, Carnehan,’ 
he cried, as the second camel passed me. 

Carnehan leaned down and shook hands. Then the 
camels passed away along the dusty road, and I was 
left alone to wonder. My eye could detect no failure in 
the disguises. The scene in the Serai proved that they 
were complete to the native mind. ‘There was just the 
chance, therefore, that Carnehan and Dravot would be 
able to wander through Afghanistan without detection. 
But, beyond, they would find death — certain and aw- 
ful death. 

Ten days later a native correspondent, giving me the 
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news of the day from Peshawar, wound up his letter 
with: ‘There has been much laughter here on account 
of a certain mad priest who is going in his estimation to 
sell petty gauds and insignificant trinkets which he 
ascribes as great charms to H. H. the Amir of Bokhara. 
He passed through Peshawar and associated himself to 
the Second Summer caravan that goes to Kabul. The 
merchants are pleased because through superstition 
they imagine that such mad fellows bring good for- 
tune.’ 

The two, then, were beyond the Border. I would 
have prayed for them, but, that night, a real King died 
in Europe, and demanded an obituary notice. 


The wheel of the world swings through the same 
phases again and again. Summer passed and winter 
thereafter, and came and passed again. The daily 
paper continued and I with it, and upon the third sum- 
mer there fell a hot night, a night-issue, and a strained 
waiting for something to be telegraphed from the 
other side of the world, exactly as had happened 
before. A few great men had died in the past two years, 
the machines worked with more clatter, and some of the 
trees in the office garden were a few feet taller. But 
that was all the difference. 

I passed over to the press-room, and went through 
just such a scene as I have already described. The 
nervous tension was stronger than it had been two years 
before, and I felt the heat more acutely. At three 
o’clock I cried, ‘Print off,’ and turned to go, when there 
crept to my chair what was left of aman. Hewas bent 
into a circle, his head was sunk between his shoulders, 
and he moved his feet one over the other like a bear. I 
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could hardly see whether he walked or crawled — this 
rag-wrapped, whining cripple who addressed me by name, 
crying that he was come back. “Can you give me a 
drink?’ he whimpered. ‘For the Lord’s sake give me a 
drink!’ 

I went back to the office, the man following with 
groans of pain, and I turned up the lamp. 

‘Don’t you know me?’ he gasped, dropping into a 
chair, and he turned his drawn face, surmounted by a 
shock of gray hair, to the light. 

I looked at him intently. Once before had I seen 
eyebrows that met over the nose in an inch-broad band, 
but for the life of me I could not tell where. 

‘I don’t know you,’ I said, handing him the whisky. 
“What can I do for you?’ 

He took a gulp of the spirit raw, and shivered in spite 
of the suffocating heat. 

‘I’ve come back,’ he repeated; ‘and I was the King of 
Kafiristan — me and Dravot — crowned Kings we was! 
In this office we settled it — you setting there and giv- 
ing us the books. J am Peachey — Peachey Taliaferro 
Carnehan, and you’ve been setting here ever since — O 
Lord!’ 

I was more than a little astonished, and expressed my 
feelings accordingly. 

“It’s true,’ said Carnehan, with a dry cackle, nursing 
his feet, which were wrapped in rags. ‘True as gospel. 
Kings we were, with crowns upon our heads — me and 
Dravot — poor Dan — oh, poor, poor Dan, that would 
never take advice, not though I begged of him!’ 

‘Take the whisky,’ I said, ‘and take your own time. 
Tell me all you can recollect of everything from begin- 
ning toend. You got across the Border on your camels, 
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Dravot dressed as a mad priest and you his servant. 
Do you remember that?’ 

“J ain’t mad — yet, but I shall be that way soon. Of 
course [remember. Keep looking at me, or maybe my 
words will go all to pieces. Keep looking at me in my 
eyes and don’t say anything.’ 

I leaned forward and looked into his face as steadily 
as I could. He dropped one hand upon the table and I 
grasped it by the wrist. It was twisted like a bird’s 
claw, and upon the back was a ragged red diamond- 
shaped scar. 

“No, don’t look there. Look at me,’ said Carnehan. 
“That comes afterwards, but for the Lord’s sake don’t 
distrack me. We left with that caravan, me and Dra- 
vot playing all sorts of antics to amuse the people we 
were with. Dravot used to make us laugh in the even- 
ings when all the people was cooking their dinners — 
cooking their dinners, and . . . what did they do 
then? They lit little fires with sparks that went into 
Dravot’s beard, and we all laughed — fit to die. Little 
red fires they was, going into Dravot’s big red beard 
—so funny.’ His eyes left mine and he smiled fool- 
ishly. 

“You went as far as Jagdallak with that caravan,’ I 
said at a venture, ‘after you had lit those fires. To Jag- 
dallak, where you turned off to try to get into Kafiris- 
tan.’ 

“No, we didn’t neither. What are you talking about? 
We turned off before Jagdallak, because we heard the 
roads was good. But they wasn’t good enough for our 
two camels — mine and Dravot’s. When we left the 
caravan, Dravot took off all his clothes and mine too, 
and said we would be heathen, because the Kafirs didn’t 
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allow Mohammedans to talk to them. So we dressed 
betwixt and between, and such a sight as Daniel Dravot 
I never saw yet nor expect to see again. He burned 
half his beard, and slung a sheep-skin over his shoulder, 
and shaved his head into patterns. He shaved mine, 
too, and made me wear outrageous things to look like a 
heathen. That was in a most mountaineous country, 
and our camels couldn’t go along any more because of 
the mountains. They were tall and black, and coming 
home I saw them fight like wild goats — there are lots 
of goats in Kafiristan. And these mountains, they never 
keep still, no more than the goats. Always fighting 
they are, and don’t let you sleep at night.’ 

‘Take some more whisky,’ I said very slowly. ‘What 
did you and Daniel Dravot do when the camels could go 
no farther because of the rough roads that led into Kafir- 
istan?’ 

“What did which do? There was a party called 
Peachey Taliaferro Carnehan that was with Dravot. 
Shall I tell you about him? He died out there in the 
cold. Slap from the bridge fell old Peachey, turning 
and twisting in the air like a penny whirligig that you 
can sell to the Amir. — No; they was two for three-ha’ 
pence, those whirligigs, or I am much mistaken and 
woful sore. . . . And then these camels were no 
use, and Peachey said to Dravot — “For the Lord’s 
sake let’s get out of this before our heads are chopped 
off,’ and with that they killed the camels all among the 
mountains, not having anything in particular to eat, but 
first they took off the boxes with the guns and the 
ammunition, till two men came along driving four mules. 
Dravot up and dances in front of them, singing — 
“Sell me four mules.” Says the first man — “If you 
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are rich enough to buy, you are rich enough to rob’’; 
but before ever he could put his hand to his knife, 
Dravot breaks his neck over his knee, and the other 
party runs away. So Carnehan loaded the mules with 
the rifles that was taken off the camels, and together 
we starts forward into those bitter cold mountaineous 
parts, and never a road broader than the back of your 
hand.’ 

He paused for a moment, while I asked him if he could 
remember the nature of the country through which he 
had journeyed. 

‘I am telling you as straight as I can, but my head 
isn’t as good as it might be. They drove nails through 
it to make me hear better how Dravot died. The coun- 
try was mountaineous and the mules were most con- 
trary, and the inhabitants was dispersed and solitary. 
They went up and up, and down and down, and that 
other party, Carnehan, was imploring of Dravot not to 
sing and whistle so loud, for fear of bringing. down the 
tremenjus avalanches. But Dravot says that if a King 
couldn’t sing it wasn’t worth being King, and whacked 
the mules over the rump, and never took no heed for ten 
cold days. Wecame to a big level valley all among the 
mountains, and the mules were near dead, so we killed 
them, not having anything in special for them or us to 
eat. We sat upon the boxes, and played odd and even 
with the cartridges that was jolted out. 

‘Then ten men with bows and arrows ran down that 
valley, chasing twenty men with bows and arrows, and 
the row was tremenjus. They was fair men — fairer 
than you or me — with yellow hair and remarkable 
well built. Says Dravot, unpacking the guns — “This 
is the beginning of the business. We'll fight for the 
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ten men,” and with that he fires two rifles at the twenty 
men, and drops one of them at two hundred yards from 
the rock where he was sitting. The other men began to 
run, but Carnehan and Dravot sits on the boxes picking 
them off at all ranges, up and down the valley. Then 
we goes up to the ten men that had run across the snow 
too, and they fires a footy little arrow at us. Dravot 
he shoots above their heads and they all falls down flat. 
Then he walks over them and kicks them, and then he 
lifts them up and shakes hands all round to make them 
friendly like. He calls them and gives them the boxes 
to carry, and waves his hand for all the world as though 
he was King already. ‘They takes the boxes and him 
across the valley and up the hill into a pine wood on 
the top, where there was half-a-dozen big stone idols. 
Dravot he goes to the biggest —a fellow they call 
Imbra — and lays a rifle and a cartridge at his feet, 
rubbing his nose respectful with his own nose, patting 
him on the head, and saluting in front of it. He turns 
round to the men and nods his head, and says — 
“That’s all right. I’m in the know too, and all these 
old jim-jams are my friends.” Then he opens his 
mouth and points down it, and when the first man 
brings him food, he says — ‘‘No’’; and when the second 
man brings him food he says — “‘No’”’; but when one of 
the old priests and the boss of the village brings him 
food, he says — “‘ Yes,”’ very haughty, and eats it slow. 
That was how we came to our first village, without any 
trouble, just as though we had tumbled from the skies. 
But we tumbled from one of those damned rope-bridges 
you see, and — you couldn’t expect a man to laugh 
much after that?’ 

“Take some more whisky and go on.’ I said. ‘That 
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was the first village you came into. How did you get 
to be King?’ 

‘I wasn’t King,’ said Carnehan. ‘Dravot he was the 
King, and a handsome man he looked with the gold 
crown on his head and all. Him and the other party 
stayed in that village, and every morning Dravot sat 
by the side of old Imbra, and the people came and 
worshipped. That was Dravot’s order. Then a lot of 
men came into the valley, and Carnehan and Dravot 
picks them off with the rifles before they knew where 
they was, and runs down into the valley and up again 
the other side and finds another village, same as the first 
one, and the people all falls down flat on their faces, and 
Dravot says — ‘‘Now what is the trouble between you 
two villages?” and the people points to a woman, as fair 
as you or me, that was carried off, and Dravot takes 
her back to the first village and counts up the dead — 
eight there was. For each dead man Dravot pours a 
little milk on the ground and waves his arms like a 
whirligig and “‘That’s all right,’’ says he. Then he and 
Carnehan takes the big boss of each village by the arm 
and walks them down into the valley, and shows them 
how to scratch a line with a spear right down the valley, 
and gives each a sod of turf from both sides of the line. 
Then all the people comes down and shouts like the 
devil and all, and Dravot says — “‘Go and dig the land, 
and be fruitful and multiply,” which they did, though 
they didn’t understand. Then we asks the names of 
things in their lingo — bread and water and fire and 
idols and such, and Dravot leads the priest of each 
village up to the idol, and says he must sit there and 
judge the people, and if anything goes wrong he is to be 
shot. 
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‘Next week they was all turning up the land in the 
valley as quiet as bees and much prettier, and the 
priests heard all the complaints and told Dravot in 
dumb show what it was about. “That’s just the 
beginning,” says Dravot. “They think we’re Gods.” 
He and Carnehan picks out twenty good men and 
shows them how to click off a rifle, and form fours, and 
advance in line, and they was very pleased to do so, and 
clever to see the hang of it. Then he takes out his pipe 
and his baccy-pouch and leaves one at one village, and 
one at the other, and off we two goes to see what was to 
be done in the next valley. That was all rock, and 
there was a little village there, and Carnehan says — 
“Send ’em to the old valley to plant,’ and takes ’em 
there, and gives ’em some land that wasn’t took before. 
They were a poor lot, and we blooded ’em with a kid 
before letting °em into the new Kingdom. That was to 
impress the people, and then they settled down quiet, 
and Carnehan went back to Dravot, who had got into 
another valley, all snow and ice and most mountaineous. 
There was no people there and the Army got afraid, so 
Dravot shoots one of them, and goes on till he finds 
some people in a village, and the Army explains that 
unless the people wants to be killed they had better not 
shoot their little matchlocks; for they had matchlocks. 
We makes friends with the priest and I stays there alone 
with two of the Army, teaching the men how to drill, 
and a thundering big Chief comes across the snow with 
kettle-drums and horns twanging because he heard 
there was a new God kicking about. Carnehan sights 
for the brown of the men half a mile across the snow and 
wings one of them. ‘Then he sends a message to the 
Chief that, unless he wished to be killed, he must come 
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and shake hands with me and leave his arms behind. 
The Chief comes alone first, and Carnehan shakes hands 
with him and whirls his arms about, same as Dravot 
used, and very much surprised that Chief was, and 
strokes my eyebrows. ‘Then Carnehan goes alone to 
the Chief, and asks him in dumb show if he had an 
enemy he hated. “I have,’ says the Chief. So Carne- 
han weeds out the pick of his men, and sets the two of 
the Army to show them drill, and at the end of two 
weeks the men can manceuvre about as well as Volun- 
teers. So he marches with the Chief to a great big 
plain on the top of a mountain, and the Chief’s men 
rushes into a village and takes it; we three Martinis 
firing into the brown of the enemy. So we took that 
village too, and I gives the Chief a rag from my coat and 
says, “Occupy till I come”’; which was scriptural. By 
way of a reminder, when me and the Army was eighteen 
hundred yards away, I drops a bullet near him stand- 
ing on the snow, and al! the people falls flat on their 
faces. Then I sends a letter to Dravot wherever he be 
by land or by sea.’ 

At the risk of throwing the creature out of train I in- 
terrupted — ‘How could you write a letter up yonder?’ 

‘The letter? — Oh! — The letter! Keep looking at 
me between the eyes, please. It was a string-talk letter, 
that we’d learned the way of it from a blind beggar 
in the Punjab.’ 

I remember that there had once come to the office a 
blind man with a knotted twig and a piece of string 
which he wound round the twig according to some 
cipher of his own. He could, after the lapse of days or 
hours, repeat the sentence which he had reeled up. He 
had reduced the alphabet to eleven primitive sounds, 
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and tried to teach me his method, but I could not under- 
stand. 

‘I sent that letter to Dravot,’ said Carnehan, ‘and 
told him to come back, because this Kingdom was grow- 
ing too big for me to handle, and then I struck for the 
first valley, to see how the priests were working. ‘They 
called the village we took along with the Chief, 
Bashkai, and the first village we took, Er-Heb. The 
priests at Er-Heb was doing allright, but they had a lot 
of pending cases about land to show me, and some men 
from another village had been firing arrows at night. I 
went out and looked for that village, and fired four 
rounds at it from a thousand yards. That used all the 
cartridges I cared to spend, and I waited for Dravot, 
who had been away two or three months, and I kept my 
people quiet. 

‘One morning I heard the devil’s own noise of drums 
and horns, and Dan Dravot marches down the hill with 
his Army and a tail of hundreds of men, and, which was 
the most amazing, a great gold crown on his head. 
““My Gord, Carnehan,” says Daniel, “‘this is a tremen- 
jus business, and we’ve got the whole country as far as 
it’s worth having. Jam the son of Alexander by Queen 
Semiramis, and you’re my younger brother and a God 
too! It’s the biggest thing we’ve ever seen. I’ve been 
marching and fighting for six weeks with the Army, and 
every footy little village for fifty miles has come in 
rejoiceful; and more than that, I’ve got the key of the 
whole show, as you'll see, and I’ve got a crown for you! 
I told ’°em to make two of ’em at a place called Shu, 
where the gold lies in the rock like suet in mutton. 
Gold I’ve seen, and turquoise I’ve kicked out of the 
cliffs, and there’s garnets in the sands of the river, and 
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here’s a chunk of amber that a man brought me. Call 
up all the priests and, here, take your crown.” 

“One of the men opens a black hair bag, and I slips 
the crown on. It was too small and too heavy, but I 
wore it for the glory. Hammered gold it was — five 
pound weight, like a hoop of a barrel. 

***Peachey,”’ says Dravot, “we don’t want to fight 
no more. ‘The Craft’s the trick, so help me!”’ and he 
brings forward that same Chief that I left at Bashkai — 
Billy Fish we called him afterwards, because he was so 
like Billy Fish that drove the big tank-engine at Mach 
on the Bolan in the old days. “Shake hands with him,” 
says Dravot, and I shook hands and nearly dropped, for 
Billy Fish gave me the Grip. I said nothing, but tried 
him with the Fellow Craft Grip. He answers all right, 
rand I tried the Master’s Grip, but that was a slip. 
“A Fellow Craft he is!’’ I says to Dan. “Does he 
know the word?” — “He does,” says Dan, “‘and all 
the priests know. It’s a miracle! The Chiefs and the 
priests can work a Fellow Craft Lodge in away that’s 
very like ours, and they’ve cut the marks on the rocks, 
but they don’t know the Third Degree, and they’ve 
come to find out. It’s Gord’s Truth. I’ve known 
these long years that the Afghans knew up to the 
Fellow Craft Degree, but this is a miracle. A God and 
a Grand-Master of the Craft am I, and a Lodge in the 
Third Degree I will open, and we'll raise the head 
priests and the Chiefs of the villages.” 

‘<Tt’s against all the law,’ I says, “holding a Lodge 
without warrant from any one; and you know we never 
held office in any Lodge.” 

‘“Tt’s a master-stroke o’ policy,’ says Dravot. “It 
means running the country as easy as a four-wheeled 

211 


THE MAN WHO WOULD BE KING 


bogie on a down grade. We can’t stop to inquire now, 
or they’ll turn against us. I’ve forty Chiefs at my heel, 
and passed and raised according to their merit they shall 
be. Billet these men on the villages, and see that we 
run up a Lodge of some kind. The temple of Imbra 
will do for the Lodge-room. The women must make 
aprons as you show them. I'll hold a levee of Chiefs 
to-night and Lodge to-morrow..”’ 

‘I was fair run off my legs, but I wasn’t such a fool as 
not to see what a pull this Craft business gave us. I 
showed the priests’ families how to make aprons of the 
degrees, but for Dravot’s apron the blue border and 
marks was made of turquoise lumps on white hide, not 
cloth. We took a great square stone in the temple for 
the Master’s chair, and little stones for the officers’ 
chairs, and painted the black pavement with white 
squares, and did what we could to make things regular. 

“At the levee which was held that night on the hill- 
side with big bonfires, Dravot gives out that him and 
me were Gods and sons of Alexander, and Past Grand- 
Masters in the Craft, and was come to make Kafiristan 
a country where every man should eat in peace and 
drink in quiet, and specially obey us. Then the Chiefs 
come round to shake hands, and they were so hairy and 
white and fair it was just shaking hands with old 
friends. We gave them names according as they was 
like men we had known in India — Billy Fish, Holly 
Dilworth, Pikky Kergan, that was Bazar-master when 
I was at Mhow, and so on, and so on. 

‘The most amazing miracles was at Lodge next night. 
One of the old priests was watching us continuous, and 
I felt uneasy, for I knew we'd have to fudge the Ritual, 
and I didn’t know what the men knew. ‘The old priest 
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was a stranger come in from beyond the village of 
Bashkai. The minute Dravot puts on the Master’s 
apron that the girls had made for him, the priest 
fetches a whoop and a howl, and tries to overturn the 
stone that Dravot was sitting on. “It’s all up now,” 
Isays. “That comes of meddling with the Craft with- 
out warrant!”’ Dravot never winked an eye, not when 
ten priests took and tilted over the Grand-Master’s 
chair — which was to say, the stone of Imbra. The 
priest begins rubbing the bottom end of it to clear away 
the black dirt, and presently he shows all the other 
priests the Master’s Mark, same as was on Dravot’s 
apron, cut into the stone. Not even the priests of the 
temple of Imbra knew it was there. ‘The old chap falls 
flat on his face at Dravot’s feet and kisses ’em. “Luck 
again,’ says Dravot, across the Lodge to me; “they say 
it’s the missing Mark that no one could understand the 
why of. We’re more than safe now.” Then he bangs 
the butt of his gun for a gavel and says: “By virtue 
of the authority vested in me by my own right hand 
and the help of Peachey, I declare myself Grand-Master 
of all Freemasonry in Kafiristan in this the Mother 
Lodge o’ the country, and King of Kafiristan equally 
with Peachey!’ At that he puts on his crown and I 
puts on mine — I was doing Senior Warden — and we 
opens the Lodge in most ampleform. It wasaamazing 
miracle! The priests moved in Lodge through the first 
two degrees almost without telling, as if the memory 
was coming back to them. After that, Peachey and 
Dravot raised such as was worthy — high priests and 
Chiefs of far-off villages. Billy Fish was the first, and 
I can tell you we scared the soul out of him. It was 
not in any way according to Ritual, but it served our 
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turn. We didn’t raise more than ten of the biggest 
men, because we didn’t want to make the Degree com- 
mon. And they was clamouring to be raised. 

‘**Tn another six months,” says Dravot, “‘we’ll hold 
another Communication, and see how you are work- 
ing.” Then he asks them about their villages, and 
learns that they was fighting one against the other, 
and were sick and tired of it. And when they wasn’t 
doing that they was fighting with the Mohammedans. 
“You can fight those when they come into our country,” 
says Dravot. “Tell off every tenth man of your tribes 
for a Frontier guard, and send two hundred at a time 
to this valley to be drilled. Nobody is going to be shot 
or speared any more so long as he does well, and I know 
that you won’t cheat me, because you’re white people 
—sons of Alexander— and not like common, black 
Mohammedans. Youare my people, and by God,” says 
he, running off into English at the end — “I’ll make a 
damned fine Nation of you, or I’ll die in the making!”’ 

‘I can’t tell all we did for the next six months, be- 
cause Dravot did a lot I couldn’t see the hang of, and he 
learned their lingo in a way I never could. My work 
was to help the people plough, and now and again go 
out with some of the Army and see what the other 
villages were doing, and make ’em throw rope-bridges 
across the ravines which cut up the country horrid. 
Dravot was very kind to me, but when he walked up 
and down in the pine wood pulling that bloody red 
beard of his with both fists I knew he was thinking plans 
I could not advise about, and I just waited for orders. 

‘But Dravot never showed me disrespect before the 
people. They were afraid of me and the Army, but 
they loved Dan. He was the best of friends with the 
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priests and the Chiefs; but any one could come across 
the hills with a complaint, and Dravot would hear him 
out fair, and call four priests together and say what was 
to be done. He used to call in Billy Fish from Bashkai 
and Pikky Kergan from Shu, and an old Chief we called 
Kafuzelum — it was like enough to his real name — 
and hold councils with ’em when there was any fighting 
to be done in small villages. That was his Council of 
War, and the four priests of Bashkai, Shu, Khawak, and 
Madora was his Privy Council. Between the lot of ’em 
they sent me, with forty men and twenty rifles and 
sixty men carrying turquoises, into the Ghorband coun- 
try to buy those hand-made Martini rifles, that come 
out of the Amir’s workshops at Kabul, from one of the 
Amir’s Herati regiments that would have sold the very 
teeth out of their mouths for turquoises. 

‘I stayed in Ghorband a month, and gave the Gov- 
ernor there the pick of my baskets for hush-money, and 
bribed the Colonel of the regiment some more, and, 
between the two and the tribespeople, we got more than 
a hundred hand-made Martinis, a hundred good Kohat 
Jezails that'll throw to six hundred yards, and forty 
man-loads of very bad ammunition for the rifles. I 
came back with what I had, and distributed ’em among 
the men that the Chiefs sent in to me to drill. Dravot 
was too busy to attend to those things, but the old 
Army that we first made helped me, and we turned out 
five hundred men that could drill, and two hundred that 
knew how to hold arms pretty straight. Even those 
cork-screwed, hand-made guns was a miracle to them. 
Dravot talked big about powder-shops and factories, 
walking up and down in the pine wood when the winter 
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‘““T won’t make a Nation,’ says he. “Ill make an 
Empire! These men aren’t niggers; they’re English! 
Look at their eyes —look at their mouths. Look at 
the way they stand up. They sit on chairs in their 
own houses. They’re the Lost Tribes, or something 
like it, and they’ve grown to be English. Ill take a 
census in the spring if the priests don’t get frightened. 
There must be a fair two million of ’em in these hills. 
The villages are full o’ little children. Two million 
people — two hundred and fifty thousand fighting men 
—and all English! They only want the rifles and a 
little drilling. two hundred and fifty thousand men, 
ready to cut in on Russia’s right flank when she tries for 
India! Peachey, man,” he says, chewing his beard in 
great hunks, “we shall be Emperors — Emperors of the 
Earth! Rajah Brooke will be a suckling to us. Ill 
treat with the Viceroy on equal terms I'll ask him to 
send me twelve picked English — twelve that I know of 
— to help us governa bit. ‘There’s Mackray, Sergeant- 
pensioner at Segowli—many’s the good dinner he’s 
given me, and his wife a pair of trousers. There’s 
Donkin, the Warder of Tounghoo Jail; there’s hundreds 
that I could lay my hands on if I was in India. The 
Viceroy shall do it forme. IJ’ll send a man through in 
the spring for those men, and I’ll write for a dispensa- 
tion from the Grand Lodge for what I’ve done as 
Grand Master. That—and all the Sniders that'll 
be thrown out when the native troops in India take up 
the Martini. They'll be worn smooth, but they’ll do 
for fighting in these hills. Twelve English, a hundred 
thousand Sniders run through the Amir’s country in 
driblets — I’d be content with twenty thousand in one 
year — and we’d be an Empire. When everything was 
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shipshape, I’d hand over the crown — this crown I’m 
wearing now —to Queen Victoria on my knees, and 
she'd say: “Rise up, Sir Daniel Dravot.’ Oh, it’s big! 
It’s big, I tell you! But there’s so much to be done in 
every place — Bashkai, Khawak, Shu, and everywhere 
else.” 

*“ What is it?’ I says. “There are no more men 
coming in to be drilled this autumn. Look at those fat, 
black clouds. They’re bringing the snow.” 

*“Tt isn’t that,” says Daniel, putting his hand very 
hard on my shoulder; “and I don’t wish to say anything 
that’s against you, for no other living man would have 
followed me and made me what I am as you have done. 
Youre a first-class Commander-in-Chief, and the people 
know you; but — it’s a big country, and somehow you 
can’t help me, Peachey, in the way I want to be helped.” 

**Go to your blasted priests, then!’’ I said, and I 
was sorry when I made that remark, but it did hurt me 
sore to find Daniel talking so superior when I’d drilled all 
the men, and done all he told me. 

‘“Ton’t let’s quarrel, Peachey,” says Daniel without 
cursing. ~ Youre a King too, and the half of this 
Kingdom is yours; but can’t you see, Peachey, we want 
cleverer men than us now — three or four of ’em, that 
we can scatter about for our Deputies. It’s a hugeous 
great State, and I can’t always tell the right thing to do, 
and I haven’t time for all I want to do, and here’s the 
winter coming on and all.” He put half his beard into 
his mouth, all red like the gold of his crown. 

‘“T’m sorry, Daniel,’ saysI. “I’ve done. all I could. 
I’ve drilled the men and shown the people how to 
stack their oats better; and I’ve brought in those tin- 
ware rifles from Ghorband — but I know what you’re 
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driving at. I take it Kings always feel oppressed that 
way.” 

‘«There’s another thing too,’ says Dravot, walking 
up and down. “‘The winter’s coming and these people 
won’t be giving much trouble, and if they do we can’t 
move about. I want a wife.” 

‘“For Gord’s sake leave the women alone!” I says. 
“We've both got all the work we can, though I am a 
fool. Rkemember the Contrack, and keep clear 0’ 
women.” 

‘<The Contrack only lasted till such time as we was 
Kings; and Kings we have been these months past,” 
says Dravot, weighing his crown in his hand. “You go 
get a wife too, Peachey — a nice, strappin’, plump girl 
that’ll keep you warm in the winter. They’re prettier 
than English girls, and we can take the pick of ’em. 
Boil ’em once or twice in hot water and they’ll come out 
like chicken and ham.” 

**Don’t tempt me!” I says. “I will not have any 
dealings with a woman not till we are a dam’ side more 
settled than we are now. I’ve been doing the work o’ 
two men, and you’ve been doing the work o’ three. 
Let’s lie off a bit, and see if we can get some better 
tobacco from Afghan country and runin some good 
liquor; but no women.” 

***Who’s talking 0’ women?” says Dravot. “I said 
wife — a Queen to breed a King’s son for the King. A 
Queen out of the strongest tribe, that'll make them 
your blood-brothers, and that’ll lie by your side and tell 
you all the people thinks about you and their own affairs. 
That’s what I want.” 

‘“To you remember that Bengali woman I kept at 
Mogil Serai when I was a platelayer?” says I. “A fat 
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lot 0’ good she was tome. She taught me the lingo and 
one or two other things; but what happened? She ran 
away with the Station-master’s servant and half my 
month’s pay. Then she turned up at Dadur Junction 
in tow of a half-caste, and had the impidence to say I 
was her husband — all among the drivers in the running 
shed too!” 

***We’ve done with that,” says Dravot; “these wo- 
men are whiter than you or me, and a Queen I will have 
for the winter months.” 

***For the last time o’ asking, Dan, do not,” I says. 
“Ttll only bring us harm. ‘The Bible says that Kings 
ain’t to waste their strength on women, ’specially when 
they’ve got a new raw Kingdom to work over.” 

‘ “For the last time of answering I will,’ said Dravot, 
and he went away through the pine-trees looking like a 
big red devil, the sun being on his crown and beard and 
all. 

‘But getting a wife was not as easy as Dan thought. 
He put it before the Council, and there was no answer till 
Billy Fish said that he’d better ask the girls. Dravot 
damned them all round. “‘What’s wrong with me?” 
he shouts, standing by the idol Imbra. “Am I a dog 
or am I not enough of a man for your wenches? 
Haven’t I put the shadow of my hand over this country? 
Who stopped the last Afghan raid?’’ It was me really, 
but Dravot was too angry to remember. ‘“‘Who bought 
your guns? Who repaired the bridges? Who’s the 
Grand-Master of the sign cut in the stone?”’ says he, 
and he thumped his hand on the block that he used to 
sit on in Lodge, and at Council, which opened like 
Lodge always. Billy Fish said nothing and no more 
did the others. ‘“‘Keep your hair on, Dan,” said |; 
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s 
‘‘and ask the girls. That’s how it’s done at Home, and 
these people are quite English.” 

‘The marriage of the King is a matter of State,” 
says Dan, in a white-hot rage, for he could feel, I hope, 
that he was going against his better mind. He walked 
out of the Council-room, and the others sat still, looking 
at the ground. 

‘ “Billy Fish,” says I to the Chief of Bashkai, ““what’s 
the difficulty here? A straight answer to a true friend.” 

‘You know,” says Billy Fish. ‘“‘How should a man 
tell you who knows everything? How can daughters 
of men marry Gods or Devils? It’s not proper.” 

‘I remembered something like that in the Bible; but 
if, after seeing us as long as they had, they still believed 
we were Gods, it wasn’t for me to undeceive them. 

"A OGod cando-anything, says 1. “It the Kinga 
fond of a girl he’ll not let her die.’’ — “‘She’ll have to,” 
said Billy Fish. ‘“‘There are all sorts of Gods and 
Devils in these mountains, and now and again a girl 
marries one of them and isn’t seen any more. Besides, 
you two know the Mark cut in the stone. Only the 
Gods know that. We thought you were men till you 
showed the sign of the Master.” 

‘IT wished then that we had explained about the loss 
of the genuine secrets of a Master-Mason at the first 
go-off; but I said nothing. All that night there was a 
blowing of horns in a little dark temple half-way down 
the hill, and I heard a girl crying fit to die. One of 
the priests told us she was being prepared to marry the 
King. 

**T'll have no nonsense of that kind,” says Dan. 
“‘T don’t want to interfere with your customs, but Ill 
take my own wife.” — “‘The girl’s a little bit afraid,” 
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says the priest. ‘She thinks she’s going to die, and 
they are a-heartening of her up down in the temple.”’ 

> Tlearten her-very tender, then,” says Drayot, “or 
I’ll hearten you with the butt of a gun so you’ll never 
want to be heartened again.’ He licked his lips, did 
Dan, and stayed up walking about more than half the 
night, thinking of the wife that he was going to get in 
the morning. I wasn’t any means comfortable, for I 
knew that dealings with a woman in foreign parts, 
though you was a crowned King twenty times over, 
could not but be risky. I got up very early in the morn- 
ing while Dravot was asleep, and I saw the priests 
talking together in whispers, and the Chiefs talking 
together too, and they looked at me out of the corners 
of their eyes. 

* “What is up, Fish?” I say to the Bashkai man, who 
was wrapped up in his furs and looking splendid to 
behold. 

| Wicant rightly say, says hes but you can 
make the King drop all this nonsense about marriage, 
you'll be doing him and me and yourself a great service.” 

*““That I do believe,” says I. ‘“‘But sure, you know, 
Billy, as well as me, having fought against and for us, 
that the King and me are nothing more than two of the 
finest men that God Almighty ever made. Nothing 
more, I do assure you.” 

oo Eat maybe, says Billy Hish, “and yet I should 
be sorry if it was.’’ He sinks his head upon his great 
fur cloak for a minute and thinks. ‘‘King,” says he, 
“be you man or God or Devil, I'll stick by you to-day. 
I have twenty of my men with me, and they will follow 
me. We'll go to Bashkai until the storm blows over.” 

‘A little snow had fallen in the night, and everything 
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was white except the greasy fat clouds that blew down 
and down from the north. Dravot came out with his 
crown on his head, swinging his arms and stamping his 
feet, and looking more pleased than Punch. 

‘“For the last time, drop it, Dan,’ says I in a whis- 
per. “Billy Fish here says that there will be a row.” 

‘“*A row among my people!’’ says Dravot. ‘“‘Not 
much. Peachey, you’re a fool not to get a wife too. 
Where’s the girl?’’ says he with a voice as loud as the 
braying of a jackass. ‘‘Call up all the Chiefs and 
priests, and let the Emperor see if his wife suits him.” 

‘There was no need to call any one. They were all 
there leaning on their guns and spears round the clear- 
ing in the centre of the pine wood. A lot of priests went 
down to the little temple to bring up the girl, and the 
horns blew fit to wake the dead. Billy Fish saunters 
round and gets as close to Daniel as he could, and 
behind him stood his twenty men with matchlocks. 
Not a man of them under six feet. I was next to 
Dravot, and behind me was twenty men of the regular 
Army. Up comes the girl, and a strapping wench she 
was, covered with silver and turquoises, but white as 
death, and looking back every minute at the priests. 

* “She'll do,” said Dan, looking her over. ‘‘What’s 
to be afraid of, lass? Come and kiss me.” He puts 
his arm round her. She shuts her eyes, gives a bit of a 
squeak, and down goes her face in the side of Dan’s flam- 
ing red beard. 

***The slut’s bitten me!” says he, clapping his hand 
to his neck, and, sure enough, his hand was red with 
blood. Bully Fish and two of his matchlock-men catches 
hold of Dan by the shoulders and drags him into the 
Bashkai lot, while the priests howls in their lingo — 
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“Neither God nor Devil but a man!” I was all taken 
aback, for a priest cut at me in front, and the Army be- 
hind began firing into the Bashkai men. 

***God A’mighty!” says Dan. ‘“‘ What is the mean- 
ing o’ this?”’ 

***Come back! Come away!” says Billy Fish. ‘Ruin 
and Mutiny is the matter. We’ll break for Bashkai if 
Wwe can.” 

‘I tried to give some sort of orders to my men — the 
men o’ the regular Army — but it was no use, so I fired 
into the brown of ’em with an English Martini and 
drilled three beggars in a line. The valley was full of 
shouting, howling creatures, and every soul was shriek- 
ing, ““Not a God nor a Devil but only a man!” The 
Bashkai troops stuck to Billy Fish all they were worth, 
but their matchlocks wasn’t half as good as the Kabul 
breechloaders, and four of them dropped. Dan was 
bellowing like a bull, for he was very wrathy; and Billy 
Fish had a hard job to prevent him running out at the 
crowd. 

*““We can’t stand,” says Billy Fish. ‘“‘Make a run 
for it down the valley! The whole place is against us.” 
The matchlock-men ran, and we went down the valley 
in spite of Dravot. He was swearing horrible and cry- 
ing out he was a King. ‘The priests rolled great stones 
on us, and the regular Army fired hard, and there wasn’t 
more then six men, not counting Dan, Billy Fish, and 
Me, that came down to the bottom of the valley alive. 

‘Then they stopped firing and the horns in the temple 
blew again. “Come away —for God’s sake come 
away!” says Billy Fish. “They'll send runners out to 
all the villages before ever we get to Bashkai. I can 
protect you there, but I can’t do anything now.” 
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‘My own notion is that Dan began to go mad in his 
head from that hour. He stared up and down like a 
stuck pig. Then he was all for walking back alone and 
killing the priests with his bare hands; which he could 
have done. ‘‘An Emperor am I,” says Daniel, “and 
next year I shall be a Knight of the Queen.” 

Alle ticht. Dan, says: 12 “but comedalong now 
while there’s time.” 

‘It’s your fault,” says he, “for not looking after 
your Army better. There was mutiny in the midst, and 
you didn’t know — you damned engine-driving, plate- 
laying, missionary’s-pass-hunting hound!” He sat upon 
a rock and called me every foul name he could lay tongue 
to. I was too heart-sick to care, though it was all his 
foolishness that brought the smash. 

***1’m sorry, Dan,” says I, “but there’s no accounting 
for natives. This business is our Fifty-Seven. Maybe 
we'll make something out of it yet, when we’ve got to 
Bashkai.”’ 

*“Let’s get to Bashkai, then,” says Dan, “and, by 
God, when I come back here again I’ll sweep the valley 
so there isn’t a bug in a blanket left!” 

“We walked all that day, and all that night Dan was 
stumping up and down on the snow, chewing his beard 
and muttering to himself. 

*“There’s no hope o’ getting clear,” said Billy Fish. 
“The priests will have sent runners to the villages to say 
that you are only men. Why didn’t you stick on as 
Gods till things was more settled? I’m a dead man,” 
says Billy Fish, and he throws himself down on the 
snow and begins to pray to his Gods. 

“Next morning we was in a cruel bad country — all 
up and down, no level ground at all, and no food either. 
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The six Bashkai men looked at Billy Fish hungry-ways 
as if they wanted to ask something, but they said never 
aword. At noon we came to the top of a flat mountain 
all covered with snow, and when we climbed up into it, 
behold, there was an Army in position waiting in the 
middle! 

po fhe runners have been very quick, <saysubuly 
Fish, with a little bit of a laugh. “‘They are waiting 
ror Us.” 

“Three or four men began to fire from the enemy’s 
side, and a chance shot took Daniel in the calf of the leg. 
That brought him to his senses. He looks across the 
snow at the Army, and sees the rifles that we had 
brought into the country. 

‘We're done for,’ sayshe. ‘“‘They are Englishmen, 
these people, — and it’s my blasted nonsense that has 
brought you to this. Get back, Billy Fish, and take 
your men away; you’ve done what you could, and now 
cut for it. Carnehan,”’ says he, ““shake hands with me 
and go along with Billy. Maybe they won’t kill you. 
I’ll go and meet ’em alone. It’s me that didit. Me, 
the King!” 

pGol says I. *Gorto Hell, Dan! im with you 
here. Billy Fish, you clear out, and we two will meet 
those folk.” 

‘**1’m a Chief,”’ says Billy Fish, quite quiet. “I stay 
with you. My men can go.” 

‘The Bashkai fellows didn’t wait for a second word, 
but ran off, and Dan and Me and Billy Fish walked 
across to where the drums were drumming and the horns 
were horning. It was cold — awful cold. I’ve got that 
cold in the back of my head now. ‘There’s a lump of it 
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The punkah-coolies had gone to sleep. Two kerosene 
lamps were blazing in the office, and the perspiration 
poured down my face and splashed on the blotter as I 
leaned forward. Carnehan was shivering, and I feared 
that his mind might go. I wiped my face, took a fresh 
grip of the piteously mangled hands, and said: ‘What 
happened after that?’ 

The momentary shift of my eyes had broken the 
clear current. 

“What was you pleased to say?’ whined Carnehan. 
‘They took them without any sound. Not a little 
whisper all along the snow, not though the King knocked 
down the first man that set hand on him —not though 
old Peachey fired his last cartridge into the brown of 
°em. Nota single solitary sound did those swines make. 
They just closed up tight, and I tell you their furs 
stunk. There was a man called Billy Fish, a good 
friend of us all, and they cut his throat, Sir, then and 
there, like a pig; and the King kicks up the bloody snow 
and says: “‘We’ve had a dashed fine run for our 
money. What’s coming next?’’ But Peachey, Peachey 
Taliaferro, I tell you, Sir, in confidence as betwixt 
two friends, he lost his head, Sir. No, he didn’t 
neither. The King lost his head, so he did, all along 
o’ one of those cunning rope-bridges. Kindly let me 
have the paper-cutter, Sir. It tilted this way. They 
marched him a mile across that snow to a rope-bridge 
over a ravine with a river at the bottom. You may 
have seen such. They prodded him behind like an 
ox. “Damn your eyes!” says the King. ‘D’you 
suppose I can’t die like a gentleman?’ He turns to 
Peachey — Peachey that was crying like a child. ‘I’ve 
brought you to this, Peachey,” says he. ‘Brought 
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you out of your happy life to be killed in Kafiristan, 
where you was late Commander-in-Chief of the Em- 


peror’s forces. Say you forgive me, Peachey.” — “‘I 
do,” says Peachey. “Fully and freely. do I forgive 
you, Dan.”’ — “Shake hands, Peachey,” says he. ‘I’m 


going now.” Out he goes, looking neither right nor 
left, and when he was plumb in the middle of those 
dizzy dancing ropes — “‘Cut, you beggars,”’ he shouts; 
and they cut, and old Dan fell, turning round and 
round and round, twenty thousand miles, for he took 
half an hour to fall till he struck the water, and I could 
see his body caught on a rock with the gold crown close 
beside. 

‘But do you know what they did to Peachey between 
two pine-trees? They crucified him, Sir, as Peachey’s 
hands will show. They used wooden pegs for his hands 
and his feet; and he didn’t die. He hung there and 
screamed, and they took him down next day, and said 
it was a miracle that he wasn’t dead. They took him 
down — poor old Peachey that hadn’t done them any 
harm — that hadn’t done them any —’ 

He rocked to and fro and wept bitterly, wiping his 
eyes with the back of his scarred hands and moaning 
like a child for some ten minutes. 

‘They was cruel enough to feed him up in the temple, 
because they said he was more of a God than old Daniel 
that wasaman. Then they turned him out on the snow, 
and told him to go home, and Peachey came home 
in about a year, begging along the roads quite safe; 
for Daniel Dravot he walked before and said: ‘“‘Come 
along, Peachey. It’s a big thing we’re doing.” The 
mountains they danced at night, and the mountains 
they tried to fall on Peachey’s head, but Dan he held 
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up his hand, and Peachey came along bent double. He 
never let go of Dan’s hand, and he never let go of Dan’s 
head. They gave it to him as a present in the temple, 
to remind him not to come again, and though the crown 
was pure gold, and Peachey was starving, never would 
Peachey sell the same. You knew Dravot, Sir! You 
knew Right Worshipful Brother Dravot! Look at him 
now!’ 

He fumbled in the mass of rags round his bent waist, 
brought out a black horsehair bag embroidered with 
silver thread, and shook therefrom on to my table — 
the dried, withered head of Daniel Dravot! ‘The morn- 
ing sun that had long been paling the lamps struck the 
red beard and blind sunken eyes; struck, too, a heavy 
circlet of gold studded with raw turquoises, that Carne- 
han placed tenderly on the battered temples. 

“You be’old now,’ said Carnehan, ‘the Emperor in 
his ’abit as he lived — the King of Kafiristan with his 
crown upon his head. Poor old Daniel that was a mon- 
arch once!’ 

I shuddered, for, in spite of defacements manifold, I 
recognised the head of the man of Marwar Junction. 
Carnehan rose to go. I attempted to stop him. He 
was not fit to walk abroad. ‘Let me take away the 
whisky, and give me a little money,’ he gasped. ‘I was 
a King once. I'll go to the Deputy Commissioner and 
ask to set in the Poorhouse till. I get my health. No, 
thank you, I can’t wait till you get a carriage for me. 
I’ve urgent private affairs — in the south — at Marwar.’ 

He shambled out of the office and departed in the 
direction of the Deputy Commissioner’s house. That 
day at noon I had occasion to go down the blinding hot 
Mall, and saw a crooked man crawling along the white 
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dust of the roadside, his hat in his hand, quavering 
dolorously after the fashion of street-singers at Home. 
There was not a soul in sight, and he was out of all 
possible earshot of the houses. And he sang through 
his nose, turning his head from right to left: — 


“The Son of Man goes forth to war, 
A golden crown to gain; 

His blood-red banner streams afar — 
Who follows in his train?’ 


I waited to hear no more, but put the poor wretch 
into my carriage and drove him off to the nearest 
missionary for eventual transfer to the Asylum. He 
repeated the hymn twice while he was with me, whom 
he did not in the least recognise, and I left him singing 
it to the missionary. 

Two days later I inquired after his welfare of the 
Superintendent of the Asylum. 

‘He was admitted suffering from sunstroke. He died 
early yesterday morning,’ said the Superintendent. ‘Is 
it true that he was half an hour bareheaded in the sun 
at mid-day?’ 

‘Yes,’ said I, ‘but do you happen to know if he had 
anything upon him by any chance when he died?’ 

‘Not to my knowledge,’ said the Superintendent. 

And there the matter rests. 
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WEE WILLIE WINKIE 
And Other Stories 








WEE WILLIE WINKIE 
(1888) 


‘An officer and a gentleman’ 


he picked up the other name in a nursery-book, 

and that was the end of the christened titles. 
His mother’s ayah called him Willie-Baba, but as he 
never paid the faintest attention to anything that the 
ayah said, her wisdom did not help matters. 

His father was the Colonel of the 195th, and as soon 
as Wee Willie Winkie was old enough to understand 
what Military Discipline meant, Colonel Williams put 
him under it. There was no other way of managing 
the child. When he was good for a week, he drew good- 
conduct pay; and when he was bad, he was deprived of 
his good-conduct stripe. Generally he was bad, for 
India offers many chances of going wrong to little six- 
year-olds. 

Children resent familiarity from strangers, and Wee 
Willie Winkie was a very particular child. Once he 
accepted an acquaintance, he was graciously pleased to 
thaw. He accepted Brandis, a subaltern of the 195th, 
on sight. Brandis was having tea at the Colonel’s, and 
Wee Willie Winkie entered strong in the possession of a 
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good-conduct badge won for not chasing the hens round 
the compound. He regarded Brandis with gravity for 
at least ten minutes, and then delivered himself of his 
opinion. 

‘I like you,’ said he slowly, getting off his chair and 
coming over to Brandis. ‘I like you. I shall call you 
Coppy, because of your hair. Do you mind being 
called Coppy? It is because of ve hair, you know.’ 

Here was one of the most embarrassing of Wee Willie 
Winkie’s peculiarities. He would look at a stranger for 
some time, and then, without warning or explanation, 
would give him a name. And the name stuck. No 
regimental penalties could break Wee Willie Winkie of 
this habit. He lost his good-conduct badge for chris- 
tening the Commissioner’s wife ‘Pobs’; but nothing 
that the Colonel could do made the Station forego the 
nickname, and Mrs. Collen remained ‘Pobs’ till the 
end of her stay. So Brandis was christened ‘Coppy,’ 
and rose, therefore, in the estimation of the regiment. 

If Wee Willie Winkie took an interest in any one, the 
fortunate man was envied alike by the mess and the 
rank and file. And in their envy lay no suspicion of 
self-interest. ‘The Colonel’s son’ was idolised on his 
own merits entirely. Yet Wee Willie Winkie was not 
lovely. His face was permanently freckled, as his legs 
were permanently scratched, and in spite of his mother’s 
almost tearful remonstrances he had insisted upon hav- 
ing his long yellow locks cut short in the military fashion. 
‘IT want my hair like Sergeant Tummil’s,’ said Wee 
Willie Winkie, and, his father abetting, the sacrifice was 
accomplished. 

Three weeks after the bestowal of his youthful affec- 
tions on Lieutenant Brandis — henceforward to be called 
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“Coppy’ for the sake of brevity — Wee Willie Winkie 
was destined to behold strange things and far beyond 
his comprehension. 

Coppy returned his liking with interest. Coppy had 
let him wear for five rapturous minutes his own big 
sword — just as tall as Wee Willie Winkie. Coppy 
had promised him a terrier puppy; and Coppy had 
permitted him to witness the miraculous operation of 
shaving. Nay, more — Coppy had said that even he, 
Wee Willie Winkie, would rise in time to the ownership 
of a box of shiny knives, a silver soap-box, and a silver- 
handled ‘sputter-brush,’ as Wee Willie Winkie called 
it. Decidedly, there was no one except his father, who 
could give or take away good-conduct badges at pleas- 
ure, half so wise, strong, and valiant as Coppy with 
the Afghan and Egyptian medals on his breast. Why, 
then, should Coppy be guilty of the unmanly weakness 
of kissing — vehemently kissing —a ‘big girl,’ Miss 
Allardyce to wit? In the course of a morning ride Wee 
Willie Winkie had seen Coppy so doing, and, like the 
gentleman he was, had promptly wheeled round and can- 
tered back to his groom, lest the groom should also see. 

Under ordinary circumstances he would have spoken 
to his father, but he felt instinctively that this was a 
matter on which Coppy ought first to be consulted. 

‘“Coppy,’ shouted Wee Willie Winkie, reining up out- 
side that subaltern’s bungalow early one morning — ‘I 
want to see you, Coppy!’ 

‘Come in, young ’un,’ returned Coppy, who was at 
early breakfast in the midst of his dogs. ‘What mis- 
chief have you been getting into now?’ 

Wee Willie Winkie had done nothing notoriously bad 
for three days, and so stood on a pinnacle of virtue. 
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‘I’ve been doing nothing bad,’ said he, curling him- 
self into a long chair with a studious affectation of the 
Colonel’s languor after a hot parade. He buried his 
freckled nose in a teacup and, with eyes staring roundly 
over the rim, asked: ‘I say, Coppy, is it pwoper to kiss 
big girls?’ 

‘By Jove! You’re beginning early. Who do you 
want to kiss?’ 

‘No one. My muvver’s always kissing me if I don’t 
stop her. If it isn’t pwoper, how was you kissing Major 
Allardyce’s big girl last morning, by ve canal?’ 

Coppy’s brow wrinkled. He and Miss Allardyce had 
with great craft managed to keep their engagement secret 
for a fortnight. There were urgent and imperative rea- 
sons why Major Allardyce should not know how matters 
stood for at least another month, and this small marplot 
had discovered a great deal too much. 

‘I saw you,’ said Wee Willie Winkie calmly. ‘But 
ve sais didn’t see. I said, “‘Hut jao!”’’ 

‘Oh, you had that much sense, you young Rip,’ 
groaned poor Coppy, half amused and half angry. ‘And 
how many people may you have told about it?’ 

‘Only me myself. You didn’t tell when I twied to 
wide ve buffalo ven my pony was lame; and I fought 
you wouldn’t like.’ 

‘Winkie,’ said Coppy enthusiastically, shaking the 
small hand, ‘you’re the best of good fellows. Look 
here, you can’t understand all these things. One of 
these days — hang it, how can I make you see it! — I’m 
going to marry Miss Allardyce, and then she’ll be Mrs. 
Coppy, as you say. If your young mind is so scandal- 
ised at the idea of kissing big girls, go and tell your 
faLhers 
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“What will happen?’ said Wee Willie Winkie, who 
firmly believed that his father was omnipotent. 

‘I shall get into trouble,’ said Coppy, playing his 
trump card with an appealing look at the holder of theace. 

“Ven I won’t,’ said Wee Willie Winkie briefly. ‘But 
my faver says it’s un-man-ly to be always kissing, and I 
didn’t fink you’d do vat, Coppy.’ 

‘I’m not always kissing, old chap. It’s only now and 
then, and when you're bigger you'll do it too. Your 
father meant it’s not good for little boys.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Wee Willie Winkie, now fully enlightened. 
‘It’s like ve sputter-brush?’ 

‘Exactly,’ said Coppy gravely. 

‘But I don’t fink [ll ever want to kiss big girls, nor no 
one, cept my muvver. And I must vat, you know.’ 

There was a long pause, broken by Wee Willie Winkie. 

‘Are you fond of vis big girl, Coppy?’ 

“Awtully!’ said Coppy. 

‘Fonder van you are of Bell or ve Butcha — or me?’ 

‘It’s in a different way,’ said Coppy. ‘You see, one 
of these days Miss Allardyce will belong to me, but 
you'll grow up and command the Regiment and — all 
sorts of things. It’s quite different, you see.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Wee Willie Winkie, rising. ‘If you’re 
fond of ve big girl I won’t tell any one. I must go now.’ 

Coppy rose and escorted his small guest to the door, 
adding — ‘You’re the best of little fellows, Winkie. I 
tell you what. In thirty days from now you can tell if 
you like — tell any one you like.’ 

Thus the secret of the Brandis-Allardyce engagement 
was dependent on a little child’s word. Coppy, who 
knew Wee Willie Winkie’s idea of truth, was at ease, 
for he felt that he would not break promises. Wee 
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Willie Winkie betrayed a special and unusual interest 
in Miss Allardyce, and, slowly revolving round that em- 
barrassed young lady, was used to regard her gravely 
with unwinking eye. He was trying to discover why 
Coppy should have kissed her. She was not half so 
nice as his own mother. On the other hand, she was 
Coppy’s property, and would in time belong to him. 
Therefore it behoved him to treat her with as much 
respect as Coppy’s big sword or shiny pistol. 

The idea that he shared a great secret in common 
with Coppy kept Wee Willie Winkie unusually virtuous 
for three weeks. Then the Old Adam broke out, and 
he made what he called a ‘camp-fire’ at the bottom of 
the garden. How could he have foreseen that the flying 
sparks would have lighted the Colonel’s little hay-rick 
and consumed a week’s store for the horses? Sudden 
and swift was the punishment — deprivation of the 
good-conduct badge and, most sorrowful of all, two 
days’ confinement to barracks — the house and veran- 
dah — coupled with the withdrawal of the light of his 
father’s countenance. 

He took the sentence like the man he strove to be, 
drew himself up with a quivering under-lip, saluted, 
and, once clear of the room, ran to weep bitterly in his 
nursery — called by him ‘my quarters.’ Coppy came 
in the afternoon and attempted to console the culprit. 

‘I’m under awwest,’ said Wee Willie Winkie mourn- 
fully, ‘and I didn’t ought to speak to you.’ 

Very early the next morning he climbed on to the roof 
of the house — that was not forbidden — and beheld 
Miss Allardyce going for a ride. 

‘Where are you going?’ cried Wee Willie Winkie. 

‘Across the river,’ she answered, and trotted forward. 
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Now the cantonment in which the 195th lay was 
bounded on the north by a river — dry in the winter. 
From his earliest years, Wee Willie Winkie had been 
forbidden to go across the river, and had noted that 
even Coppy — the almost almighty Coppy — had never 
set foot beyond it. Wee Willie Winkie had once been 
read to, out of a big blue book, the history of the 
Princess and the Goblins —a most wonderful tale of 
a land where the Goblins were always warring with the 
children of men until they were defeated by one Curdie. 
Ever since that date it seemed to him that the bare 
black and purple hills across the river were inhabited by 
Goblins, and, in truth, every one had said that there 
lived the Bad Men. Even in his own house the lower 
halves of the windows were covered with green paper 
on account of the Bad Men who might, if allowed clear 
view, fire into peaceful drawing-rooms and comfortable 
bedrooms. Certainly, beyond the river, which was the 
end of all the Earth, lived the Bad Men. And here was 
Major Allardyce’s big girl, Coppy’s property, preparing 
to venture into their borders! What would Coppy say 
if anything happened to her? If the Goblins ran off 
with her as they did with Curdie’s Princess? She 
must at all hazards be turned back. 

The house was still. Wee Willie Winkie reflected for 
a moment on the very terrible wrath of his father; and 
then — broke his arrest! It was a crime unspeakable. 
The low sun threw his shadow, very large and very 
black, on the trim garden-paths, as he went down to the 
stables and ordered his pony. It seemed to him in the 
hush of the dawn that all the big world had been bidden 
to stand still and look at Wee Willie Winkie guilty of 
mutiny. The drowsy sais gave him his mount, and. 
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since the one great sin made all others insignificant, 
Wee Willie Winkie said that he was going to ride over 
to Coppy Sahib, and went out at a foot-pace, stepping 
on the soft mould of the flower-borders. 

The devastating track of the pony’s feet was the last 
misdeed that cut him off from all sympathy of Human- 
ity. He turned into the road, leaned forward, and rode 
as fast as the pony could put foot to the ground in the 
direction of the river. 

But the liveliest of twelve-two ponies can do little 
against the long canter of a Waler. Miss Allardyce was 
far ahead, had passed through the crops, beyond the 
Police-posts, when all the guards were asleep, and her 
mount was scattering the pebbles of the river-bed as 
Wee Willie Winkie left the cantonment and British 
India behind him. Bowed forward and still flogging, 
Wee Willie Winkie shot into Afghan territory, and could 
just see Miss Allardyce, a black speck, flickering across 
the stony plain. The reason of her wandering was simple 
enough. Coppy, in a tone of too-hastily-assumed author- 
ity, had told her overnight that she must not ride out 
by the river. And she had gone to prove her own spirit 
and teach Coppy a lesson. 

Almost at the foot of the inhospitable hills, Wee 
Wiulie Winkie saw the Waler blunder and come down 
heavily. Miss Allardyce struggled clear, but her ankle 
had been severely twisted, and she could not stand. 
Having fully shown her spirit, she wept, and was sur- 
prised by the apparition of a white, wide-eyed child in 
khaki, on a nearly spent pony. 

‘Are you badly, badly hurted?’ shouted Wee Willie 
Winkie, as soon as he was within range. ‘You didn’t 
ought to be here.’ 
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‘I don’t know,’ said Miss Allardyce ruefully, ignoring 
the reproof. ‘Good gracious, child, what are you doing 
here?’ 

“You said you was going acwoss ve wiver,’ panted 
Wee Willie Winkie, throwing himself off his pony. 
‘And nobody — not even Coppy — must go acwoss ve 
wiver, and I came after you ever so hard, but you 
wouldn’t stop, and now you’ve hurted yourself, and 
Coppy will be angwy wiv me, and — I’ve bwoken my 
awwest! Tve bwoken my awwest!’ 

The future Colonel of the 195th sat down and sobbed. 
In spite of the pain in her ankle the girl was moved. 

“Have you ridden all the way from cantonments, 
little man? What for?’ 

“You belonged to Coppy. Coppy told me so!’ 
wailed Wee Willie Winkie disconsolately. ‘I saw him 
kissing you, and he said he was fonder of you van Bell 
or ve Butcha or me. And so I came. You must get 
up and come back. You didn’t ought to be here. Vis 
is a bad place, and I’ve bwoken my awwest.’ 

‘I can’t move, Winkie,’ said Miss Allardyce, with a 
groan. ‘I’vehurt my.foot. What shall I do?’ 

She showed a readiness to weep anew, which steadied 
Wee Willie Winkie, who had been brought up to believe 
that tears were the depth of unmanliness. Still, when 
one is as great a sinner as Wee Willie Winkie, even a 
man may be permitted to break down. 

‘Winkie,’ said Miss Allardyce, ‘when you’ve rested 
a little, ride back and tell them to send out something 
to carry me back in. It hurts fearfully.’ 

The child sat still for a little time and Miss Allardyce 
closed her eyes; the pain was nearly making her faint. 
She was roused by Wee Willie Winkie tying up the reins 
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on his pony’s neck and setting it free with a vicious cut 
of his whip that made it whicker. The little animal 
headed towards the cantonments. 

‘Oh, Winkie, what are you doing?’ 

‘Hush!’ said Wee Willie Winkie. ‘Vere’s a man 
coming — one of ve Bad Men. I must stay wiv you. 
My faver says a man must always look after a girl. 
Jack will go home, and ven vey'll come and look for us. 
Vat’s why I let him go.’ 

Not one man but two or three had appeared from 
behind the rocks of the hills, and the heart of Wee Willie 
Winkie sank within him, for just in this manner were 
the Goblins wont to steal out and vex Curdie’s soul. 
Thus had they played in Curdie’s garden — he had seen 
the picture — and thus had they frightened the Prin- 
cess’s nurse. He heard them talking to each other, and 
recognised with joy the bastard Pushto that he had 
picked up from one of his father’s grooms lately dis- 
missed. People who spoke that tongue could not be 
the Bad Men. ‘They were only natives after all. 

They came up to the boulders on which Miss Allar- 
dyce’s horse had blundered. 

Then rose from the rock Wee Willie Winkie, child of 
the Dominant Race, aged six and three-quarters, and 
said briefly and emphatically ‘Jao!’ The pony had 
crossed the river-bed. 

The men laughed, and laughter from natives was the 
one thing Wee Willie Winkie could not tolerate. He 
asked them what they wanted and why they did not 
depart. Other men with most evil faces and crooked- 
stocked guns crept out of the shadows of the hills, till, 
soon, Wee Willie Winkie was face to face with an audi- 
ence some twenty strong. Miss Allardyce screamed. 
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“Who are you?’ said one of the men. 

‘J am the Colonel Sahib’s son, and my order is that 
you go at once. You black men are frightening the 
Miss Sahib. One of you must run into cantonments 
and take the news that the Miss Sahib has hurt herself, 
and that the Colonel’s son is here with her.’ 

‘Put our feet into the trap?’ was the laughing reply. 
“Hear this boy’s speech!’ 

‘Say that I sent you —I, the Colonel’s son. They 
will give you money.’ 

‘What is the use of this talk? Take up the child and 
the girl, and we can at least ask for the ransom. Ours 
are the villages on the heights,’ said a voice in the back- 
ground. 

These were the Bad Men — worse than Goblins — 
and it needed all Wee Willie Winkie’s training to pre- 
vent him from bursting into tears. But he felt that to 
cry before a native, excepting only his mother’s ayah, 
would be an infamy greater than any mutiny. More- 
over, he, as future Colonel of the 195th, had that grim 
regiment at his back. 

‘Are you going to carry us away?’ said Wee Willie 
Winkie, very blanched and uncomfortable. 

“Yes, my little Sahib Bahadur,’ said the tallest of the 
men, ‘and eat you afterwards.’ 

‘That is child’s talk,’ said Wee Willie Winkie. ‘Men 
do not eat men.’ 

A yell of laughter interrupted him, but he went on 
firmly — ‘And if you do carry us away, I tell you that 
all my regiment will come up in a day and kill you all 
without leaving one. Who will take my message to the 
Colonel Sahib?’ 

Speech in any vernacular — and Wee Willie Winkie 
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had a coloquial acquaintance with three — was easy to 
the boy who could not yet manage his ‘r’s’ and ‘th’s’ 
aright. 

Another man joined the conference, crying: ‘O fool- 
ish men! Whatthis babesaysistrue. He isthe heart’s 
heart of those white troops. For the sake of peace 
let them go both, for if he be taken, the regiment will 
break loose and gut the valley. Our villages are in 
the valley, and we shall not escape. ‘That regiment 
are devils. They broke Khoda Yar’s breast-bone with 
kicks when he tried to take the rifles; and if we touch 
this child they will fire and rape and plunder for a 
month, till nothing remains. Better to send a man 
back to take the message and get a reward. I say that 
this child is their God, and that they will spare none of 
us, nor our women, if we harm him.’ 

It was Din Mahommed, the dismissed groom of the 
Colonel, who made the diversion, and an angry and 
heated discussion followed. Wee Willie Winkie, stand- 
ing over Miss Allardyce, waited the upshot. Surely 
his ‘wegiment,’ his own ‘wegiment,’ would not desert 
him if they knew of his extremity. 


The riderless pony brought the news to the 195th, 
though there had been consternation in the Colonel’s 
household for an hour before. ‘The little beast came in 
through the parade-ground in front of the main bar- 
racks, where the men were settling down to play Spoil- 
five till the afternoon. Devlin, the Colour-Sergeant 
of E Company, glanced at the empty saddle and tum- 
bled through the barrack-rooms, kicking up each Room 
Corporal as he passed. ‘Up, you beggars! ‘There’s 
something happened to the Colonel’s son,’ he shouted. 
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“He couldn’t fall off! S’elp me, ’e couldn’t fall off,’ 
blubbered a drummer-boy. ‘Go an’ hunt acrost the 
river. He’s over there if he’s anywhere, an’ maybe 
those Pathans have got ’im. For the love o’ Gawd 
don’t look for ’im in the nullahs! Let’s go over the 
river.’ 

“There’s sense in Mott yet,’ said Devlin. ‘E Com- 
pany, double out to the river — sharp!’ 

So E Company, in its shirt-sleeves mainly, doubled 
for the dear life, and in the rear toiled the perspiring 
Sergeant, adjuring it to double yet faster. The can- 
tonment was alive with the men of the 195th hunting 
for Wee Willie Winkie, and the Colonel finally overtook 
E Company, far too exhausted to swear, struggling in 
the pebbles of the river-bed. 

Up the hill under which Wee Willie Winkie’s Bad 
Men were discussing the wisdom of carrying off the 
child and the girl, a look-out fired two shots. 

‘What have I said?’ shouted Din Mahommed. ‘There 
is the warning! The pulton are out already and are 
coming across the plain! Get away! Let us not be 
seen with the boy.’ 

The men waited for an instant, and then, as another 
shot was fired, withdrew into the hills, silently as they 
had appeared. 

‘The wegiment is coming,’ said Wee Willie Winkie 
confidently to Miss Allardyce, ‘and it’s all wight. Don’t 
ewy!’ 

He needed the advice himself, for ten minutes later, 
when his father came up, he was weeping bitterly with 
his head in Miss Allardyce’s lap. 

And the men of the 195th carried him home with 
shouts and rejoicings; and Coppy, who had ridden a 
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horse into a lather, met him, and, to his intense disgust, 
kissed him openly in the presence of the men. 

But there was balm for his dignity. His father as- 
sured him that not only would the breaking of arrest 
be condoned, but that the good-conduct badge would 
be restored as soon as his mother could sew it on his 
blouse-sleeve. Miss Allardyce had told the Colonel a 
story that made him proud of his son. 

‘She belonged to you, Coppy,’ said Wee Willie 
Winkie, indicating Miss Allardyce with a grimy fore- 
finger. ‘I knew she didn’t ought to go acwoss ve 
wiver, and I knew ve wegiment would come to me if I 
sent Jack home.’ 

‘Youre a hero, Winkie,’ said Coppy — ‘a pukka 
hero!’ 

‘I don’t know what vat means,’ said Wee Willie 
Winkie, “but you mustn’t call me Winkie any no more. 
I’m Percival Will’am Will’ams.’ 

And in this manner did Wee Willie Winkie enter into 
his manhood. 
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Baa Baa, Black Sheep, 

Have you any wool? 

Yes, Sir, yes, Sir, three bags full. 

One for the Master, one for the Dame — 

None for the Little Boy that cries down the lane. 
Nursery Rhyme. 


The First Bag 


“When I was in my father’s house, I was ina 
better place’ 


the hamal and Meeta, the big Surti boy, with 
the red and gold turban. Judy, already tucked 
inside her mosquito-curtains, was nearly asleep. Punch 
had been allowed to stay up for dinner. Many privi- 
leges had been accorded to Punch within the last ten 
days, and a greater kindness from the people of his 
world had encompassed his ways and works, which were 
mostly obstreperous. He sat on the edge of his bed and 
swung his bare legs defiantly. 
‘Punch-baba going to bye-lo?’ said the ayah sugges- 
tively. 
‘No,’ said Punch. ‘Punch-baba wants the story 
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about the Ranee that was turned into a tiger. Meeta 
must tell it, and the hamal shall hide behind the door 
and make tiger-noises at the proper time.’ 

‘But Judy-baba will wake up,’ said the ayah. 

‘Judy-baba is waked,’ piped a small voice from the 
mosquito-curtains. ‘There was a Ranee that lived at 
Delhi. Go on, Meeta,’ and she fell fast asleep again 
while Meeta began the story. 

Never had Punch secured the telling of that tale with 
so little opposition. He reflected for along time. The 
hamal made the tiger-noises in twenty different keys. 

‘Top!’ said Punch authoritatively. ‘Why doesn’t 
Papa come in and say he is going to give me put-put?’ 

‘Punch-baba is going away, said the ayah. ‘In 
another week there will be no Punch-baba to pull my 
hair any more.’ She sighed softly, for the boy of the 
household was very dear to her heart. 

‘Up the Ghauts in a train?’ said Punch, standing on 
his bed. ‘All the way to Nassick where the Ranee- 
Tiger lives?’ 

‘Not to Nassick this year, little Sahib,’ said Meeta, 
lifting him on his shoulder. ‘Down to the sea where the 
cocoa-nuts are thrown, and across the sea in a big ship. 
Will you take Meeta with you to Belait?’ 

“You shall all come,’ said Punch, from the height of 
Meeta’s strong arms. ‘Meeta and the ayah and the 
hamal and Bhini-in-the-Garden, and the salaam-Cap- 
tain-Sahib-snake-man.’ 

There was no mockery in Meeta’s voice when he 
replied — ‘Great is the Sahib’s favour,’ and laid the 
little man down in the bed, while the ayah, sitting in the 
moonlight at the doorway, lulled him to sleep with an 
interminable canticle such as they sing in the Roman 
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Catholic Church at Parel. Punch curled himself into a 
ball and slept. 

Next morning Judy shouted that there was a rat in 
the nursery, and thus he forgot to tell her the wonderful 
news. It did not much matter, for Judy was only three 
and she would not have understood. But Punch was 
five; and he knew that going to England would be much 
nicer than a trip to Nassick. 


Papa and Mamma sold the brougham and the piano, 
and stripped the house, and curtailed the allowance of 
crockery for the daily meals, and took long counsel 
together over a bundle of letters bearing the Rockling- 
ton postmark. 

‘The worst of it is that one can’t be certain of any- 
thing,’ said Papa, pulling his moustache. ‘The letters 
in themselves are excellent, and the terms are moderate 
enough.’ 

‘The worst of it is that the children will grow up away 
from me,’ thought Mamma; but she did not say it 
aloud. 

‘We are only one case among hundreds,’ said Papa 
bitterly. ‘You shall go Home again in five years, dear.’ 

‘Punch will be ten then — and Judy eight. Oh, how 
long and long and long the time will be! And we have 
to leave them among strangers.’ 

‘Punch is a cheery little chap. He’s sure to make 
friends wherever he goes.’ 

‘And who could help loving my Ju?’ 

They were standing over the cots in the nursery late 
at night, and I think that Mamma was crying softly. 
After Papa had gone away, she knelt down by the side 
of Judy’s cot. The ayah saw her and put up a prayer 
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that the memsahib might never find the love of her 
children taken away from her and given to a stranger. 

Mamma’s own prayer was a Slightly illogical one. 
Summarised it ran: ‘Let strangers love my children 
and be as good to them as I should be, but let me pre- 
serve their love and their confidence for ever and ever. 
Amen.’ Punch scratched himself in his sleep, and Judy 
moaned a little. 

Next day they all went down to the sea, and there was 
a scene at the Apollo Bunder when Punch discovered 
that Meeta could not come too, and Judy learned that 
the ayah must be left behind. But Punch found a 
thousand fascinating things in the rope, block, and 
steam-pipe line on the big P. and O. Steamer long before 
Meeta and the ayah had dried their tears. 

“Come back, Punch-baba,’ said the ayah. 

‘Come back,’ said Meeta, ‘and be a Burra Sahib’ (a 
big man). 

‘Yes,’ said Punch, lifted up in his father’s arms to 
wave good-bye. ‘Yes, I will come back, and I will be 
a Burra Sahib Bahadur!’ (a very big man indeed). 

At the end of the first day Punch demanded to be set 
down in England, which he was certain must be close at 
hand. Next day there was a merry breeze, and Punch 
was very sick. “When I come back to Bombay,’ said 
Punch on his recovery, ‘I will come by the road —in a 
broom-gharri. This is a very naughty ship.’ 

The Swedish boatswain consoled him, and he modi- 
fied his opinions as the voyage went on. There was so 
much to see and to handle and ask questions about that 
Punch nearly forgot the ayah and Meeta and the hamal, 
and with difficulty remembered a few words of the 
Hindustani, once his second-speech. 
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But Judy was much worse. The day before the steamer 
reached Southampton, Mamma asked her if she would 
not like to see the ayah again. Judy’s blue eyes turned 
to the stretch of sea that had swallowed all her tiny past, 
and she said: ‘Ayah! What ayah?’ 

Mamma cried over her and Punch marvelled. It was 
then that he heard for the first time Mamma’s passion- 
ate appeal to him never to let Judy forget Mamma. 
Seeing that Judy was young, ridiculously young, and 
that Mamma, every evening for four weeks past, had 
come into the cabin to sing her and Punch to sleep with 
a mysterious rune that he called ‘Sonny, my soul,’ 
Punch could not understand what Mamma meant. 
But he strove to do his duty; for, the moment Mamma 
left the cabin, he said to Judy: ‘Ju, you bemember 
Mamma?’ 

~~ Vorse lide, said Judy. 

“Then always bemember Mamma, ’r else I won’t give 
you the paper ducks that the red-haired Captain Sahib 
cut out for me.’ 

So Judy promised always to ‘bemember.Mamma.’ 

Many and many a time was Mamma’s command laid 
upon Punch, and Papa would say the same thing with 
an insistence that awed the child. 

‘You must make haste and learn to write, Punch,’ 
said Papa, ‘and then you'll be able to write letters to us 
in Bombay.’ 

‘T’ll come into your room,’ said Punch, and Papa 
choked. 

Papa and Mamma were always choking in those days. 
If Punch took Judy to task for not ‘bemembering,’ they 
choked. If Punch sprawled on the sofa in the South- 
ampton lodging-house and sketched his future in purple 

2ol 


BAA BAA, BLACK SHEEP 


and gold, they choked; and so they did if Judy put up 
her mouth for a kiss. 

Through many days all four were vagabonds on the 
face of the earth — Punch with no one to give orders to, 
Judy too young for anything, and Papa and Mamma 
grave, distracted, and choking. 

‘Where,’ demanded Punch, wearied of a loathsome 
contrivance on four wheels with a mound of luggage 
atop — ‘where is our broom-gharri? ‘This thing talks 
so much that I can’t talk. Where is our own broom- 
gharri? When I was at Bandstand before we comed 
away, I asked Inverarity Sahib why he was sitting in it, 
and he said it was his own. And I said, “‘I will give it 
you”’ —I like Inverarity Sahib — and I said, “‘Can 
you put your legs through the pully-wag loops by 
the windows?’ And Inverarity Sahib said No, and 
laughed. I can put my legs through the pully-wag 
loops. Ican put my legs through these pully-wag loops. 
Look! Oh, Mamma’s crying again! I didn’t know I 
wasn’t not to do so.’ 

Punch drew his legs out of the loops of the four- 
wheeler: the door opened and he slid to the earth, in a 
cascade of parcels, at the door of an austere little villa 
whose gates bore the legend ‘Downe Lodge.’ Punch 
gathered himself together and eyed the house with dis- 
favour. It stood on a sandy road, and a cold wind 
tickled his knickerbockered legs. 

‘Let us go away,’ said Punch. ‘This is not a pretty 
place.’ 

But Mamma and Papa and Judy had left the cab, and 
all the luggage was being taken into the house. At the 
doorstep stood a woman in black, and she smiled largely 
with dry, chapped lips. Behind her was a man, big, 
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bony, gray, and lame as to one leg — behind him a 
boy of twelve, black-haired and oily in appearance. 
Punch surveyed the trio, and advanced without fear, as 
he had been accustomed to do in Bombay when callers 
came and he happened to be playing in the verandah. 

“How do you do?’ said he. ‘Iam Punch.’ But they 
were all looking at the luggage — all except the gray 
man, who shook hands with Punch, and said he was ‘a 
smart little fellow... There was much running about 
and banging of boxes, and Punch curled himself up on 
the sofa in the dining-room and considered things. 

‘I don’t like these people,’ said Punch. ‘But never 
mind. We’ll go away soon. We have always went 
away soon from everywhere. I wish we was gone back 
to Bombay soon.’ 

The wish bore no fruit. For six days Mamma wept 
at intervals, and showed the woman in black all Punch’s 
clothes — aliberty which Punch resented. ‘But p’raps 
she’s a new white ayah,’ he thought. ‘I’m to call her 
Antirosa, but she doesn’t call me Sahib. She says just 
Punch,’ he confided to Judy. ‘What is Antirosa?’ 

Judy didn’t know. Neither she nor Punch had heard 
anything of an animal called an aunt. Their world had 
been Papa and Mamma, who knew everything, permitted 
everything, and loved everybody —even Punch when 
he used to go into the garden at Bombay and fill his 
nails with mould after the weekly nail-cutting, because, 
as he explained between two strokes of the slipper to 
his sorely-tried Father, his fingers ‘felt so new at the 
ends.’ 

In an undefined way Punch judged it advisable to 
keep both parents between himself and the woman in 
black and the boy in black hair. He did not approve 

253 


BAA BAA, BLACK SHEEP 


of them. He liked the gray man, who had expressed a 
wish to be called ‘Uncleharri.’ They nodded at each 
other when they met, and the gray man showed him a 
little ship with rigging that took up and down. 

‘She is a model of the “‘ Brisk’? — the little “‘Brisk”’ 
that was sore exposed that day at Navarino.’ The 
gray man hummed the last words and fell into a reverie. 
‘Tl tell you about Navarino, Punch, when we go for 
walks together; and you mustn’t touch the ship, be- 
cause she’s the “Brisk.” ’ 

Long before that walk, the first of many, was taken, 
they roused Punch and Judy in the chill dawn of a Feb- 
ruary morning to say Good-bye; and of all people in the 
wide earth to Papa and Mamma — both crying this 
time. Punch was very sleepy and Judy was cross. 

‘Don’t forget us,’ pleaded Mamma. ‘Oh, my little 
son, don’t forget us, and see that Judy remembers too.’ 

‘I’ve told Judy to bemember,’ said Punch, wriggling, 
for his father’s beard tickled his neck, ‘ve told Judy 
— ten — forty —’leven thousand times. But Ju’s so 
young — quite a baby — isn’t she?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Papa, ‘quite a baby, and you must be good 
to Judy, and make haste to learn to write and — and — 
and — 

Punch was back in his bed again. Judy was fast 
asleep, and there was the rattle of a cab below. Papa 
and Mamma had gone away. Not to Nassick; that 
was across the sea. To some place much nearer, of 
course, and equally of course they would return. They 
came back after dinner-parties, and Papa had come 
back after he had been to a place called ‘The Snows,’ 
and Mamma with him, to Punch and Judy at Mrs. 
Inverarity’s house in Marine Lines. Assuredly they 

204 


BAA BAA, BLACK SHEEP 


would come back again. So Punch fell asleep till the 
true morning, when the black-haired boy met him with 
the information that Papa and Mamma had gone to 
Bombay, and that he and Judy were to stay at Downe 
Lodge ‘for ever.’ Antirosa, tearfully appealed to for a 
contradiction, said that Harry had spoken the truth, 
and that it behoved Punch to fold up his clothes neatly 
on going to bed. Punch went out and wept bitterly with 
Judy, into whose fair head he had driven some ideas of 
the meaning of separation. 

When a matured man discovers that he has been de- 
serted by Providence, deprived of his God, and cast 
without help, comfort, or sympathy, upon a world 
which is new and strange to him, his despair, which may 
find expression in evil-living, the writing of his experi- 
ences, or the more satisfactory diversion of suicide, is 
generally supposed to be impressive. A child, under 
exactly similar circumstances as far as its knowledge 
goes, cannot very well curse God and die. It howls till 
its nose is red, its eyes are sore, and its head aches. 
Punch and Judy, through no fault of their own, had lost 
alltheir world. They sat in the hall and cried, the black- 
haired boy looking on from afar. 

The model of the ship availed nothing, though the 
gray man assured Punch that he might pull the rigging 
up and down as much as he pleased; and Judy was 
promised free entry into the kitchen. They wanted 
Papa and Mamma gone to Bombay beyond the seas, 
and their grief while it lasted was without remedy. 

When the tears ceased the house was very still. An- 
tirosa had decided that it was better to let the chil- 
dren ‘have their cry out,’ and the boy had gone to school. 
Punch raised his head from the floor and sniffed mourn- 
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fully. Judy was nearly asleep. Three short years had 
not taught her how to bear sorrow with full knowledge. 
There was a distant, dull boom in the air — a repeated 
heavy thud. Punch knew that sound in Bombay in 
the Monsoon. It was the sea — the sea that must be 
traversed before any one could get to Bombay. 

‘Quick, Ju!’ he cried, ‘we’re close to the sea. I can 
hear it! Listen! That’s where they’ve went. P’raps 
we can catch them if we wasin time. ‘They didn’t mean 
to go without us. They’ve only forgot.’ 

‘Iss,’ said Judy. ‘They’ve only forgotted. Less go 
to the sea.’ 

The hall-door was open and so was the garden-gate. 

‘It’s very, very big, this place,’ he said, looking cau- 
tiously down the road, ‘and we will get lost; but I will 
find aman and order him to take me back to my house 
— like I did in Bombay.’ 

He took Judy by the hand, and the two ran hatless in 
the direction of the sound of the sea. Downe Villa was 
almost the last of a range of newly-built houses running 
out, through a field of brick-mounds, to a heath where 
gypsies occasionally camped and where the Garrison 
Artillery of Rocklington practised. There were few peo- 
ple to be seen, and the children might have been taken 
for those of the soldiery who ranged far. Half an hour 
the wearied little legs tramped across heath, potato- 
patch, and sand-dune. 

‘T’se so tired,’ said Judy, ‘and Mamma will be angry.’ 

*“Mamma’s never angry. I suppose she is waiting at 
the sea now while Papa gets tickets. We'll find them 
and go along with them. Ju, you mustn’t sit down. 
Only a little more and we’ll come to the sea. Ju, if you 
sit down I’ll thmack you!’ said Punch. 
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They climbed another dune, and came upon the great 
gray sea at low tide. Hundreds of crabs were scuttling 
about the beach, but there was no trace of Papa and 
Mamma, not even of a ship upon the waters — nothing 
but sand and mud for miles and miles. 

And ‘Uncleharri’ found them by chance — very 
muddy and very forlorn — Punch dissolved in tears, but 
trying to divert Judy with an ‘ickle trab,’ and Judy 
wailing to the pitiless horizon for ‘Mamma, Mamma!’ 
— and again ‘Mamma!’ 


The Second Bag 


Ah, well-a-day, for we are souls bereaved! 

Of all the creatures under Heaven’s wide scope 

We are most hopeless, who had once most hope, 

And most beliefless, who had most believed. 
‘The City of Dreadful Night.’ 


All this time not a word about Black Sheep. He 
came later, and Harry, the black-haired boy, was mainly 
responsible for his coming. 

Judy — who could help loving little Judy? — passed, 
by special permit, into the kitchen and thence straight 
to Aunty Rosa’s heart. Harry was Aunty Rosa’s one 
child, and Punch was the extra boy about the house. There 
was no special place for him or his little affairs, and he 
was forbidden to sprawl on sofas and explain his ideas 
about the manufacture of this world and his hopes for 
his future. Sprawling was lazy and wore out sofas, and 
little boys were not expected to talk. They were talked 
to, and the talking to was intended for the benefit of 
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their morals. As the unquestioned despot of the house 
at Bombay, Punch could not quite understand how he 
came to be of no account in this his new hfe. 

Harry might reach across the table and take what he 
wanted; Judy might point and get what she wanted. 
Punch was forbidden to do either. The gray man was 
his great hope and stand-by for many months after 
Mamma and Papa left, and he had forgotten to tell Judy 
to ‘bemember Mamma.’ 

This lapse was excusable, because in the interval he 
had been introduced by Aunty Rosa to two very im- 
pressive things — an abstraction called God, the inti- 
mate friend and ally of Aunty Rosa, generally believed 
to live behind the kitchen-range because it was hot 
there — and a dirty brown book filled with unintelligi- 
ble dots and marks. Punch was always anxious to 
oblige everybody. He therefore welded the story of the 
Creation on to what he could recollect of his Indian 
fairy tales, and scandalised Aunty Rosa by repeating 
the result to Judy. It was a sin, a grievous sin, and 
Punch was talked to for a quarter of an hour. He 
could not understand where the iniquity came in, but 
was careful not to repeat the offence, because Aunty 
Rosa told him that God had heard every word he had 
said and was very angry. If this were true, why didn’t 
God come and say so, thought Punch, and dismissed 
the matter from his mind. Afterwards he learned to 
know the Lord as the only thing in the world more awful 
than Aunty Rosa —as a Creature that stood in the 
background and counted the strokes of the cane. 

But the reading was, just then, a much more serious 
matter than any creed. Aunty Rosa sat him upon a 
table and told him that A B meant ab. 
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‘Why?’ said Punch. ‘A is a and B is bee. Why 
does A B mean ab?’ 

“Because I tell you it does,’ said Aunty Rosa, ‘and 
you've got to say it.’ 

Punch said it accordingly, and for a month, hugely 
against his will, stumbled through the brown book, not 
in the least comprehending what it meant. But Uncle 
Harry, who walked much and generally alone, was wont 
to come into the nursery and suggest to Aunty Rosa 
that Punch should walk with him. He seldom spoke, 
but he showed Punch all Rocklington, from the mud- 
banks and the sand of the back-bay to the great har- 
bours where ships lay at anchor, and the dockyards 
where the hammers were never still, and the marine- 
store shops, and the shiny brass counters in the Offices 
where Uncle Harry went once every three months with 
a slip of blue paper and received sovereigns in exchange; 
for he held a wound-pension. Punch heard, too, from his 
lips the story of the battle of Navarino, where the sailors 
of the Fleet, for three days afterwards, were deaf as posts 
and could only sign to each other. ‘That was because 
of the noise of the guns,’ said Uncle Harry, ‘and I have 
got the wadding of a bullet somewhere inside me now.’ 

Punch regarded him with curiosity. He had not the 
least idea what wadding was, and his notion of a bullet 
was a dockyard cannon-ball bigger than his own head. 
How could Uncle Harry keep a cannon-ball inside him? 
He was ashamed to ask, for fear Uncle Harry might be 
angry. 

Punch had never known what anger — real anger — 
meant until one terrible day when Harry had taken his 
paint-box to paint a boat with, and Punch had pro- 
tested. Then Uncle Harry had appeared on the scene 
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and, muttering something about ‘strangers’ children,’ 
had with a stick smitten the black-haired boy across the 
shoulders till he wept and yelled, and Aunty Rosa came 
in and abused Uncle Harry for cruelty to his own flesh 
and blood, and Punch shuddered to the tips of his shoes. 
‘It wasn’t my fault,’ he explained to the boy, but both 
Harry and Aunty Rosa said that it was, and that Punch 
had told tales, and for a week there were no more walks 
with Uncle Harry. 

But that week brought a great joy to Punch. 

He had repeated till he was thrice weary the state- 
ment that ‘the Cat lay on the Mat and the Rat came in.’ 

‘Now I can truly read,’ said Punch, ‘and now I will 
never read anything in the world.’ 

He put the brown book in the cupboard where his 
school-books lived and accidentally tumbled out a 
venerable volume, without covers, labelled ‘Sharpe’s 
Magazine.’ There was the most portentous picture of 
a griffin on the first page, with verses below. The 
griffin carried off one sheep a day from a German village 
till a man came with a ‘falchion’ and split the griffin 
open. Goodness only knew what a falchion was, but 
there was the Griffin, and his history was an improve- 
ment upon the eternal Cat. 

‘This,’ said Punch, ‘means things, and now I will 
know all about everything in all the world.’ He read 
till the light failed, not understanding a tithe of the 
meaning, but tantalised by glimpses of new worlds here- 
after to be revealed. 

‘What is a ‘‘falchion?’? Whatisa ‘‘e-weelamb?’’ What 
is a “base ussurper”’? What is a “‘verdant me-ad’’?’ he 
demanded with flushed cheeks, at bedtime, of the aston- 
ished Aunty Rosa. 
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“Say your prayers and go to sleep,’ she replied, and 
that was all the help Punch then or afterwards found at 
her hands in the new and delightful exercise of read- 
ing. 

“Aunty Rosa only knows about God and things like 
that,’ argued Punch. ‘Uncle Harry will tell me.’ 

The next walk proved that Uncle Harry could not 
help either; but he allowed Punch to talk, and even sat 
down on a bench to hear about the Griffin. Other walks 
brought other stories as Punch ranged farther afield, for 
the house held large store of old books that no one ever 
opened — from ‘Frank Fairlegh’ in serial numbers, and 
the earlier poems of Tennyson, contributed anonymously 
to ‘Sharpe’s Magazine,’ to °62 Exhibition Catalogues, 
gay with colours and delightfully incomprehensible, and 
odd leaves of ‘Gulliver’s Travels.’ 

As soon as Punch could string a few pot-hooks to- 
gether he wrote to Bombay, demanding by return post 
‘all the books in all the world.’ Papa could not com- 
ply with this modest indent, but sent ‘Grimm’s Fairy 
Tales’ and a Hans Andersen. That was enough. If 
he were only left alone Punch could pass, at any hour 
he chose, into a land of his own, beyond reach of Aunty 
Rosa and her God, Harry and his teasements, and Judy’s 
claims to be played with. 

‘Don’t disturve me, I’m reading. Go and play in 
the kitchen,’ grunted Punch. ‘Aunty Rosa lets you go 
there.’ Judy was cutting her second teeth and was 
fretful. She appealed to Aunty Rosa, who descended 
on Punch. 

‘I was reading,’ he explained, ‘readinga book. I want 
to read.’ 

‘You're only doing that to show off,’ said Aunty 
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Rosa. ‘But we'll see. Play with Judy now, and don’t 
open a book for a week.’ 

Judy did not pass a very enjoyable playtime with 
Punch, who was consumed with indignation. There 
was a pettiness at the bottom of the prohibition which 
puzzled him. 

‘It’s what I like to do,’ he said, ‘and she’s found out 
that and stopped me. Don’t cry, Ju — it wasn’t your 
fault — please don’t cry or she’ll say I made you.’ 

Ju loyally mopped up her tears, and the two played 
in their nursery, a room in the basement and half under- 
ground, to which they were regularly sent after the 
mid-day dinner while Aunty Rosa slept. She drank 
wine — that is to say, something from a bottle in the 
cellaret — for her stomach’s sake, but if she did not 
fall asleep she would sometimes come into the nursery to 
see that the children were really playing. Now bricks, 
wooden hoops, ninepins, and chinaware cannot amuse 
for ever, especially when all Fairyland is to be won by 
the mere opening of a book, and, as often as not, Punch 
would be discovered reading to Judy or telling her 
interminable tales. That was an offence in the eyes of 
the law, and Judy would be whisked off by Aunty Rosa, 
while Punch was left to play alone, ‘and be sure that I 
hear you doing it.’ 

It was not a cheering employ, for he had to make a 
playful noise. At last, with infinite craft, he devised 
an arrangement whereby the table could be supported 
as to three legs on toy bricks, leaving the fourth clear to 
bring down on the floor. He could work the table with 
one hand and hold a book with the other. This he did 
till an evil day when Aunty Rosa pounced upon him 
unawares and told him that he was ‘acting a lie.’ 
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‘If you’re old enough to do that,’ she said — her 
temper was always worst after dinner — ‘you're old 
enough to be beaten.’ 

But = lina mmot a animal! said Punch aghast, 
He remembered Uncle Harry and the stick, and turned 
white. Aunty Rosa had hidden a light cane behind her, 
and Punch was beaten then and there over the shoulders. 
It was a revelation to him. The room-door was shut, 
and he was left to weep himself into repentance and 
work out his own gospel of life. 

Aunty Rosa, he argued, had the power to beat him 
with many stripes. It was unjust and cruel, and 
Mamma and Papa would never have allowed it. Un- 
less perhaps, as Aunty Rosa seemed to imply, they had 
sent secret orders. In which case he was abandoned 
indeed. It would be discreet in the future to propitiate 
Aunty Rosa, but, then, again, even in matters in which 
he was innocent, he had been accused of wishing to 
‘show off.’ He had ‘shown off’ before visitors when he 
had attacked a strange gentleman — Harry’s uncle, not 
his own — with requests for information about the 
Griffin and the falchion, and the precise nature of the 
Tilbury in which Frank Fairlegh rode — all points of 
paramount interest which he was bursting to under- 
stand. Clearly it would not do to pretend to care for 
Aunty Rosa. 

At this point Harry entered and stood afar off, eyeing 
Punch, a dishevelled heap in the corner of the room, 
with disgust. 

‘You’re a liar — a young liar,’ said Harry, with great 
unction, ‘and you’re to have tea down here because 
you're not fit to speak to us. And you’re not to speak 
to Judy again till Mother gives you leave. You'll 
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‘corrupt her. You're only fit to associate with the ser- 
vant. Mother says so.’ 

Having reduced Punch to a second agony of tears, 
Harry departed upstairs with the news that Punch was 
still rebellious. 

Uncle Harry sat uneasily in the dining-room. ‘Damn 
it all, Rosa,’ said he at last, ‘can’t you leave the child 
alone? He’s a good enough little chap when I meet 
him.’ 

‘He puts on his best manners with you, Henry,’ said 
Aunty Rosa, ‘but I’m afraid, ’m very much afraid, that 
he is the Black Sheep of the family.’ 

Harry heard and stored up the name for future use. 
Judy cried till she was bidden to stop, her brother not 
being worth tears; and the evening concluded with the 
return of Punch to the upper regions and a private sit- 
ting at which all the blinding horrors of Hell were 
revealed to Punch with such store of imagery as Aunty 
Rosa’s narrow mind possessed. 

Most grievous of all was Judy’s round-eyed reproach, 
and Punch went to bed in the depths of the Valley of 
Humiliation. He shared his room with Harry and 
knew the torture in store. For an hour and a half 
he had to answer that young gentleman’s questions 
as to his motives for telling a lie, and a grievous lie, 
the precise quantity of punishment inflicted by Aunty 
Rosa, and had also to profess his deep gratitude for 
such religious instruction as Harry thought fit to im- 
part. 

From that day began the downfall of Punch, now Black 
Sheep. 

‘Untrustworthy in one thing, untrustworthy in all,’ 
said Aunty Rosa, and Harry felt that Black Sheep was 
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delivered into his hands. He would wake him up in the 
night to ask him why he was such a liar. 

*T don’t know,’ Punch would reply. 

“Then don’t you think you ought to get up and pray 
to God for a new heart?’ 

*Y-yess.’ 

‘Get out and pray, then!’ And Punch would get out 
of bed with raging hate in his heart against all the world, 
seen and unseen. He was always tumbling into trou- 
ble. Harry had a knack of cross-examining him as to his 
day’s doings, which seldom failed to lead him, sleepy 
and savage, into half-a-dozen contradictions — all duly 
reported to Aunty Rosa next morning. 

‘But it wasn’t a lie,’ Punch would begin, charging into 
a laboured explanation that landed him more hopelessly 
in the mire. ‘I said that I didn’t say my prayers twice 
over in the day, and that was on Tuesday. Once I did. 
I know I did, but Harry said I didn’t,’ and so forth, till 
the tension brought tears and he was dismissed from the 
table in disgrace. 

‘You usen’t to be as bad as this,’ said Judy, awe- 
stricken at the catalogue of Black Sheep’s crimes. ‘Why 
are you so bad now?’ 

‘IT don’t know,’ Black Sheep would reply. ‘I’m not, 
if I only wasn’t bothered upside down. I knew what I 
did, and I want to say so; but Harry always makes it out 
different somehow, and Aunty Rosa doesn’t believe a 
word Isay. Oh, Ju! don’t you say I’m bad too.’ 

‘Aunty Rosa says you are,’ said Judy. ‘She told the 
Vicar so when he came yesterday.’ 

‘Why does she tell all the people outside the house 
about me? It isn’t fair,’ said Black Sheep. ‘When I 
was in Bombay, and was bad — doing bad, not made-up 
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bad like this — Mamma told Papa, and Papa told me 
he knew, and that was all. Outside people didn’t know 
too — even Meeta didn’t know.’ 

‘I don’t remember,’ said Judy wistfully. ‘I was all 
little then. Mamma was just as fond of you as she was 
of me, wasn’t she?’ 

**Course she was. Sowas Papa. So was everybody.’ 

‘Aunty Rosa likes me more than she does you. She 
says that you are a Trial and a Black Sheep, and I’m 
not to speak to you more than I can help.’ 

‘Always? Not outside of the times when you mustn’t 
speak to me at all?’ 

Judy nodded her head mournfully. Black Sheep 
turned away in despair, but Judy’s arms were round his 
neck. 

“Never mind, Punch,’ she whispered. ‘I will speak 
to you just the same as ever and ever. You’re my own 
own brother though you are — though Aunty Rosa says 
you're bad, and Harry says you are a little coward. He 
says that if I pulled your hair hard, you’d cry.’ 

“Pull, then,’ said. Punch. 

Judy pulled gingerly. 

‘Pull harder — as hard as youcan! There! I don’t 
mind how much you pull it now. If you'll speak to me 
same as ever I'll let you pull it as much as you lke — 
pull it out if you like. But I know if Harry came and 
stood by and made you do it I’d cry.’ 

So the two children sealed the compact with a kiss, 
and Black Sheep’s heart was cheered within him, and by 
extreme caution and careful avoidance of Harry he 
acquired virtue, and was allowed to read undisturbed 
for a week. Uncle Harry took him for walks, and con- 
soled him with rough tenderness, never calling him 
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Black Sheep. ‘It’s good for you, I suppose, Punch,’ 
he used to say. ‘Let us sit down. I’m getting tired.’ 
His steps led him now not to the beach, but to the 
Cemetery of Rocklington, amid the potato-fields. For 
hours the gray man would sit on a tombstone, while 
Black Sheep would read epitaphs, and then with a sigh 
would stump home again. 

‘I shall lie there soon,’ said he to Black Sheep, one 
winter evening, when his face showed white as a worn 
silver coin under the light of the lych-gate. “You needn’t 
tell Aunty Rosa.’ 

A month later he turned sharp round, ere half a 
morning walk was completed, and stumped back to the 
house. ‘Put me to bed, Rosa,’ he muttered. ‘I’ve 
walked my last. The wadding has found me out.’ 

They put him to bed, and for a fortnight the shadow 
of his sickness lay upon the house, and Black Sheep went 
to and fro unobserved. Papa had sent him some new 
books, and he was told to keep quiet. He retired into 
his own world, and was perfectly happy. Even at 
night his felicity was unbroken. He could lie in bed 
and string himself tales of travel and adventure while 
Harry was downstairs. 

‘Uncle Harry’s going to die,’ said Judy, who now lived 
almost entirely with Aunty Rosa. 

‘I’m very sorry,’ said Black Sheep soberly. ‘He told 
me that a long time ago.’ 

Aunty Rosa heard the conversation. ‘Will nothing 
check your wicked tongue?’ she said angrily. ‘There 
were blue circles round her eyes. 

Black Sheep retreated to the nursery and read ‘Com- 
eth Up as a Flower’ with deep and uncomprehending 
interest. | He had been forbidden to open it on account 
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of its ‘sinfulness,’ but the bonds of the Universe were 
crumbling, and Aunty Rosa was in great grief. 

‘I’m glad,’ said Black Sheep. ‘She’s unhappy now. 
It wasn’talie, though. Iknew. Hetold me not to tell.’ 

That night Black Sheep woke with a start. Harry 
was not in the room, and there was a sound of sobbing 
on the next floor. Then the voice of Uncle Harry, sing- 
ing the song of the Battle of Navarino, came through 
the darkness: — 


‘Our vanship was the Asia — 
The Albion and Genoa!’ 


‘He’s getting well,’ thought Black Sheep, who knew 
the song through all its seventeen verses. But the 
blood froze at his little heart as he thought. The voice 
leapt an octave, and rang shrill as a boatswain’s pipe: — 


“And next came on the lovely Rose, 
The Philomel, her fireship, closed, 
And the little Brisk was sore exposed 
That day at Navarino.’ 


‘That day at Navarino, Uncle Harry!’ shouted Black 
Sheep, half wild with excitement and fear of he knew not 
what. 

A door opened, and Aunty Rosa screamed up the 
staircase: “Hush! For God’s sake hush, you little 
devil. Uncle Harry is dead!’ 
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The Third Bag 


‘Journeys end in lovers’ meeting, 
Every wise man’s son doth know.’ 


‘I wonder what will happen to me now,’ thought 
Black Sheep, when semi-pagan rites peculiar to the 
burial of the Dead in middle-class houses had been 
accomplished, and Aunty Rosa, awful in black crape, 
had returned to this life. ‘I don’t think I’ve done 
anything bad that she knows of. I suppose I will soon. 
She will be very cross after Uncle Harry’s dying, and 
Harry will be cross too. I'll keep in the nursery.’ 

Unfortunately for Punch’s plans, it was decided that 
he should be sent to a day-school which Harry attended. 
This meant a morning walk with Harry, and perhaps 
an evening one; but the prospect of freedom in the inter- 
val was refreshing. ‘Harry’ll tell everything I do, but 
I won’t do anything,’ said Black Sheep. Fortified with 
this virtuous resolution, he went to school only to find 
that Harry’s version of his character had preceded him, 
and that life was a burden in consequence. He took 
stock of his associates. Some of them were unclean, 
some of them talked in dialect, many dropped their h’s, 
and there were two Jews and a negro, or some one 
quite as dark, in the assembly. ‘That’s a hubshi,’ said 
Black Sheep to himself. ‘Even Meeta used to laugh at 
a hubshi. I don’t think this is a proper place.’ He 
was indignant for at least an hour, till he reflected that 
any expostulation on his part would be by Aunty Rosa 
construed into ‘showing off,’ and that Harry would tell 
the boys. 
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‘How do you like school?’ said Aunty Rosa at the 
end of the day. 

‘I think it is a very nice place,’ said Punch quietly. 

‘I suppose you warned the boys of Black Sheep’s char- 
acter?’ said Aunty Rosa to Harry. 

‘Oh yes,’ said the censor of Black Sheep’s morals. 
“They know all about him.’ 

‘If I was with my father,’ said Black Sheep, stung 
to the quick, ‘I shouldn’t speak to those boys. He 
wouldn’t let me. They live in shops. I saw them go 
into shops — where their fathers live and sell things.’ 

“You're too good for that school, are you?’ said 
Aunty Rosa, with a bitter smile. ‘You ought to be 
grateful, Black Sheep, that those boys speak to you at 
all. It isn’t every school that takes little liars ’ 

Harry did not fail to make much capital out of 
Black Sheep’s ill-considered remark; with the result 
that several boys, including the hubshi, demonstrated 
to Black Sheep the eternal equality of the human race 
by smacking his head, and his consolation from Aunty 
Rosa was that it ‘served him right for being vain.’ He 
learned, however, to keep his opinions to himself, and 
by propitiating Harry in carrying books and the like 
to get a little peace. His existence was not too joyful. 
From nine till twelve he was at school, and from two to 
four, except on Saturdays. In the evenings he was 
sent down into the nursery to prepare his lessons for the 
next day, and every night came the dreaded cross-ques- 
tionings at Harry’s hand. Of Judy he saw but little. She 
was deeply religious — at six years of age Religion 
is easy to come by — and sorely divided between her nat- 
ural love for Black Sheep and her love for Aunty Rosa, 
who could do no wrong. 
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The lean woman returned that love with interest, and 
Judy, when she dared, took advantage of this for 
the remission of Black Sheep’s penalties. Failures in 
lessons at school were punished at home by a week 
without reading other than school-books, and Harry 
brought the news of such a failure with glee. Further, 
Black Sheep was then bound to repeat his lessons at 
bedtime to Harry, who generally succeeded in making 
him break down, and consoled him by gloomiest fore- 
bodings for the morrow. Harry was at once spy, 
practical joker, inquisitor, and Aunty Rosa’s deputy 
executioner. He filled his many posts to admiration. 
From his actions, now that Uncle Harry was dead, 
there was no appeal. Black Sheep had not been per- 
mitted to keep any self-respect at school: at home he 
was, of course, utterly discredited, and grateful for any 
pity that the servant-girls — they changed frequently 
at Downe Lodge because they, too, were l’ars — might 
show. ‘You're just fit to row in the same boat with 
Black Sheep,’ was a sentiment that each new Jane or 
Eliza might expect to hear, before a month was over, 
from Aunty Rosa’s lips; and Black Sheep was used to 
ask new girls whether they had yet been compared to 
him. Harry was ‘Master Harry’ in their mouths; 
Judy was officially ‘Miss Judy’; but Black Sheep was 
never anything more than Black Sheep tout court. 

As time went on and the memory of Papa and Mamma 
became wholly overlaid by the unpleasant task of writ- 
ing them letters, under Aunty Rosa’s eye, each Sun- 
day, Black Sheep forgot what manner of life he had led 
in the beginning of things. Even Judy’s appeal to 
‘try and remember about Bombay’ failed to quicken 
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Pagal 


BAA, BAA, BLACK SHEEP 


‘IT can’t remember,’ he said. ‘I know I used to give 
orders and Mamma kissed me.’ 

‘Aunty Rosa will kiss you if you are good,’ pleaded 
Judy. 

‘Ugh! I don’t want to be kissed by Aunty Rosa. 
She’d say I was doing it to get something more to eat.’ 

The weeks lengthened into months, and the holidays 
came; but just before the holidays Black Sheep fell into 
deadly sin. 

Among the many boys whom Harry had incited to 
‘punch Black Sheep’s head because he daren’t hit back,’ 
was one more aggravating than the rest, who, in an 
unlucky moment, fell upon Black Sheep when Harry 
was not near. The blows stung, and Black Sheep 
struck back at random with all the power at his com- 
mand. The boy dropped and whimpered. Black 
Sheep was astounded at his own act, but, feeling the 
unresisting body under him, shook it with both his 
hands in blind fury and then began to throttle his 
enemy; meaning honestly to slay him. There was a 
scuffle, and Black Sheep was torn off the body by 
Harry and some colleagues, and cuffed home tingling 
but exultant. Aunty Rosa was out. Pending her ar- 
rival, Harry set himself to lecture Black Sheep on the 
sin of murder — which he described as the offence of 
Cain. 

“Why didn’t you fight him fair? What did you hit 
him when he was down for, you little cur?’ 

Black Sheep looked up at Harry’s throat and then at 
a knife on the dinner-table. 

‘I don’t understand,’ he said wearily. ‘You always 
set him on me and told me I was a coward when I 
blubbed. Will you leave me alone until Aunty Rosa 
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comes in? She'll beat me if you tell her I ought to be 
beaten; so it’s all right.’ 

‘It’s all wrong,’ said Harry magisterially. ‘You 
nearly killed him, and I shouldn’t wonder if he dies.’ 

“Will he die?’ said Black Sheep. 

‘I daresay,’ said Harry, ‘and then you'll be hanged, 
and go to Hell.’ 

‘Allright,’ said Black Sheep, picking up the table knife. 
‘Then [ll kill younow. ‘You say things and do things 
and — and I don’t know how things happen, and you 
never leave me alone — and I don’t care what happens!’ 

He ran at the boy with the knife, and Harry fled 
upstairs to his room, promising Black Sheep the finest 
thrashing in the world when Aunty Rosa returned. 
Black Sheep sat at the bottom of the stairs, the table- 
knife in his hand, and wept for that he had not killed 
Harry. ‘The servant-girl came up from the kitchen, 
took the knife away, and consoled him. But Black 
Sheep was beyond consolation. He would be badly 
beaten by Aunty Rosa; then there would be another 
beating at Harry’s hands; then Judy would not be 
allowed to speak to him; then the tale would be told at 
school, and then — 

There was no one to help and no one to care, and the 
best way out of the business was by death. A knife 
would hurt, but Aunty Rosa had told him, a year ago, 
that if he sucked paint he would die. He went into the 
nursery, unearthed the now disused Noah’s Ark, and 
sucked the paint off as many animals as remained. It 
tasted abominable, but he had licked Noah’s Dove 
clean by the time Aunty Rosa and Judy returned. He 
went upstairs and greeted them with: ‘Please, Aunty 
Rosa, I believe I’ve nearly killed a boy at school, and 
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I’ve tried to kill Harry, and when you’ve done all about 
God and Hell, will you beat me and get it over?’ 

The tale of the assault as told by Harry could only 
be explained on the ground of possession by the Devil. 
Wherefcre Black Sheep was not only most excellently 
beaten, once by Aunty Rosa and once, when thoroughly 
cowed down, by Harry, but he was further prayed for 
at family prayers, together with Jane, who had stolen a 
cold rissole from the pantry, and snuffled audibly as her 
sin was brought before the Throne of Grace. Black 
Sheep was sore and stiff but triumphant. He would die 
that very night and be rid of them all. No, he would 
ask no forgiveness from Harry, and at bed-time would 
stand no questioning at Harry’s hands, even though 
addressed as ‘ Young Cain.’ 

‘I’ve been beaten,’ said he, ‘and I’ve done other 
things. I don’t care what I do. If you speak to me 
to-night, Harry, Ill get out and try to kill you. Now 
you can kill me if you like.’ 

Harry took his bed into the spare room, and Black 
Sheep lay down to die. 

It may be that the makers of Noah’s Ark know that 
their animals are likely to find their way into young 
mouths, and paint them accordingly. Certain it is 
that the common, weary next morning broke through 
the windows and found Black Sheep quite well and a 
good deal ashamed of himself, but richer by the knowl- 
edge that he could, in extremity, secure himself against 
Harry for the future. 

When he descended to breakfast on the first day of 
the holidays, he was greeted with the news that Harry, 
Aunty Rosa, and Judy were going away to Brighton, 
while Black Sheep was to stay in the house with the 

274 


BAA BAA, BLACK SHEEP 


servant. His latest outbreak suited Aunty Rosa’s 
plans admirably. It gave her good excuse for leaving 
the extra boy behind. Papa in Bombay, who really 
seemed to know a young sinner’s wants to the hour, 
sent, that week, a package of new books. And with 
these, and the society of Jane on board-wages, Black 
Sheep was left alone for a month. 

The books lasted for ten days. They were eaten too 
quickly in long gulps of twelve hours at a time. Then 
came days of doing absolutely nothing, of dreaming 
dreams and marching imaginary armies up and down 
stairs, of counting the number of banisters, and of 
measuring the length and breadth of every room in 
handspans — fifty down the side, thirty across, and 
fifty back again. Jane made many friends, and, after 
receiving Black Sheep’s assurance that he would not tell 
of her absences, went out daily for long hours. Black 
Sheep would follow the rays of the sinking sun from the 
kitchen to the dining-room and thence upward to his 
own bedroom until all was gray dark, and he ran down 
to the kitchen fire and read by its light. He was happy 
in that he was left alone and could read as much as he 
pleased. But, later, he grew afraid of the shadows of 
window-curtains and the flapping of doors and the 
creaking of shutters. He went out into the garden, and 
the rustling of the laurel-bushes frightened him. 

He was glad when they all returned — Aunty Rosa, 
Harry, and Judy — full of news, and Judy laden with 
gifts. Who could help loving loyal little Judy? In 
return for all her merry babblement, Black Sheep con- 
fided to her that the distance from the hall-door to the 
top of the first landing was exactly one hundred and 
eighty-four handspans. He had found it out himself. 
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Then the old life recommenced; but with a difference, 
and anew sin. ‘To his other iniquities Black Sheep had 
now added a phenomenal clumsiness — was as unfit to 
trust in action as he wasin word. He himself could not 
aecount for spilling everything he touched, upsetting 
glasses as he put his hand out, and bumping his head 
against docrs that were manifestly shut. There was a 
gray haze upon all his world, and it narrowed month by 
month, until at last it left Black Sheep almost alone with 
the flapping curtains that were so like ghosts, and the 
nameless terrors of broad daylight that were only coats 
on pegs after all. 

Holidays came and holidays went, and Black Sheep 
was taken to see many people whose faces were all 
exactly alike; was beaten when occasion demanded, and 
tortured by Harry on all possible occasions; but de- 
fended by Judy through good and evil report, though 
she hereby drew upon herself the wrath of Aunty Rosa. 

The weeks were interminable, and Papa and Mamma 
were clean forgotten. Harry had left school and was a 
clerk in a Banking-Office. Freed from his presence, 
Black Sheep resolved that he should no longer be de- 
prived of his allowance of pleasure-reading. Conse- 
quently when he failed at school he reported that all 
was well, and conceived a large contempt for Aunty 
Rosa as he saw how easy it was to deceive her. ‘She 
says I’m a little liar when I don’t tell lies, and now I do, 
she doesn’t know,’ thought Black Sheep. Aunty Rosa 
had credited him in the past with petty cunning and 
stratagem that had never entered into his head. By 
the light of the sordid knowledge that she had revealed 
to him he paid her back full tale. Ina household where 
the most innocent of his motives, his natural yearning 
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for a little affection, had been interpreted into a desire 
for more bread and jam, or to ingratiate himself with 
strangers and so put Harry into the background, his 
work was easy. Aunty Rosa could penetrate certain 
kinds of hypocrisy, but not all. He set his child’s wits 
against hers and was no more beaten. It grew monthly 
more and more of a trouble to read the school-books, 
and even the pages of the open-print story-books danced 
and were dim. So Black Sheep brooded in the shadows 
that fell about him and cut him off from the world, in- 
venting horrible punishments for ‘dear Harry,’ or plot- 
ting another line of the tangled web of deception that 
he wrapped round Aunty Rosa. 

Then the crash came and the cobwebs were broken. 
It was impossible to foresee everything. Aunty Rosa 
made personal inquiries as to Black Sheep’s progress 
and received information that startled her. Step by 
step, with a delight as keen as when she convicted an 
underfed housemaid of the theft of cold meats, she 
followed the trail of Black Sheep’s delinquencies. For 
weeks and weeks, in order to escape banishment from 
the book-shelves, he had made a fool of Aunty Rosa, of 
Harry, of God, of all the world! Horrible, most horri- 
ble, and evidence of an utterly depraved mind. 

Black Sheep counted the cost. ‘It will only be one 
big beating and then she’ll put a card with “Liar” on 
my back, same as she did before. Harry will whack me 
and pray for me, and she will pray for me at prayers and 
tell me I’m a Child of the Devil and give me hymns to 
learn. But I’ve done all my reading and she never 
knew. She’ll say she knew all along. She’s an old liar 
roo; seid he. 

For three days Black Sheep was shut in his own bed- 
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room — to prepare his heart. ‘That means two beat- 
ings. One at school and one here. That one will hurt 
most.’ Anditfelleven ashe thought. He was thrashed 
at school before the Jews and the hubshi for the hei- 
nous crime of carrying home false reports of progress. 
He was thrashed at home by Aunty Rosa on the same 
count, and then the placard was produced. Aunty Rosa 
stitched it between his shoulders and bade him go for a 
walk with it upon him. 

‘If you make me do that,’ said Black Sheep very 
quietly, ‘I shall burn this house down, and perhaps Ill 
kill you. I don’t know whether I can kill you — you’re 
so bony — but [ll try.’ 

No punishment followed this blasphemy, though 
Black Sheep held himself ready to work his way to 
Aunty Rosa’s withered throat, and grip there till he was 
beaten off. Perhaps Aunty Rosa was afraid, for Black 
Sheep, having reached the Nadir of Sin, bore himself 
with a new recklessness. 

In the midst of all the trouble there came a visitor 
from over the seas to Downe Lodge, who knew Papa 
and Mamma, and was commissioned to see Punch and 
Judy. Black Sheep was sent to the drawing-room and 
charged into a solid tea-table laden with china. 

“Gently, gently, little man,’ said the visitor, turning 
Black Sheep’s face to the light slowly. ‘What’s that 
big bird on the palings?’ 

‘What bird?’ asked Black Sheep. 

The visitor looked deep down into Black Sheep’s eyes 
for half a minute, and then said suddenly: ‘Good God, 
the little chap’s nearly blind!’ 

It was a most business-like visitor. He gave orders, 
on his own responsibility, that Black Sheep was not to 
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go to school or open a book until Mamma came home. 
“She’ll be here in three weeks, as you know of course,’ 
said he, ‘and I’m Inverarity Sahib. I ushered you into 
this wicked world, young man, and a nice use you seem 
to have made of your time. You must do nothing 
whatever. Can you do that?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Punch in a dazed way. He had known 
that Mamma was coming. ‘There was a chance, then, 
of another beating. Thank Heaven, Papa wasn’t com- 
ing too. Aunty Rosa had said of late that he ought to 
be beaten by a man. 

For the next three weeks Black Sheep was strictly 
allowed to do nothing. He spent his time in the old 
nursery looking at the broken toys, for all of which 
account must be rendered to Mamma. Aunty Rosa 
hit him over the hands if even a wooden boat were 
broken. But that sin was of small importance com- 
pared to the other revelations, so darkly hinted at by 
Aunty Rosa. ‘When your Mother comes, and hears 
what I have to tell her, she may appreciate you prop- 
arly,’ she said grimly, and mounted guard over Judy lest 
that small maiden should attempt to comfort her 
brother, to the peril of her soul. 

And Mamma came — in a four-wheeler — fluttered 
with tender excitement. Such a Mamma! She was 
young, frivolously young, and beautiful, with delicately 
lushed cheeks, eyes that shone like stars, and a voice 
hat needed no appeal of outstretched arms to draw 
ittle ones to her heart. Judy ran straight to her, but 
3lack Sheep hesitated. Could this wonder be ‘showing 
ff’? She would not put out her arms when she knew 
yf his crimes. Meantime was it possible that by fond- 
ing she wanted to get anything out of Black Sheep? 
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Only all his love and all his confidence; but that Black 
Sheep did not know. Aunty Rosa withdrew and left 
Mamma, kneeling between her children, half laughing, 
half crying, in the very hall where Punch and Judy had 
wept five years before. 

‘Well, chicks, do you remember me?’ 

‘No,’ said Judy frankly, ‘but I said, “‘God bless Papa 
and Mamma” ev’vy night.’ 

‘A little,’ said Black Sheep. ‘Remember I wrote to 
you every week, anyhow. ‘That isn’t to show off, but 
cause of what comes afterwards.’ 

“What comes after? What should come after, my 
darling boy?’ And she drew him to her again. He 
came awkwardly, with many angles. ‘Not used to 
petting,’ said the quick Mother-soul. ‘The girl is.’ 

‘She’s too little to hurt any one,’ thought Black 
Sheep, ‘and if I said I’d kill her, she’d be afraid. I 
wonder what Aunty Rosa will tell.’ 

There was a constrained late dinner, at the end of 
which Mamma picked up Judy and put her to bed with 
endearments manifold. Faithless little Judy had shown 
her defection from Aunty Rosa already. And that 
lady resented it bitterly. Black Sheep rose to leave 
the room. 

“Come and say good-night,’ said Aunty Rosa, offering 
a withered cheek. 

‘Huh!’ said Black Sheep. ‘I.never kiss you, and I’m 
not going to show off. Tell that woman what I’ve done 
and see what she says.’ 

Black Sheep climbed into bed feeling that he had lost 
Heaven after a glimpse through the gates. In half an 
hour ‘that woman’ was bending over him. Black 
Sheep flung up his right arm. It wasn’t fair to come 
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and hit him in the dark. Even Aunty Rosa never tried 
that. But no blow followed. 

“Are you showing off? I won’t tell you anything 
more than Aunty Rosa has, and she doesn’t know 
everything,’ said Black Sheep as clearly as he could for 
the arms round his neck. 

‘Oh, my son—my little, little son! It was my 
fault — my fault, darling — and yet how could we help 
it? Forgive me, Punch.’ The voice died out in a 
broken whisper, and two hot tears fell on Black Sheep’s 
forehead. 

‘Has she been making you cry too?’ he asked. ‘You 
should see Jane cry. But you’re nice, and Jane is a 
Born Liar — Aunty Rosa says so.’ 

‘Hush, Punch, hush! My boy, don’t talk like that. 
Try to love me a little bit —a little bit. You don’t 
know how I want it. Punch-baba, come back to me! 
I am your Mother — your own Mother — and never 
mind the rest. I know— yes, I know, dear. It 
doesn’t matter now. Punch, won’t you care for me a 
little?’ 

It is astonishing how much petting a big boy of ten 
can endure when he is quite sure that there is no one to 
laugh at him. Black Sheep had never been made much 
of before, and here was this beautiful woman treating 
him — Black Sheep, the Child of the Devil and the 
inheritor of undying flame — as though he were a small 
God. 

‘I care for you a great deal, Mother dear,’ he whis- 
pered at last, ‘and I’m glad you’ve come back; but are 
you sure Aunty Rosa told you everything?’ 

‘Everything. What does it matter? But’—the 
voice broke with a sob that was also laughter — ‘Punch, 
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my poor, dear, half-blind darling, don’t you think it was 
a little foolish of you?’ 

‘No. It saved a lickin’.’ 

Mamma shuddered and slipped away in the darkness 
to write along letter to Papa. Here is an extract: — 

: Judy is a dear, plump little prig who 
adores the woman, and wears with as much gravity as 
her religious opinions — only eight, Jack! — a venera- 
ble horse-hair atrocity which she calls her Bustle! I 
have just burnt it, and the child is asleep in my bed as I 
write. She will come to me at once. Punch I cannot 
quite understand. He is well nourished, but seems to 
have been worried into a system of small deceptions 
which the woman magnifies into deadly sins. Don’t 
you recollect our own upbringing, dear, when the Fear 
of the Lord was so often the beginning of falsehood? I 
shall win Punch to me before long. I am taking the 
children away into the country to get them to know me, 
and, on the whole, I am content, or shall be when you 
come home, dear boy, and then, thank God, we shall be 
all under one roof again at last!’ 


Three months later, Punch, no longer Black Sheep, 
has discovered that he is the veritable owner of a real, 
live, lovely Mamma, who is also a sister, comforter, and 
friend, and that he must protect her till the Father 
comes home. Deception does not suit the part of a pro- 
tector, and, when one can do anything without ques- 
tion, where is the use of deception? 

‘Mother would be awfully cross if you walked through 
that ditch,’ says Judy, continuing a conversation. 

*“Mother’s never angry,’ says Punch. ‘She’d just 
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say, “You're a little pagal’’; and that’s not nice, but 
I'll show.’ 

Punch walks through the ditch and mires himself to 
the knees. ‘Mother, dear,’ he shouts,‘ I’m just as dirty 
as I can pos-sib-ly be!’ 

‘Then change your clothes as quickly as you pos-sib- 
ly can!’ Mother’s clear voice rings out from the house. 
‘And don’t be a little pagal!’ 

‘There! °*Told you so,’ says Punch. ‘It’s all dif- 
ferent now, and we are just as much Mother’s as if she 
had never gone.’ 

Not altogether, O Punch, for when young lips have 
drunk deep of the bitter waters of Hate, Suspicion, 
and Despair, all the Love in the world will not wholly 
take away that knowledge; though it may turn dark- 
ened eyes for a while to the light, and teach Faith where 
no Faith was. 
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‘Where the word of a King is, there is power: And 
who may say unto him — What doest thou?’ 


‘ ETH! And Chimo to sleep at ve foot of ve bed, 
wd and ve pink pikky-book, and ve bwead — 
*cause I will be hungwy in ve night — and vat’s 
all, Miss Biddums. And now give me one kiss and I'll 
go to sleep. —So! Kite quiet. Ow! Ve pink pikky- 
book has slidded under ve pillow and ve bwead is 
cwumbling! Miss Biddums! Miss Bid-dums! [Tm 
so uncomfy! Come and tuck me up, Miss Biddums.’ 
His Majesty the King was going to bed; and poor, 
patient Miss Biddums, who had advertised herself 
humbly as a ‘young person, European, accustomed to 
the care of little children,’ was forced to wait upon his 
royal caprices. The going to bed was always a lengthy 
process, because His Majesty had a convenient knack 
of forgetting which of his many friends, from the meh- 
ter’s son to the Commissioner’s daughter, he had prayed 
for, and, lest the Deity should take offence, was used to 
toil through his little prayers, in all reverence, five times 
in one evening. His Majesty the King believed in the 
efficacy of prayer as devoutly as he believed in Chimo, 
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the patient spaniel, or Miss Biddums, who could reach 
him down his gun — ‘with cursuffun caps — ree! ones’ 
—— from the upper shelves of the big nursery cupboard. 
At the door of the nursery his authority stopped. 
Beyond lay the empire of his father and mother — two 
very terrible people who had no time to waste upon His 
Majesty the King. His voice was lowered when he 
passed the frontier of his own dominions, his actions 
were fettered, and his soul was filled with awe because 
of the grim man who lived among a wilderness of pigeon- 
holes and the most fascinating pieces of red tape, and 
the wonderful woman who was always getting into or 
stepping out of the big carriage. 

To the one belonged the mysteries of the ‘duftar- 
room,’ to the other the great, reflected wilderness of the 
*“Memsahib’s room,’ where the shiny, scented dresses 
hung on pegs, miles and miles up in the air, and the 
just-seen plateau of the toilet-table revealed an acreage 
of speckly combs, broidered “hanafitch-bags,’ and ‘white- 
headed’ brushes. 

There was no room for His Majesty the King either in 
official reserve or worldly gorgeousness. He had dis- 
covered that, ages and ages ago —before even Chimo 
came to the house, or Miss Biddums had ceased griz- 
zZling over a packet of greasy letters which appeared to 
be her chief treasure on earth. His Majesty the King, 
therefore, wisely confined himself to his own territories, 
where only Miss Biddums, and she feebly, disputed his 
sway. 

From Miss Biddums he had picked up his simple 
theology and welded it to the legends of gods and devils 
that he had learned in the servants’ quarters. , 

To Miss Biddums he confided with equal trust his’ 
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tattered garments and his more serious griefs. She 
would make everything whole. She knew exactly how 
the Earth had been born, and had reassured the trem- 
bling soul of His Majesty the King that terrible time in 
July when it rained continuously for seven days and 
seven nights, and — there was no Ark ready and all the 
ravens had flown away! She was the most powerful 
person with whom he was brought into contact —al- 
ways excepting the two remote and silent people be- 
yond the nursery door. 

How was His Majesty the King to know that, six 
years ago, in the summer of his birth, Mrs. Austell, 
turning over her husband’s papers, had come upon the 
intemperate letter of a foolish woman who had been 
carried away by the silent man’s strength and personal 
beauty? How could he tell what evil the overlooked 
ship of notepaper had wrought in the mind of a desper- 
ately jealous wife? How could he, despite his wisdom, 
guess that his mother had chosen to make of it excuse 
for a bar and a division between herself and her husband 
that strengthened and grew harder to break with each 
year; that she, having unearthed this skeleton in the 
cupboard, had trained it into a household God which 
should be about their path and about their bed, and 
poison all their ways? 

These things were beyond the province of His Maj- 
esty the King. He only knew that his father was daily 
absorbed in some mysterious work for a thing called 
the Sirkar, and that his mother was the victim alter- 
nately of the Nautch and the Burra-khana. To these 
entertainments she was escorted by a Captain-Man for 
whom His Majesty the King had no regard. 

‘He doesn’t laugh,’ he argued with Miss Biddums, 
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who would fain have taught him charity. ‘He only 
makes faces wiv his mouf, and when he wants to o-muse 
me I am not o-mused.’ And His Majesty the King shook 
his head as one who knew the deceitfulness of this 
world. 

Morning and evening it was his duty to salute his 
father and mother — the former with a grave shake of 
the hand, and the latter with an equally grave kiss. 
Once, indeed, he had put his arms round his mother’s 
neck, in the fashion he used towards Miss Biddums. 
The openwork of his sleeve-edge caught in an ear-ring, 
and the last stage of His Majesty’s little overture was a 
suppressed scream and summary dismissal to the nur- 
sery. 

‘It is wong,’ thought His Majesty the King, ‘to hug 
Memsahibs wiv fings in veir ears. I will amember.’ 
He never repeated the experiment. 

Miss Biddums, it must be confessed, spoilt him as 
much as his nature admitted, in some sort ‘of recom- 
pense for what she called ‘the hard ways of his Papa and 
Mamma.’ She, like her charge, knew nothing of the 
trouble between man and wife — the savage contempt 
for a woman’s stupidity on the one side, or the dull, 
rankling anger onthe other. Miss Biddums had looked 
after many little children in her time, and served in 
many establishments. Being a discreet woman, she 
observed little and said less, and, when her pupils went 
over the sea to the Great Unknown, which she, with 
touching confidence in her hearers, called ‘Home,’ packed 
up her slender belongings and sought for employ- 
ment afresh, lavishing all her love on each successive 
batch of ingrates. Only His Majesty the King had 
repaid her affection with interest; and in his uncompre- 
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hending ears she had told the tale of nearly all her 
hopes, her aspirations, the hopes that were dead, and 
the dazzling glories of her ancestral home in ‘Calcutta, 
close to Wellington Square.’ 

Everything above the average was in the eyes of His 
Majesty the King ‘Calcutta good.” When Miss Bid- 
dums had crossed his royal will, he reversed the epithet 
to vex that estimable lady, and all things evil were, un- 
til the tears of repentance swept away spite, ‘Calcutta 
bad.’ 

Now and again Miss Biddums begged for him the 
rare pleasure of a day in the society of the Commis- 
sioner’s child — the wilful four-year-old Patsie, who, 
to the intense amazement of His Majesty the King, was 
idolised by her parents. On thinking the question out 
at length, by roads unknown to those who have left 
childhood behind, he came to the conclusion that Patsie 
was petted because she wore a big blue sash and yellow 
hair. 

This precious discovery he kept to himself. The 
yellow hair was absolutely beyond his power, his own 
tousled wig being potato-brown; but something might 
be done towards the blue sash. He tied a large knot in 
his mosquito-curtains in order to remember to consult 
Patsie on their next meeting. She was the only child 
he had ever spoken to, and almost the only one that he 
had ever seen. ‘The little memory and the very large 
and ragged knot held good. 

‘Patsie, lend me your blue wiban,’ said His Majesty 
the King. 

‘You'll bewy it,’ said Patsie doubtfully, mindful of 
certain atrocities committed on her doll. 

‘No, I won’t —twoofanhonour. It’s for me to wear.’ 
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‘Pooh!’ said Patsie. ‘Boys don’t wear sa-ashes. 
Zey’s only for dirls.’ 

‘I didn’t know.’ The face of His Majesty the King 
fell. 

“Who wants ribands? Are you playing horses, chick- 
abiddies?’ said the Commissioner’s wife, stepping into 
the verandah. 

‘Toby wanted my sash,’ explained Patsie. 

‘I don’t now,’ said His Majesty the King hastily, 
feeling that with one of these terrible ‘grown-ups’ his 
poor little secret would be shamelessly wrenched from 
him, and perhaps — most burning desecration of all — 
laughed at. 

‘Tl give you a cracker-cap,’ said the Commissioner’s 
wife. ‘Come along with me, Toby, and we’ll chooseit.’ 

The cracker-cap was a stiff, three-pointed vermilion- 
and-tinsel splendour. His Majesty the King fitted it on 
his royal brow. The Commissioner’s wife had a face 
that children instinctively trusted, and her ‘action, as 
she adjusted the toppling middle spike, was tender. 

‘Willit do as well?’ stammered His Majesty the King. 

‘As what, little one?’ 

‘As ve wiban?’ 

‘Oh, quite. Go and look at yourself in the glass.’ 

The words were spoken in all sincerity, and to help 
forward any absurd ‘dressing-up’ amusement that the 
children might take into their minds. But the young 
savage has a keen sense of the ludicrous. His Majesty 
the King swung the great cheval-glass down, and saw 
his head crowned with the staring horror of a fool’s cap 
— a thing which his father would rend to pieces if it ever 
came into his office. He plucked it off, and burst into 


tears. 
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‘Toby,’ said the Commissioner’s wife gravely, ‘you 
shouldn’t give way totemper. Iam very sorry to see it. 
It’s wrong.’ 

His Majesty the King sobbed inconsolably, and the 
heart of Patsie’s mother was touched. She drew the 
child on to her knee. Clearly it was not temper alone. 

‘What is it, Toby? Won’t you tell me? Aren’t you 
well?’ 

The torrent of sobs and speech met, and fought for a 
time, with chokings and gulpings and gasps. ‘Then, in 
a sudden rush, His Majesty the King was delivered of a 
few inarticulate sounds, followed by the words — ‘Go 
a— way you — dirty — little debbil!’ 

‘Toby! What do you mean?’ 

‘It’s what he’d say. I knowitis! Hesaid vat when 
vere was only a little, little eggy mess, on my t-t-unic; 
and he’d say it again, and laugh, if I went in wif vat on 
my head.’ 

“Who would say that?’ 

‘M-m-my Papa! And I fought if I had ve blue wiban 
he'd let me play in ve waste-paper basket under ve table.’ 

‘What blue riband, childie?’ 

“Ve same vat Patsie had — ve big blue wiban w-w- 
wound my t-t-tummy!’ 

“What is it, Toby? There’s something on your mind. 
Tell me all about it, and perhaps I can help.’ 

‘Isn’t anyfing,’ sniffed His Majesty, mindful of his 
manhood, and raising his head from the motherly 
bosom upon which it was resting. ‘I only fought vat 
you — you petted Patsie ’cause she had ve blue wiban, 
and — and if ’d had ve blue wiban too, m-my Papa 
w-would pet me.’ 

The secret was out, and His Majesty the King sobbed 
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bitterly in spite of the arms around him and the murmur 
of comfort on his heated little forehead. 

Enter Patsie tumultuously, embarrassed by several 
lengths of the Commissioner’s pet mahseer-rod. ‘Tum 
along, Toby! Zere’s a chu-chu lizard in ze chick, and 
I’ve told Chimo to watch him till we tum. If we poke 
him wiz zis his tail will go wiggle-wiggle and fall off. 
Tum along! I can’t weach.’ 

‘I’m comin’,’ said His Majesty the King, climbing 
down from the Commissioner’s wife’s knee after a hasty 
kiss. 

Two minutes later, the chu-chu lizard’s tail was wrig- 
gling on the matting of the verandah, and the chil- 
dren were gravely poking it with splinters from the chick, 
to urge its exhausted vitality into ‘just one wiggle more, 
cause it doesn’t hurt chu-chu.’ 

The Commissioner’s wife stood in the doorway and 
watched — ‘Poor little mite! A blue sash — and my 
own precious Patsie! I wonder if the best of us, or we 
who love them best, ever understood what goes on in 
their topsy-turvy little heads.’ 

She went indoors to devise a tea for His Majesty the 
King. 

‘Their souls aren’t in their tummies at that age in 
this climate,’ said the Commissioner’s wife, ‘but they 
are not far off. I wonder if I could make Mrs. Austell 
understand. Poor little fellow!’ 

With simple craft, the Commissioner’s wife called on 
Mrs. Austell and spoke long and lovingly about children, 
inquiring specially for His Majesty the King. 

‘He’s with his governess,’ said Mrs. Austell, and the 
tone showed that she was not interested. 

The Commissioner’s wife, unskilled in the art of war, 
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continued her questionings. ‘I don’t know,’ said Mrs. 
Austell. ‘These things are left to Miss Biddums, and, 
of course, she does not ill-treat the child.’ 

The Commissioner’s wife left hastily. The last sen- 
tence jarred upon her nerves. ‘Doesn’t ill-treat the 
child! Asif that were all! I wonder what Tom would 
say if I only “didn’t ill-treat”’ Patsie!’ 

Thenceforward, His Majesty the King was an hon- 
oured guest at the Commissioner’s house, and the 
chosen friend of Patsie, with whom he blundered into as 
many scrapes as the compound and the servants’ quar- 
ters afforded. Patsie’s Mamma was always ready to 
give counsel, help, and sympathy, and, if need were and 
callers few, to enter into their games with an abandon 
that would have shocked the sleek-haired subalterns 
who squirmed painfully in their chairs when they came 
to call on her whom they profanely nicknamed ‘ Mother 
Bunch.’ 

Yet, in spite of Patsie and Patsie’s Mamma, and the 
love that these two lavished upon him, His Majesty the 
King fell grievously from grace, and committed no less 
a sin than that of theft — unknown it is true, but bur- 
densome. 

There came a man to the door one day, when His 
Majesty was playing in the hall and the bearer had gone 
to dinner, with a packet for His Majesty’s Mamma. 
And he put it upon the hall table, and said that there 
was no answer, and departed. 

Presently, the pattern of the dado ceased to interest 
His Majesty, while the packet, a white, neatly-wrapped 
one of fascinating shape, interested him very much 
indeed. His Mamma was out, so was Miss Biddums, 
and there was pink string round the packet. He 
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greatly desired pink string. It would help him in many 
of his little businesses — the haulage across the floor 
of his small cane-chair, the torturing of Chimo, who 
could never understand harness — and so forth. If he 
took the string it would be his own, and nobody would 
be any the wiser. He certainly could not pluck up 
sufficient courage to ask Mamma for it. Wherefore, 
mounting upon a chair, he carefully untied the string, 
and, behold, the stiff white paper spread out in four 
directions, and revealed a beautiful little leather box 
with gold lines upon it! He tried to replace the string, 
but that was a failure. So he opened the box to get full 
satisfaction for his iniquity, and saw a most beautiful 
Star that shone and winked, and was altogether lovely 
and desirable. 

‘Vat,’ said His Majesty meditatively, ‘is a ’parkle 
cwown, like what I will wear when I go to heaven. I 
will wear it on my head — Miss Biddums says so. I 
would like to wear it now. I would like to play wiv it. 
I will take it away and play wiv it, very careful, until 
Mamma asks for it. I fink it was bought for me to 
play wiv — same as my cart.’ 

His Majesty the King was arguing against his con- 
science, and he knew it, for he thought immediately 
after: ‘Never mind, I will keep it to play wiv unt 
Mamma says where is it, and then | will say — “I took 
it and I am sorry.” I will not hurt it, because it is a 
*parkle cwown. But Miss Biddums will tell me to put 
it back. I will not show it to Miss Biddums.’ 

If Mamma had come in at that moment all would 
have gone well. She did not, and His Majesty the 
King stuffed paper, case, and jewel into the breast of his 
blouse and marched to the nursery. 
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“When Mamma asks I will tell,’ was the salve that he 
laid upon his conscience. But Mamma never asked, 
and for three whole days His Majesty the King gloated 
over his treasure. It was of no earthly use to him, but 
it was splendid, and, for aught he knew, something 
dropped from the heavens themselves. Still Mamma 
made no inquiries, and it seemed to him, in his furtive 
peeps, as though the shiny stones grew dim. What was 
the use of a ’parkle cwown if it made a little boy feel all 
bad in his inside? He had the pink string as well as the 
other treasure, but greatly he wished that he had not 
gone beyond the string. It was his first experience of 
iniquity, and it pained him after the flush of possession 
and secret delight in the *parkle cwown had died away. 

Each day that he delayed rendered confession to the 
people beyond the nursery doors more impossible. Now 
and again he determined to put himself in the path 
of the beautifully-attired lady as she was going out, and 
explain that he and no one else was the possessor of a 
‘’parkle cwown,’ most beautiful and quite uninquired 
for. But she passed hurriedly to her carriage, and the 
opportunity was gone before His Majesty the King 
could draw the deep breath which clinches noble resolve. 
The dread secret cut him off from Miss Biddums, Patsie 
and the Commissioner’s wife, and — doubly hard fate 
— when he brooded over it Patsie said, and told her 
mother, that he was cross. 

The days were very long to His Majesty the King, 
and the nights longer still. Miss Biddums had informed 
him, more than once, what was the ultimate destiny of 
‘fieves, and when he passed the interminable mud 
flanks of the Central Jail he shook in his little strapped 
shoes. 
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But release came after an afternoon spent in playing 
boats by the edge of the tank at the bottom of the garden. 
His Majesty the King went to tea, and, for the first 
time in his memory, the meal revolted him. His nose 
was very cold, and his cheeks were burning hot. There 
was a weight about his feet, and he pressed his head 
several times to make sure that it was not swelling as 
he sat. 

“I feel vevy funny,’ said His Majesty the King, rub- 
bing his nose. ‘Vere’s a buzz-buzz in my head.’ 

He went to bed quietly. Miss Biddums was out and 
the bearer undressed him. 

The sin of the ‘’parkle cwown’ was forgotten in the 
acuteness of the discomfort to which he roused after a 
leaden sleep of some hours. He was thirsty, and the 
bearer had forgotten to leave the drinking-water. ‘Miss 
Biddums! Miss Biddums! I’m so kirsty!’ 

No answer. Miss Biddums had leave to attend the 
wedding of a Calcutta schoolmate. His Majesty the 
King had forgotten that. 

‘I want a dwink of water,’ he cried, but his voice was 
dried up in his throat. ‘I want a dwink! Vere is ve 
glass?’ 

He sat up in bed and looked round. There was a 
murmur of voices from the other side of the nursery 
door. It was better to face the terrible unknown than 
to choke in the dark. He slipped out of bed, but his 
feet were strangely wilful, and he reeled once or twice. 
Then he pushed the door open and staggered —a 
puffed and purple-faced little figure — into the brilliant 
light of the dining-room full of pretty ladies. 

‘I’m vevy hot! I’m vevy uncomfitivle,’ moaned His 
Majesty the King, clinging to the portiere, ‘and vere’s 
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no water in ve glass, and I’m so kirsty. Give me a 
dwink of water.’ 

An apparition in black and white — His Majesty the 
King could hardly see distinctly —- lifted him up to the 
level of the table, and felt his wrists and forehead. The 
water came, and he drank deeply, his teeth chatter- 
ing against the edge of the tumbler. ‘Then every one 
seemed to g0 away — every one except the huge man 
in black and white, who carried him back to his bed, 
the mother and father following. And the sin of the 
‘*pyarkle cwown’ rushed back and took possession of the 
terrified soul. 

‘I’m a fief!’ he gasped. ‘I want to tell Miss Biddums 
vat I’m a fief. Vere is Miss Biddums?’ 

Miss Biddums had come and was bending over him. 
‘I’m a fief,’ he whispered. ‘A fief — lke ve men in ve 
pwison. But Ill tell now. I tookt — I tookt ve 
*parkle cwown when ve man that came left it in ve hall. 
I bwoke ve paper and ve little bwown box, and it looked 
shiny, and I tookt it to play wif, and I was afwaid. 
It’s in ve dooly box at ve bottom. No one never 
asked for it, but I was afwaid. Oh, go an’ get ve dooly- 
box!’ 

Miss Biddums obediently stooped to the lowest shelf 
of the almirah and unearthed the big paper box in which 
His Majesty the King kept his dearest possessions. 
Under the tin soldiers, and a layer of mud pellets for a 
pellet-bow, winked and blazed a diamond star, wrapped 
roughly in a half-sheet of notepaper whereon were a few 
words. 

Somebody was crying at the head of the bed, and a 
man’s hand touched the forehead of His Majesty the 
King, who grasped the packet and spread it on the bed. 

296 


HIS MAJESTY THE KING 


‘Vat is ve *parkle cwown,’ he said, and wept bitterly; 
for now that he had made restitution he would fain have 
kept the shining splendour with him. 

‘It concerns you too,’ said a voice at the head of the 
bed. ‘Read the note. This is not the time to keep 
back anything.’ 

The note was curt, very much to the point, and signed 
by a single initial. ‘If you wear this to-morrow night 
I shall know what to expect.’ The date was three 
weeks old. 

A whisper followed, and the deeper voice returned: 
‘And you drifted as far apart as that! I think it makes 
us quits now, doesn’t it? Oh, can’t we drop this folly 
once and for all? Is it worth it, darling?’ 

“Kiss me too,’ said His Majesty the King dreamily. 
“You isn’t vevy angwy, Is you?’ 

The fever burned itself out, and His Majesty the King 
slept. 

When he waked, it was in a new world — peopled by 
his father and mother as well as Miss Biddums; and 
there was much love in that world and no morsel of fear, 
and more petting than was good for several little boys. 
His Majesty the King was too young to moralise on the 
uncertainty of things human, or he would have been 
impressed with the singular advantages of crime —ay, 
black sin. Behold, he had stolen the ‘’parkle cwown,’ 
and his reward was Love, and the right to play in the 
waste-paper basket under the table ‘for always.’ 





He trotted over to spend an afternoon with Patsie, 
and the Commissioner’s wife would have kissed him. 
‘No, not vere,’ said His Majesty the King, with superb 
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insolence, fencing one corner of his mouth with his hand. 
“Vat’s my Mamma’s place — vere she kisses me.’ 

‘Oh!’ said the Commissioner’s wife briefly. Then to 
herself: ‘Well, I suppose I ought to be glad for his 
sake. Children are selfish little grubs — and I’ve got 
my Patsie.’ 
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Fit Princess Hohenzollern-Sigmaringen-Auspach’s 

Merthyr-Tydfilshire Own Royal Loyal Light Infan- 
try, Regimental District 329A,’ but the Army through 
all its barracks and canteens knows them now as the 
‘Fore and Aft.’ They may in time do something that 
shall make their new title honourable, but at present 
they are bitterly ashamed, and the man whe calls them 
‘Fore and Aft’ does so at the risk of the head which is on 
his shoulders. 

Two words breathed into the stables of a certain Cav- 
alry Regiment will bring the men out into the streets 
with belts and mops and bad language; but a whisper 
of ‘Fore and Aft’ will bring out this regiment with rifles. 

Their one excuse is that they came again and did 
their best to finish the job in style. But for a time all 
their world knows that they were openly beaten, 
whipped, dumb-cowed, shaking, and afraid. ‘The men 
know it; their officers know it; the Horse Guards know 
it, and when the next war comes the enemy will know it 
also. ‘There are two or three regiments of the Line that 
have a black mark against their names which they will 
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then wipe out; and it will be excessively inconvenient 
for the troops upon whom they do their wiping. 

The courage of the British soldier is officially sup- 
posed to be above proof, and, as a general rule, it is so. 
The exceptions are decently shovelled out of sight, only 
to be referred to in the freshet of unguarded talk that 
occasionally swamps a Mess-table at midnight. Then 
one hears strange and horrible stories of men not follow- 
ing their officers, of orders being given by those who had 
no right to give them, and of disgrace that, but for the 
standing luck of the British Army, might have ended 
in brilliant disaster. These are unpleasant stories to 
listen to, and the Messes tell them under their breath, 
sitting by the big wood fires, and the young officer bows 
his head and thinks to himself, please God, his men shall 
never behave unhandily. 

The British soldier is not altogether to be blamed for 
occasional lapses; but this verdict he should not know. 
A moderately intelligent General will waste six months 
in mastering the craft of the particular war that he may 
be waging; a Colonel may utterly misunderstand the 
capacity of his regiment for three months after it has 
taken the field; and even a Company Commander may 
err and be deceived as to the temper and temperament 
of his own handful: wherefore the soldier, and the sol- 
dier of to-day more particularly, should not be blamed 
for falling back. He should be shot or hanged after- 
wards — to encourage the others; but he should not be 
vilified in newspapers, for that is want of tact and waste 
of space. 

He has, let us say, been in the service of the Empress 
for, perhaps, four years. He will leave in another two 
years. He has no inherited morals, and four years are 
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not sufficient to drive toughness into his fibre, or to 
teach him how holy a thing is his Regiment. He wants 
to drink, he wants to enjoy himself — in India he wants 
to save money — and he does not in the least like get- 
ting hurt. He has received just sufficient education to 
make him understand half the purport of the orders he 
receives and to speculate on the nature of clean, incised, 
and shattering wounds. ‘Thus, if he is told to deploy 
under fire preparatory to an attack, he knows that he 
runs a very great risk of being killed while he is deploy- 
ing, and suspects that he is being thrown away to gain 
ten minutes’ time. He may either deploy with desper- 
ate swiftness, or he may shuffle, or bunch, or break, ac- 
cording to the discipline under which he has lain for four 
years. 

Armed with imperfect knowledge, cursed with the 
rudiments of an imagination, hampered by the intense 
selfishness of the lower classes, and unsupported by any 
regimental associations, this young man is suddenly 
introduced to an enemy who in eastern lands is always 
ugly, generally tall and hairy, and frequently noisy. If 
he looks to the right and the left and sees old soldiers — 
men of twelve years’ service, who, he knows, know what 
they are about — taking a charge, rush, or demonstra- 
tion without embarrassment, he is consoled and applies 
his shoulder to the butt of his rifle with a stout heart. 
His peace is the greater if he hears a senior, who has 
taught him his soldiering and broken his head on occa- 
sion, Whispering: ‘They'll shout and carry on like this 
for five minutes. Then they'll rush in, and then we’ve 
got ’em by the short hairs!’ 

But, on the other hand, if he sees only men of his 
own term of service turning white and playing with 
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their triggers, and saying: ‘What the Hell’s up now?’ 
while the Company Commanders are sweating into 
their sword-hilts and shouting: ‘Front-rank, fix bay- 
onets. Steady there —steady! Sight for three hun- 
dred — no, for five! Lie down, all! Steady! Front- 
rank kneel!’ and so forth, he becomes unhappy; and 
grows acutely miserable when he hears a comrade 
turn over with the rattle of fire-irons falling into the 
fender, and the grunt of a pole-axed ox. If he can be 
moved about a little and allowed to watch the effect of 
his own fire on the enemy he feels merrier, and may be 
then worked up to the blind passion of fighting, which 
is, contrary to general belief, controlled by a chilly Devil 
and shakes men like ague. If he is not moved about, 
and begins to feel cold at the pit of his stomach, and 
in that crisis is badly mauled, and hears orders that 
were never given, he will break, and he will break badly; 
and of all things under the light of the Sun there is 
nothing more terrible than a broken British regiment. 
When the worst comes to the worst and the panic is 
really epidemic, the men must be e’en let go, and the 
Company Commanders had better escape to the enemy 
and stay there for safety’s sake. If they can be made 
to come again they are not pleasant men to meet; be- 
cause they will not break twice. 

About thirty years from this date, when we have suc- 
ceeded in half-educating everything that wears trousers, 
our Army will be a beautifully unreliable machine. 
It will know too much and it will do too little. Later 
still, when all men are at the mental level of the officer 
of to-day, it will sweep the earth. Speaking roughly, 
you must employ either blackguards or gentlemen, 
or, best of all, blackguards commanded by gentle- 
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men, to do butcher’s work with efficiency and de- 
spatch. The ideal soldier should, of course, think for 
himself — the ‘Pocket-book’ says so. Unfortunately, 
to attain this virtue he has to pass through the phase of 
thinking of himself, and that is misdirected genius. A 
blackguard may be slow to think for himself, but he is 
genuinely anxious to kill, and a little punishment teaches 
him how to guard his own skin and perforate an- 
other’s. A powerfully prayerful Highland Regiment, 
officered by rank Presbyterians, is, perhaps, one degree 
more terrible in action than a hard-bitten thousand of 
irresponsible Irish ruffians led by most improper young 
unbelievers. But these things prove the rule — which 
is that the midway men are not to be trusted alone. 
They have ideas about the value of life and an upbring- 
ing that has not taught them to go on and take the 
chances. ‘They are carefully unprovided with a back- 
ing of comrades who have been shot over, and until that 
backing is re-introduced, as a great many Regimental 
Commanders intend it shall be, they are more liable to 
disgrace themselves than the size of the Empire or the 
dignity of the Army allows. Their officers are as good 
as good can be, because their training begins early, and 
God has arranged that a clean-run youth of the British 
middle classes shall, in the matter of backbone, brains, 
and bowels, surpass all other youths. For this reason a 
child of eighteen will stand up, doing nothing, with a 
tin sword in his hand and joy in his heart until he is 
dropped. If he dies, he dies like a gentleman. If he 
lives, he writes Home that he has been ‘potted,’ ‘sniped,’ 
‘chipped,’ or ‘cut over,’ and sits down to besiege Gov- 
srnment for a wound-gratuity until the next little war 
greaks out, when he perjures himself before a Medical 
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Board, blarneys his Colonel, burns incense round his Ad- 
jutant, and is allowed to go to the Front once more. 

Which homily brings me directly to a brace of the 
most finished little fiends that ever banged drum or 
tootled fife in the Band of a British Regiment. They 
ended their sinful career by open and flagrant mutiny 
and were shot for it. Their names were Jakin and Lew 
— Piggy Lew — and they were bold, bad drummer- 
boys, both of them frequently birched by the Drum- 
Major of the Fore and Aft. 

Jakin was a stunted child of fourteen, and Lew was 
about the same age. When not looked after, they 
smoked and drank. They swore habitually after the 
manner of the Barrack-room, which is cold-swearing and 
comes from between clinched teeth; and they fought 
religiously once a week. Jakin had sprung from 
some London gutter and may or may not have passed 
through Dr. Barnardo’s hands ere he arrived at the 
dignity of drummer-boy. Lew could remember noth- 
ing except the Regiment and the delight of listening 
to the Band from his earliest years. He hid somewhere 
in his grimy little soul a genuine love for music, and was 
most mistakenly furnished with the head of a cherub: 
insomuch that beautiful ladies who watched the Regi- 
ment in church were wont to speak of him as a ‘darling.’ 
They never heard his vitriolic comments on their man- 
ners and morals, as he walked back to barracks with 
the Band and matured fresh causes of offence against 
Jakin. 

The other drummer-boys hated both lads on account 
of their illogical conduct. Jakin might be pounding 
Lew, or Lew might be rubbing Jakin’s head in the dirt, 
but any attempt at aggression on the part of an out- 
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sider was met by the combined forces of Lew and Jakin; 
and the consequences were painful. The boys were the 
Ishmaels of the corps, but wealthy Ishmaels, for they 
sold battles in alternate weeks for the sport of the bar- 
racks when they were not pitted against other boys; and 
thus they amassed money. 

On this particular day there was dissension in the 
camp. They had just been convicted afresh of smok- 
ing, which is bad for little boys who use plug-tobacco, 
and Lew’s contention was that Jakin had ‘stunk so ’or- 
rid bad from keepin’ the pipe in pocket,’ that he and he 
alone was responsible for the birching they were both 
tingling under. 

‘I tell you I ’id the pipe back o’ barracks,’ said Jakin 
pacifically. 

“You’re a bloomin’ liar,’ said Lew without heat. 

“You're a bloomin’ little barstard,’ said Jakin, strong 
in the knowledge that his own ancestry was unknown. 

Now there is one word in the extended vocabulary of 
barrack-room abuse that cannot pass without comment. 
You may call a man a thief and risk nothing. You may 
even call him a coward without finding more than a boot 
whiz past your ear, but you must not call a man a bas- 
tard unless you are prepared to prove it on his front 
teeth. 

“You might ha’ kep’ that till I wasn’t so sore,’ said 
Lew sorrowfully, dodging round Jakin’s guard. 

‘I’ll make you sorer,’ said Jakin genially, and got 
home on Lew’s alabaster forehead. All would have 
gone well and this story, as the books say, would never 
have been written, had not his evil fate prompted the 
Bazar-Sergeant’s son, a long, employless man of five- 
and-twenty, to put in an appearance aiter the first 
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round. He was eternally in need of money, and knew 
that the boys had silver. 

‘Fighting again,’ said he. ‘I'll report you to my 
father, and he’ll report you to the Colour-Sergeant.’ 

‘What’s that to you?’ said Jakin, with an unpleasant 
dilation of the nostrils. 

‘Oh! nothing to me. You'll get into trouble, and 
you've been up too often to afford that.’ 

“What the Hell do you know about what we’ve done?’ 
asked Lew the Seraph. ‘You aren’t in the Army, you 
lousy, cadging civilian.’ 

He closed in on the man’s left flank. 

‘Jes’ ’cause you find two gentlemen settlin’ their 
diffrences with their fists you stick in your ugly nose 
where you aren’t wanted. Run ’ome to your ’arf- 
caste slut of a Ma — or we'll give you what-for,’ said 
Jakin. 

The man attempted reprisals by knocking the boys’ 
heads together. The scheme would have succeeded 
had not Jakin punched him vehemently in the stomach, 
or had Lew refrained from kicking his shins. They 
fought together, bleeding and breathless, for half an 
hour, and, after heavy punishment, triumphantly pulled 
down their opponent as terriers pull down a jackal. 

‘Now,’ gasped Jakin, ‘Pll give you what-for.’ He 
proceeded to pound the man’s features while Lew 
stamped on the outlying portions of hisanatomy. Chiv- 
alry is not a strong point in the composition of the aver- 
age drummer-boy. He fights, as do his betters, to make 
his mark. 

Ghastly was the ruin that escaped, and awful was 
the wrath of the Bazar-Sergeant. Awful, too, was the 
scene in Orderly-room when the two reprobates ap- 
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peared to answer the charge of half-murdering a 
‘civilian.’ The Bazar-Sergeant thirsted for a criminal 
action, and his son lied. The boys stood to attention 
while the black clouds of evidence accumulated. 

“You little devils are more trouble than the rest of 
the Regiment put together,’ said the Colonel angrily. 
“One might as well admonish thistle-down, and I can’t 
well put you in cells or under stoppages. You must be 
birched again.’ 

‘Beg y’ pardon, Sir. Can’t we say nothin’ in our own 
defence, Sir?’ shrilled Jakin. 

‘Hey! What? Are you going to argue with me?’ said 
the Colonel. 

“No, Sir,’ said Lew. ‘But if aman come to you, Sir, 
and said he was going to report you, Sir, for ’aving a bit 
of a turnup with a friend, Sir, an’ wanted to get money 
out o’ you, Sir —’ 

The Orderly-room exploded in a roar of laughter. 
‘Well?’ said the Colonel. 

“That was what that measly jarnwar there did, Sir, 
and ’e’d ’a’ done it, Sir, if we ’adn’t prevented ’im. 
Svedidn t it im much, sir. “HE “adn’t no manner 07 
right to interfere with us, Sir. I don’t mind bein’ 
birched by the Drum-Major, Sir, nor yet reported by 
any Corp’ral, but I’m — but I don’t think it’s fair, Sir, 
for a civilian to come an’ talk over a man in the Army.’ 

A second shout of laughter shook the Orderly-room, 
but the Colonel was grave. 

‘What sort of characters have these boys?’ he asked 
of the Regimental Sergeant-Major. 

‘Accordin’ to the Bandmaster, Sir,’ returned that re- 
vered official — the only soul in the regiment whom the 
boys feared — ‘they do everything but lie, Sir.’ 
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Is it like we’d go for that man for fun, Sir?’ said Lew, 
pointing to the plaintiff. 

‘Oh, admonished — admonished!’ said the Colonel 
testily, and when the boys had gone he read the Bazar- 
Sergeant’s son a lecture on the sin of unprofitable med- 
dling, and gave orders that the Bandmaster should keep 
the Drums in better discipline. 

‘If either of you comes to practice again with so much 
as a scratch on your two ugly little faces,’ thundered the 
Bandmaster, ‘I’ll tell the Drum-Major to take the skin 
off your backs. Understand that, you young devils.’ 

Then he repented of his speech for just the length of 
time that Lew, looking like a seraph in red worsted em- 
bellishments, took the place of one of the trumpets — 
in hospital — and rendered the echo of a battle-piece. 
Lew certainly was a musician, and had often in his more 
exalted moments expressed a yearning to master every 
instrument of the Band. 

‘There’s nothing to prevent your becoming a Band- 
master, Lew,’ said the Bandmaster, who had composed 
waltzes of his own, and worked day and night in the 
interests of the Band. 

“What did he say?’ demanded Jakin after practice. 

**Said I might be a bloomin’ Bandmaster, an’ be 
asked in to ’ave a glass 0’ sherry-wine on Mess-nights.’ 

‘Ho! ’Said you might be a bloomin’ non-combatant, 
did ’e? ‘That’s just about wot ’e would say. When 
ve put in my boy’s service — it’s a bloomin’ shame 
that doesn’t count for pension — I’]] take on as a privit. 
Then [ll be a Lance in a year — knowin’ what I know 
about the ins and outs o’ things. In three years I'll 
be a bloomin’ Sergeant. I won’t marry then, not I! 
I'll ’old on and learn the orf’cers ways an’ apply for 
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exchange into a reg’ment that doesn’t know all about 
me. Then I’ll bea bloomin’ orf’cer. Then I’ll ask you 
to ’ave a glass o’ sherry-wine, Mister Lew, an’ you’ll 
bloomin’ well ’ave to stay in the hanty-room while the 
Mess-Sergeant brings it to your dirty ’ands.’ 

‘’S’pose I’m going to be a Bandmaster? NotI, quite. 
Ill be a orf’cer too. There’s nothin’ like taking to a 
thing an’ stickin’ to it, the Schoolmaster says. The 
reg’ment don’t go ’ome for another seven years. I’ll be 
a Lance then or near to.’ 

Thus the boys discussed their futures, and conducted 
themselves piously for a week. ‘That is to say, Lew 
started a flirtation with the Colour-Sergeant’s daughter, 
aged thirteen — ‘not,’ as he explained to Jakin, ‘with 
any intention o’ matrimony, but by way o’ keepin’ my 
’and in.? And the black-haired Cris Delighan en- 
joyed that flirtation more than previous ones, and the 
other drummer-boys raged furiously together, and Jakin 
preached sermons on the dangers of ‘bein’ tangled along 
0’ petticoats.’ 

But neither love nor virtue would have held Lew long 
in the paths of propriety had not the rumour gone 
abroad that the Regiment was to be sent on active ser- 
vice, to take part in a war which, for the sake of brevity, 
we will call ‘The War of the Lost Tribes.’ 

The barracks had the rumour almost before the Mess- 
room, and of all the nine hundred men in barracks not 
ten had seen a shot fired in anger. ‘The Colonel had, 
twenty years ago, assisted at a Frontier expedition; one 
of the Majors had seen service at the Cape; a confirmed 
deserter in E Company had helped to clear streets in 
Ireland; but that was all. The Regiment had been put 
by for many years. The overwhelming mass of its rank 
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and file had from three to four years’ service; the non- 
commissioned officers were under thirty years old; and 
men and sergeants alike had forgotten to speak of the 
stories written in brief upon the Colours — the New 
Colours that had been formally blessed by an Arch- 
bishop in England ere the Regiment came away. 

They wanted to go to the Front — they were enthu- 
siastically anxious to go — but they had no knowledge 
of what war meant, and there was none to tell them. 
They were an educated regiment, the percentage of 
school-certificates in their ranks was high, and most of 
the men could do more than read and write. They had 
been recruited in loyal observance of the territorial idea; 
but they themselves had no notion of that idea. They 
were made up of drafts from an over-populated manu- 
facturing district. The system had put flesh and 
muscle upon their small bones, but it could not put 
heart into the sons of those who for generations had 
done overmuch work for over-scanty pay, had sweated 
in drying-rooms, stooped over looms, coughed among 
white-lead, and shivered on lime-barges. The men had 
found food and rest in the Army, and now they were 
going to fight ‘niggers’ — people who ran away if you 
shook a stick at them. Wherefore they cheered lustily 
when the rumour ran, and the shrewd, clerkly non- 
commissioned officers speculated on the chances of batta 
and of saving their pay. At Headquarters men said: 
‘The Fore and Fit have never been under fire within 
the last generation. Let us, therefore, break them in 
easily by setting them to guard lines of communication.’ 
And this would have been done but for the fact that 
British Regiments were wanted — badly wanted — 
at the Front, and there were doubtful Native Regiments 
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that could fill the minor duties. ‘Brigade ’em with 
two strong Regiments,’ said Headquarters. ‘They may 
be knocked about a bit, but they’ll learn their busi- 
ness before they come through. Nothing like a night- 
alarm and a little cutting-up of stragglers to make a 
Regiment smart in the field. Wait till they’ve had 
half-a-dozen sentries’ throats cut.’ 

The Colonel wrote with delight that the temper of his 
men was excellent, that the Regiment was all that could 
be wished, and as sound as a bell. The Majors smiled 
with a sober joy, and the subalterns waltzed in pairs 
down the Mess-room after dinner, and nearly shot them- 
selves at revolver-practice. But there was consterna- 
tion in the hearts of Jakin and Lew. What was to be 
done with the Drums? Would the Band go to the 
Front? How many of the Drums would accompany 
the Regiment? 

They took counsel together, sitting in a tree and smok- 
ing. 

‘It’s more than a bloomin’ toss-up they'll leave us 
be’ind at the Depot with the women. You'll like that,’ 
said Jakin sarcastically. 

‘*Cause o’ Cris, y’ mean? Wot’s a woman, or a ’ole 
bloomin’ depot o’ women, ’longside o’ the chanst of 
field-service? You know I’m as keen on goin’ as you,’ 
said Lew. 

‘*Wish I was a bloomin’ bugler,’ said Jakin sadly. 
‘They'll take Tom Kidd along, that I can plaster a wall 
with, an’ like as not they won’t take us.’ 

‘Then let’s go an’ make Tom Kidd so bloomin’ sick 
°e can’t bugle no more. You old ‘is ’ands an’ Ill kick 
im,’ said Lew, wriggling on the branch. 

‘That ain’t no good neither. We ain’t the sort 0’ 
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characters to presoom on our rep’tations — they’re bad. 
If they leave the Band at the Depot we don’t go, and 
no error there. If they take the Band we may get cast 
for medical unfitness. Are you medical fit, Piggy?’ 
said Jakin, digging Lew in the ribs with force. 

“Yus,’ said Lew with an oath. ‘The Doctor says 
your ’eart’s weak through smokin’ on an empty stum- 
mick. ‘Throw a chest an’ I'll try yer.’ 

Jakin threw out his chest, which Lew smote with all 
his might. Jakin turned very pale, gasped, crowed, 
screwed up his eyes, and said — ‘That’s all right.’ 

PYou'll do,” said Lew "ve “eard’ 0’ smen dyimeg 
when you “it ’em fair on the breastbone.’ 

‘Don’t bring us no nearer goin’ though,’ said Jakin. 
‘Do you know where we’re ordered?’ 

‘Gawd knows, an’ ’E won’t split on a pal. Some- 
wheres up to the Front to kill Paythans —hairy big 
beggars that turn you inside out if they get ’old 0’ you. 
They say their women are good-looking too.’ 

‘Any loot?’ asked the abandoned Jakin. 

‘Not a bloomin’ anna, they say, unless you dig up the 
ground an’ see what the niggers ’ave ’id. They’re a 
poor lot.’ Jakin stood upright on the branch and gazed 
across the plain. 

‘Lew,’ said he, ‘there’s the Colonel coming. ’Col- 
onel’s a good old beggar. Let’s go an’ talk to ’im.’ 

Lew nearly fell out of the tree at the audacity of the 
suggestion. Like Jakin, he feared not God, neither 
regarded he Man, but there are limits even to the 
audacity of a drummer-boy, and to speak to a Colonel 
was — 

But Jakin had slid down the trunk and doubled in the 
direction of the Colonel. That officer was walking 
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wrapped in thought and visions of a C. B. — yes, even 
a K. C. B., for had he not at command one of the best 
Regiments of the Line — the Fore and Fit? And he 
was aware of two small boys charging down upon him. 
Once before it had been solemnly reported to him that 
‘the Drums were in a state of mutiny,’ Jakin and Lew 
being the ringleaders. This looked like an organised 
conspiracy. 

The boys halted at twenty yards, walked to the regula- 
tion four paces, and saluted together, each as well set up 
as a ramrod and a little taller. 

The Colonel was in a genial mood; the boys appeared 
very forlorn and unprotected on the desolate plain, and 
one of them was handsome. 

‘Well!’ said the Colonel, recognising them. ‘Are you 
going to pull me down intheopen? ITmsure I never in- 
terfere with you, even though’ — he sniffed suspiciously 
—‘you have been smoking.’ 

It was time to strike while the iron was hot. Their 
hearts beat tumultuously. 

‘Beg y’ pardon, Sir,’ began Jakin. ‘The Reg’ment’s 
ordered on active service, Sir?’ 

‘So I believe,’ said the Colonel courteously. 

‘Is the Band goin’, Sir?’ said both together. Then, 
without pause, ‘We’re goin’, Sir, ain’t we?’ 

‘You!’ said the Colonel, stepping back the more fully 
to take in the two small figures. ‘You! You'd die in 
the first march.’ 

‘No, we wouldn’t, Sir. We can march with the Reg’- 
ment anywheres—p’rade an’ anywhere else,’ said Jakin. 

‘If Tom Kidd goes ’e’ll shut up like a clasp-knife,’ 
said Lew. ‘Tom’as very-close veins in both ’is legs, Sir.’ 

‘Very how much?’ 
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‘Very-close veins, Sir. That’s why they swells after 
long p’rade, Sir. If ’e can go, we can go, Sir.’ 

Again the Colonel looked at them long and intently. 

‘Yes, the Band is going,’ he said as gravely as though 
he had been addressing a brother officer. ‘Have you 
any parents, either of you two?’ 

‘No, Sir,’ rejoicingly from Lew and Jakin. ‘We’re 
both orphans, Sir. There’s no one to be considered of 
on our account, Sir.’ 

“You poor little sprats, and you want to go up to the 
Front with the Regiment, do you? Why?’ 

‘I’ve wore the Queen’s Uniform for two years,’ said 
Jakiny “lis: very “ard, Sir, that avman dont et ne 
recompense for doin’ of ’is dooty, Sir.’ 

‘An’ — an’ if I don’t go, Sir,’ interrupted Lew, ‘the 
Bandmaster ’e says ’e'll catch an’ make a bloo —a 
blessed musician 0’ me, Sir. Before I’ve seen any ser- 
vice, Sir.’ 

The Colonel made no answer for a long time. Then 
he said quietly: ‘If you’re passed by the Doctor I 
daresay you can go. I shouldn’t smoke if I were you.’ 

The boys saluted and disappeared. The Colonel 
walked home and told the story to his wife, who nearly 
cried over it. The Colonel was well pleased. If that 
was the temper of the children, what would not the men 
do? 

Jakin and Lew entered the boys’ barrack-room with 
great stateliness, and refused to hold any conversation 
with their comrades for at least ten minutes. Then, 
bursting with pride, Jakin drawled: ‘I’ve bin inter- 
vooin’ the Colonel. Good old beggar is the Colonel. 
Says I to ‘im, “Colonel,” says I, “let me go to the 
Front, along 0’ the Reg’ment.”’ — “To the Front you 
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shall go,” says ’e, ‘“‘an’ I only wish there was more like 
you among the dirty little devils that bang the bloomin’ 
drums.” Kidd, if you throw your ’courtrements at me 
for tellin’ you the truth to your own advantage, your 
legs’ ll swell.’ 

None the less there was a Battle-Royal in the barrack- 
room, for the boys were consumed with envy and hate, 
and neither Jakin nor Lew behaved in conciliatory wise. 

‘I’m goin’ out to say adoo to my girl,’ said Lew, to 
cap the climax. ‘Don’t none o’ you touch my kit, be- 
cause it’s wanted for active service; me bein’ specially 
invited to go by the Colonel.’ 

He strolled forth and whistled in the clump of trees at 
the back of the Married Quarters till Cris came to him, 
and, the preliminary kisses being given and taken, Lew 
began to explain the situation. 

‘I’m goin’ to the Front with the Reg’ment,’ he said 
valiantly. 

‘Piggy, you're a little liar,’ said Cris, but her heart 
misgave her, for Lew was not in the habit of lying. 

‘Liar yourself, Cris,’ said Lew, slipping an arm round 
her. ‘I’m goin’. When the Reg’ment marches out 
you'll see me with ’em, all galliant and gay. Give us 
another kiss, Cris, on the strength of it.’ 

‘If you’d on’y a-stayed at the Depot — where you 
ought to ha’ bin — you could get as many of ’em as — 
as you dam please,’ whimpered Cris, putting up her 
mouth. 

“its ard, Cris. ligrantevoul it'sard... But what's 
amantodo? If I’d a-stayed at the Depot, you wouldn’t 
think anything of me.’ 

‘Like as not, but I’d ’ave you with me, Piggy. An’ 
all the thinkin’ in the world isn’t like kissin’.’ 
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‘An’ all the kissin’ in the world isn’t like ’avin’ a 
medal to wear on the front o’ your coat.’ 

‘You won’t get no medal.’ 

‘Oh yus, I shall though. Me an’ Jakin are the only 
acting-drummers that'll be took along. All the rest is 
full men, an’ we’ll get our medals with them.’ 

‘They might ha’ taken anybody but you, Piggy. 
You'll get killed — you’re so venturesome. Stay with 
me, Piggy darlin’, down at the Depot, and I’ll love you 
true, for ever.’ 

‘Ain’t you goin’ to do that now, Cris? You said you 
was.’ 

‘O’ course I am, but th’ other’s more comfortable. 
Wait till you’ve growed a bit, Piggy. You aren’t no 
taller than me now.’ 

‘I’ve bin in the Army for two years an’ I’m not goin’ 
to get out of a chanst 0’ seein’ service, an’ don’t you try 
to make me do so. Ill come back, Cris, an’ when I 
take on as a man I’]]l marry you — marry you when I’m 
a lance? 

‘Promise, Piggy?’ 

Lew reflected on the future as arranged by Jakin a 
short time previously, but Cris’s mouth was very near 
to his own. 

‘I promise, s’elp me Gawd!’ said he. 

Cris slid an arm round his neck. 

‘I won’t ’old you back no more, Piggy. Go away an’ 
get your medal, an’ I’ll make you a new button-bag as 
nice as I know how,’ she whispered. 

‘Put some o’ your ’air into it, Cris, an’ I'll keep it in 
my pocket so long’s I’m alive.’ 

Then Cris wept anew, and the interview ended. Pub- 
lic feeling among the drummer-boys rose to fever pitch 
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and the lives of Jakin and Lew became unenviable. 
Not only had they been permitted to enlist two years 
before the regulation boy’s age — fourteen — but, by 
virtue, it seemed, of their extreme youth, they were 
now allowed to go to the Front — which thing had not 
happened to acting-drummers within the knowledge of 
boy. The Band which was to accompany the Regi- 
ment had been cut down to the regulation twenty men, 
the surplus returning to the ranks. Jakin and Lew were 
attached to the Band as supernumeraries, though they 
would much have preferred being Company buglers. 

**Don’t matter much,’ said Jakin, after the medical 
inspection. ‘Be thankful that we’re ’lowed to go at 
all. The Doctor ’e said that if we could stand what we 
took from the Bazar-Sergeant’s son we’d stand pretty 
nigh anything.’ 

‘Which we will,’ said Lew, looking tenderly at the 
ragged and ill-made housewife that Cris had: given him, 
with a lock of her hair worked into a sprawling ‘L’ upon 
the cover. 

‘It was the best I could,’ she sobbed. ‘I wouldn’t let 
mother nor the Sergeants’ tailor ’elp me. Keep it al- 
ways, Piggy, an’ remember I love you true.’ 

They marched to the railway station, nine hundred 
and sixty strong, and every soul in cantonments turned 
out to see them go. The drummers gnashed their teeth 
at Jakin and Lew marching with the Band, the married 
women wept upon the platform, and the Regiment 
cheered its noble self black in the face. 

‘A nice level lot,’ said the Colonel to the Second-in- 
Command as they watched the first four companies en- 
training. 

‘Fit to do anything,’ said the Second-in-Command 
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enthusiastically. ‘But it seems to me they’re a thought 
too young and tender for the work inhand. It’s bitter 
cold up at the Front now.’ 

‘They're sound enough,’ said the Colonel. ‘Wemust 
take our chance of sick casualties.’ 

So they went northward, ever northward, past droves 
and droves of camels, armies of camp followers, and 
legions of laden mules, the throng thickening day by 
day, till, with a shriek, the train pulled up at a hope- 
lessly-congested junction where six lines of temporary 
track accommodated six forty-waggon trains; where 
whistles blew, Babus sweated, and Commissariat officers 
swore from dawn till far into the night amid the wind- 
driven chaff of the fodder-bales and the lowing of a 
thousand steers. 

‘Hurry up — you're badly wanted at the Front,’ was 
the message that greeted the Fore and Aft, and the 
occupants of the Red Cross carriages told the same 
Fale: 

‘*Tisn’t so much the bloomin’ fightin’,’ gasped a 
head-bound trooper of Hussars to a knot of admiring 
Fore and Afts. ‘’Tisn’t so much the bloomin’ fightin’, 
though there’s enough o’ that. It’s the bloomin’ food 
an’ the bloomin’ climate. Frost all night ’cept when it 
hails, and biling sun all day, and the water stinks fit 
to knock you down. I got my ’ead chipped like a 
egg; I've got pneumonia too, an’ my guts is all out 0’ 
order. *Tain’t no bloomin’ picnic in those parts, I can 
tell you.’ 

“Wot are the niggers like?’ demanded a private. 

“There’s some prisoners in that train yonder. Goan’ 
look at ’em. ‘They’re the aristocracy o’ the country. 
The common folk are a dashed sight uglier. If you 
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want to know what they fight with, reach under my seat 
an’ pull out the long knife that’s there.’ 

They dragged out and beheld for the first time the 
grim, bone-handled, triangular Afghan knife. It was 
almost as long as Lew. 

“That’s the thing to jint ye,’ said the trooper feebly. 
“It can take off a man’s arm at the shoulder as easy as 
slicing butter. I halved the beggar that used that ’un, 
but there’s more of his likes up above. They don’t 
understand thrustin’, but they’re devils to slice.’ 

The men strolled across the tracks to inspect the 
Afghan prisoners. ‘They were unlike any ‘niggers’ that 
the Fore and Aft had ever met — these huge, black- 
haired, scowling sons of the Beni-Israel. As the men 
stared the Afghans spat freely and muttered one to 
another with lowered eyes. 

“My eyes! Wot awful swine!’ said Jakin, who was 
in the rear of the procession. ‘Say, old man, how you 
got puck-rowed, eh? Kiswasti you wasn’t hanged for 
your ugly face, hey?’ 

The tallest of the company turned, his leg-irons 
clanking at the movement, and stared at the boys. 
‘See!’ he cried to his fellows in Pushto. ‘They send 
children against us. Whata people, and what fools!’ 

‘Hya!’ said Jakin nodding his head cheerily. “You 
go down-country. Khana get, peenikapanee get — 
live like a bloomin’ Raja ke marfik. ‘That’s a better 
bandobust than baynit get it in your innards. Good- 
bye, ole man. Take care o’ your beautiful figure-’ed, 
an’ try to look kushy.’ 

The men laughed and fell in for their first march, 
when they began to realise that a soldier’s life was not 
all beer and skittles. They were much impressed with 
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the size and bestial ferocity of the niggers whom they 
had now learned to call ‘Paythans,’ and more with 
the exceeding discomfort of their own surroundings. 
Twenty old soldiers in the corps would have taught 
them how to make themselves moderately snug at 
night, but they had no old soldiers, and, as the troops 
on the line of march said, ‘they lived like pigs.’ They 
learned the heart-breaking cussedness of camp-kitchens 
and camels and the depravity of an E. P. tent and a 
wither-wrung mule. They studied animalcule in water, 
and developed a few cases of dysentery in their study. 

At the end of their third march they were disagreea- 
bly surprised by the arrival in their camp of a ham- 
mered iron slug which, fired from a steady rest at seven 
hundred yards, flicked out the brains of a private seated 
by the fire. This robbed them of their peace for a night 
and was the beginning of a long-range fire carefully 
calculated to that end. In the daytime they saw noth- 
ing except an unpleasant puff of smoke from a crag 
above the line of march. At night there were distant 
spurts of flame and occasional casualties, which set the 
whole camp blazing into the gloom and, occasionally, 
into opposite tents. Then they swore vehemently, and 
vowed that this was magnificent, but not war. 

Indeed it was not. The Regiment could not halt for 
reprisals against the sharpshooters of the countryside. 
Its duty was to go forward and make connection with 
the Scotch and Gurkha troops with which it was bri- 
gaded. The Afghans knew this, and knew too, after 
their first tentative shots, that they were dealing with a 
raw regiment. ‘Thereafter they devoted themselves to 
the task of keeping the Fore and Aft on the strain. 
Not for anything would they have taken equal liberties 

320 


fe DRUMS “OF THE FORE AND AFT 


with a seasoned corps — with the wicked little Gurkhas, 
whose delight it was to lie out in the open on a dark 
night and stalk their stalkers — with the terrible, big 
men dressed in women’s clothes, who could be heard 
praying to their God in the night-watches, and whose 
peace of mind no amount of ‘sniping’ could shake — or 
with those vile Sikhs, who marched so ostentatiously 
unprepared, and who dealt out such grim reward to 
those who tried to profit by that unpreparedness. This 
white regiment was different — quite different. It 
slept like a hog, and, like a hog, charged in every di- 
rection when it was roused. Its sentries walked with a 
footfall that could be heard for a quarter of a mile; 
would fire at anything that moved — even a driven 
donkey — and when they had once fired, could be 
scientifically ‘rushed’ and laid out a horror and an 
offence against the morning sun. Then there were 
camp-followers who straggled and could be cut up with- 
out fear. Their shrieks would disturb the white boys, 
and the loss of their services would inconvenience them 
sorely. 

Thus, at every march, the hidden enemy became 
bolder and the regiment writhed and twisted under at- 
tacks it could not avenge. The crowning triumph was a 
sudden night-rush ending in the cutting of many tent- 
ropes, the collapse of the sodden canvas, and a glorious 
knifing of the men who struggled and kicked below. It 
was a great deed, neatly carried out, and it shook the 
already shaken nerves of the Fore and Aft. All the 
courage that they had been required to exercise up to 
this point was the ‘two o’clock in the morning cour- 
age’; and, so far, they had only succeeded in shooting 
their own comrades and losing their sleep. 
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Sullen, discontented, cold, savage, sick, with their uni- 
forms dulled and unclean, the Fore and Aft joined their 
Brigade. 

‘I hear you had a tough time of it coming up,’ said the 
Brigadier. But when he saw the hospital-sheets his 
face fell. 

‘This is bad, said he to himself. ‘They’re as rotten as 
sheep.’ And aloud to the Colonel —‘I’m afraid we 
can’t spare you just yet. We want all we have, else I 
should have given you ten days to recover in.’ 

The Colonel winced. ‘On my honour, Sir,’ he re- 
turned, ‘there is not the least necessity to think of spar- 
ing us. My men have been rather mauled and upset 
without a fair return. They only want to go in some- 
where where they can see what’s before them.’ 

‘Can’t say I think much of the Fore and Fit,’ said the 
Brigadier in confidence to his Brigade-Major. ‘“They’ve 
lost all their soldiering, and, by the trim of them, might 
have marched through the country from the other side. 
A more fagged-out set of men I never put eyes on.’ 

‘Oh, they'll improve as the work goes on. The pa- 
rade gloss has been rubbed off a little, but they'll put on 
field polish before long,’ said the Brigade-Major. 
‘They’ve been mauled, and they quite don’t understand 
its 

They did not. All the hitting was on one side, and it 
was cruelly hard hitting with accessories that made 
them sick. There was also the real sickness that laid 
hold of a strong man and dragged him howling to the 
grave. Worst of all, their officers knew just as little of 
the country as the men themselves, and looked as if they 
did. The Fore and Aft were in a thoroughly unsatis- 
factory condition, but they believed that all would be 
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well if they could once get a fair go-in at the enemy. 
Pot-shots up and down the valleys were unsatisfactory, 
and the bayonet never seemed to get a chance. Per- 
haps it was as well, for a long-limbed Afghan with a 
knife had a reach of eight feet, and could carry away 
lead that would disable three Englishmen. 

The Fore and Fit would like some rifle-practice at the 
enemy — all seven hundred rifles blazing together. That 
wish showed the mood of the men. 

The Gurkhas walked into their camp, and in broken, 
barrack-room English strove to fraternise with them; 
offered them pipes of tobacco and stood them treat at 
the canteen. But the Fore and Aft, not knowing much 
of the nature of the Gurkhas, treated them as they 
would treat any other ‘niggers,’ and the little men in 
green trotted back to their firm friends the Highlanders, 
and with many grins confided to them: ‘That dam 
white regiment no dam use. Sulky —ugh! Dirty — 
ugh! Hya, any tot for Johnny?’ Whereat the High- 
landers smote the Gurkhas as to the head, and told 
them not to vilify a British Regiment, and the Gurkhas 
grinned cavernously, for the Highlanders were their 
elder brothers and entitled to the privileges of kinship. 
The common soldier who touches a Gurkha is more 
than likely to have his head sliced open. 

Three days later the Brigadier arranged a battle ac- 
cording to the rules of war and the peculiarity of the 
Afghan temperament. The enemy were massing in 
inconvenient strength among the hills, and the moving 
of many green standards warned him that the tribes 
were ‘up’ in aid of the Afghan regular troops. A 
squadron and a half of Bengal Lancers represented the 
available Cavalry, and two screw-guns borrowed from 
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acolumn thirty miles away, the Artillery at the Gen- 
eral’s disposal. 

‘If they stand, as I’ve a very strong notion that they 
will, I fancy we shall see an infantry fight that will be 
worth watching,’ said the Brigadier. ‘We’ll do it in 
style. Each regiment shall be played into action by 
its Band, and we’ll hold the Cavalry in reserve.’ 

‘For all the reserve?’ somebody asked. 

‘For all the reserve; because we're going to crumple 
them up,’ said the Brigadier, who was an extraordinary 
Brigadier, and did not believe in the value of a reserve 
when dealing with Asiatics. Indeed, when you come 
to think of it, had the British Army consistently waited 
for reserves in all its little affairs, the boundaries of 
Our Empire would have stopped at Brighton beach. 

That battle was to be a glorious battle. 

The three regiments debouching from three separate 
gorges, after duly crowning the heights above, were to 
converge from the centre, left, and right upon what we 
will call the Afghan army, then stationed towards the 
lower extremity of a flat-bottomed valley. Thus it will 
be seen that three sides of the valley practically belonged 
to the English, while the fourth was strictly Afghan 
property. In the event of defeat, the Afghans had the 
rocky hills to fly to, where the fire from the guerilla 
tribes in aid would cover their retreat. In the event of 
victory, these same tribes would rush down and lend 
their weight to the rout of the British. 

The screw-guns were to shell the head of each Afghan 
rush that was made in close formation, and the Cavalry, 
held in reserve in the right valley, were to gently stim- 
ulate the break-up which would follow on the combined 
attack. The Brigadier, sitting upon a rock overlooking 
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the valley, would watch the battle unrolled at his feet. 
The Fore and Aft would debouch from the central 
gorge, the Gurkhas from the left, and the Highlanders 
from the right, for the reason that the left flank of the 
enemy seemed as though it required the most hammer- 
ing. It was not every day that an Afghan force would 
take ground in the open, and the Brigadier was resolved 
to make the most of it. 

“If we only had a few more men,’ he said plaintively, 
‘we could surround the creatures and crumple ’em up 
thoroughly. As it is, I’m afraid we can only cut them 
up as they run. It’s a great pity.’ 

The Fore and Aft had enjoyed unbroken peace for 
five days, and were beginning, in spite of dysentery, to 
recover their nerve. But they were not happy, for 
they did not know the work in hand, and had they 
known, would not have known how to doit. Through- 
out those five days in which old soldiers might have 
taught them the craft of the game, they discussed 
together their misadventures in the past — how such 
an one was alive at dawn and dead ere the dusk, and 
with what shrieks and struggles such another had given 
up his soul under the Afghan knife. Death was a new 
and horrible thing to the sons of mechanics who were 
used to die decently of zymotic disease; and their care- 
ful conversation in barracks had done nothing to make 
them look upon it with less dread. 

Very early in the dawn the bugles began to blow, and 
the Fore and Aft, filled with a misguided enthusiasm, 
turned out without waiting for a cup of coffee and a 
biscuit; and were rewarded by being kept under arms 
in the cold while the other regiments leisurely prepared 
for the fray. All the world knows that it is ill taking 
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the breeks off a Highlander. It is much iller to try to 
make him stir unless he is convinced of the necessity for 
haste. 

The Fore and Aft waited, leaning upon their rifles 
and listening to the protests of their empty stomachs. 
The Colonel did his best to remedy the default of lining 
as soon as it was borne in upon him that the affair 
would not begin at once, and so well did he succeed that 
the coffee was just ready when — the men moved off, 
their Band leading. Even then there had been a mis- 
take in time, and the Fore and Aft came out into 
the valley ten minutes before the proper hour. ‘Their 
Band wheeled to the right after reaching the open, and 
retired behind a little rocky knoll still playing while the 
regiment went past. 

It was not a pleasant sight that opened on the unin- 
structed view, for the lower end of the valley appeared 
to be filled by an army in position — real and actual 
regiments attired in red coats, and — of this there was 
no doubt — firing Martini-Henry bullets which cut up 
the ground a hundred yards in front of the leading com- 
pany. Over that pock-marked ground the regiment had 
to pass, and it opened the ball with a general and 
profound courtesy to the piping pickets, ducking in 
perfect time, as though it had been brazed on a rod. 
Being half-capable of thinking for itself, it fired a volley 
by the simple process of pitching its rifle into its shoul- 
der and pulling the trigger. The bullets may have ac- 
counted for some of the watchers on the hillside, but 
they certainly did not affect the mass of enemy in front, 
while the noise of the rifles drowned any orders that 
might have been given. 

“Good God!’ said the Brigadier, sitting on the rock 
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high above all. ‘That regiment has spoilt the whole 
show. Hurry up the others, and let the screw-guns get 
off.’ 
But the screw-guns, in working round the heights, had 
stumbled upon a wasp’s nest of a small mud fort which 
they incontinently shelled at eight hundred yards, to the 
huge discomfort of the occupants, who were unaccus- 
tomed to weapons of such devilish precision. 

The Fore and Aft continued to go forward, but with 
shortened stride. Where were the other regiments, 
and why did these niggers use Martinis? They took 
open order instinctively, lying down and firing at ran- 
dom, rushing a few paces forward and lying down again, 
according to the regulations. Once in this formation, 
each man felt himself desperately alone, and edged in 
towards his fellow for comfort’s sake. 

Then the crack of his neighbour’s rifle at his ear led 
him to fire as rapidly as he could — again for the sake 
of the comfort of the noise. The reward was not long 
delayed. Five volleys plunged the files in banked 
smoke impenetrable to the eye, and the bullets began 
to take ground twenty or thirty yards in front of the 
firers, as the weight of the bayonet dragged down and 
to the right arms wearied with holding the kick of the 
leaping Martini. The Company Commanders peered 
helplessly through the smoke, the more nervous me- 
chanically trying to fan it away with their helmets. 

‘High and to the left!’ bawled a Captain till he was 
hoarse. ‘No good! Cease firing, and let it drift away 
a bit.’ 

Three and four times the bugles shrieked the order, 
and when it was obeyed the Fore and Aft looked that 
their foe should be lying before them in mown swaths of 
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men. A light wind drove the smoke to leeward, and 
showed the enemy still in position and apparently un- 
affected. A quarter of a ton of lead had been buried a 
furlong in front of them, as the ragged earth attested. 

That was not demoralising to the Afghans, who have 
not European nerves. They were waiting for the mad 
riot to die down, and were firing quietly into the heart 
of the smoke. <A private of the Fore and Aft spun up 
his company shrieking with agony, another was kicking 
the earth and gasping, and a third, ripped through the 
lower intestines by a Jagged bullet, was calling aloud on 
his comrades to put him out of his pain. These were 
the casualties, and they were not soothing to hear or 
see. The smoke cleared to a dull haze. 

Then the foe began to shout with a great shouting, 
and a mass —a black mass — detached itself from the 
main body, and rolled over the ground at horrid speed. 
It was composed of, perhaps, three hundred men, who 
would shout and fire and slash if the rush of their fifty 
comrades who were determined to die carried home. The 
fifty were Ghazis, half-maddened with drugs and wholly 
mad with religious fanaticism. When they rushed, the 
British fire ceased, and in the lull the order was given 
to close ranks and meet them with the bayonet. 

Any one who knew the business could have told the 
Fore and Aft that the only way of dealing with a Ghazi 
rush is by volleys at long ranges; because a man who 
means to die, who desires to die, who will gain heaven 
by dying, must, in nine cases out of ten, kill a man who 
has a lingering prejudice in favour of life. Where they 
should have closed and gone forward, the Fore and Aft 
opened out and skirmished, and where they should have 
opened out and fired, they closed and waited. 
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A man dragged from his blankets half awake and 
unfed is never in a pleasant frame of mind. Nor does 
his happiness increase when he watches the whites of 
the eyes of three hundred six-foot fiends upon whose 
beards the foam is lying, upon whose tongues is a roar 
of wrath, and in whose hands are yard-long knives. 

The Fore and Aft heard the Gurkha bugles bringing 
that regiment forward at the double, while the neighing 
of the Highland pipes came from the left. They strove 
to stay where they were, though the bayonets wavered 
down the line like the oars of a ragged boat. Then 
they felt body to body the amazing physical strength of 
their foes; a shriek of pain ended the rush, and the 
knives fell amid scenes not to be told. Themen clubbed 
together and smote blindly — as often as not at their 
own fellows. Their front crumpled like paper, and the 
fifty Ghazis passed on; their backers, now drunk with 
success, fighting as madly as they. 

Then the rear-ranks were bidden to close up, and 
the subalterns dashed into the stew — alone. For the 
rear-ranks had heard the clamour in front, the yells and 
the howls of pain, and had seen the dark stale blood 
that makes afraid. They were not going to stay. It 
was the rushing of the camps over again. Let their 
officers go to Hell, if they chose; they would get away 
from the knives. 

‘Come on!’ shrieked the subalterns, and their men, 
cursing them, drew back, each closing into his neigh- 
bour and wheeling round. 

Charteris and Devlin, subalterns of the last company, 
faced their death alone in the belief that their men 
would follow. 

‘You’ve killed me, you cowards,’ sobbed Devlin and 
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dropped, cut from the shoulder-strap to the centre of 
the chest, and a fresh detachment of his men retreating, 
always retreating, trampled him under foot as they made 
for the pass whence they had emerged. 


‘T kissed her in the kitchen and I kissed her in the hall. 
Child’un, child’un, follow me! 

Oh Golly, said the cook, is he gwine to kiss us all? 
Halla — Halla — Halla — Hallelujah!’ 


The Gurkhas were pouring through the left gorge and 
over the heights at the double to the invitation of their 
Regimental Quick-step. The black rocks were crowned 
with dark green spiders as the bugles gave tongue 
jubilantly : — 


‘In the morning! In the morning by the bright light! 
When Gabriel blows his trumpet in the morning!’ 


The Gurkha rear-companies tripped and blundered 
over loose stones. ‘The front-files halted for a moment 
to take stock of the valley and to settle stray boot-laces. 
Then a happy little sigh of contentment soughed down 
the ranks, and it was as though the land smiled, for 
behold there below was the enemy, and it was to meet 
them that the Gurkhas had doubled so hastily. There 
was much enemy. There would be amusement. The 
little men hitched their kukris well to hand, and gaped 
expectantly at their officers as terriers grin ere the 
stone is cast for them to fetch. The Gurkhas’ ground 
sloped downward to the valley, and they enjoyed a fair 
view of the proceedings. ‘They sat upon the boulders 
to watch, for their officers were not going to waste their 
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wind in assisting to repulse a Ghazi rush more than half 
a mile away. Let the white men look to their own 
front. 

‘Hi! yi!’ said the Subadar-Major, who was sweating 
profusely. ‘Dam fools yonder, stand close-order! This 
is no time for close-order, it is the time for volleys. Ugh!’ 

Horrified, amused, and indignant, the Gurkhas be- 
held the retirement of the Fore and Aft with a running 
chorus of oaths and commentaries. 

*‘Theyrun! Thewhitemenrun! Colonel Sahib, may 
we also do a little running?’ murmured Runbir Thappa, 
the Senior Jemadar. 

But the Colonel would have none of it. ‘Let the 
beggars be cut up a little,’ said he wrathfully. ‘’Serves 
’em right. They'll be prodded into facing round ina 
minute.’ He looked through his field-glasses, and caught 
the glint of an officer’s sword. 

‘Beating ’em with the flat—damned conscripts! 
How the Ghazis are walking into them!’ said he. 

The Fore and Aft, heading back, bore with them 
their officers. The narrowness of the pass forced the 
mob into solid formation, and the rear-rank delivered 
some sort of a wavering volley. The Ghazis drew off, 
for they did not know what reserves the gorge might 
hide. Moreover, it was never wise to chase white men 
too far. They returned as wolves return to cover, 
satisfied with the slaughter that they had done, and 
only stopping to slash at the wounded on the ground. 
A quarter of a mile had the Fore and Aft retreated, and 
now, jammed in the pass, was quivering with pain, 
shaken and demoralised with fear, while the officers, 
maddened beyond control, smote the men with the hilts 
and the flats of their swords. 
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‘Get back! Get back, you cowards — you women! 
Right about face — column of companies, form — you 
hounds!’ shouted the Colonel, and the subalterns swore 
aloud. But the Regiment wanted to go —to go any- 
where out of the range of those merciless knives. It 
swayed to and fro irresolutely with shouts and outcries, 
while from the right the Gurkhas dropped volley after 
volley of cripple-stopper Snider bullets at long range into 
the mob of the Ghazis returning to their own troops. 

The Fore and Aft Band, though protected from di- 
‘rect fire by the rocky knoll under which it had sat down, 
fled at the first rush. Jakin and Lew would have fled 

also, but their short legs left them fifty yards in the 
rear, and by the time the Band had mixed with the 
regiment, they were painfully aware that they would 
have to close in alone and unsupported. 
~ *Get back to that rock,’ gasped Jakin. “They won’t 
‘see us there.’ 

And they returned to the scattered instruments of the 
Band, their hearts nearly bursting their ribs. 

‘Here’s a nice show for us,’ said Jakin, throwing him- 
self full length on the ground. ‘A bloomin’ fine show 
for British Infantry! Oh, the devils. They’ve gone 
an’ left us alone here! Wot’ll we do?’ 

Lew took possession of a cast-off water-bottle, which 
naturally was full of canteen rum, and drank till he 
coughed again. 

‘Drink,’ said he, shortly. ‘They’ll come back in a min- 
ute or two — you see.’ 

Jakin drank, but there was no sign of the regiment’s 
return. They could hear a dull clamour from the head 
of the valley of retreat, and saw the Ghazis slink back, 
quickening their pace as the Gurkhas fired at them. 
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“We're all that’s left of the Band, an’ we’ll be cut up 
as sure as death,’ said Jakin. 

‘T’ll die game, then,’ said Lew thickly, fumbling with 
his tiny drummer’s sword. The drink was working on 
his brain as it was on Jakin’s. 

*°Old on! I know something better than fightin’,’ 
said Jakin, ‘stung by the splendour of a sudden thought’ 
due chiefly torum. ‘Tip our bloomin’ cowards yonder 
the word to come back. The Paythan beggars are 
wellaway. Comeon, Lew! Wewon’t gethurt. Take 
the fife an’ give me the drum. The Old Step for all 
your bloomin’ guts are worth! There’sa few of our men 
coming backnow. Stand up, ye drunken little defaulter. 
By your right — quick march!’ 

He slipped the drum-sling over his shoulder, thrust 
the fife into Lew’s hand, and the two boys marched out 
of the cover of the rock into the open, making a hideous 
hash of the first bars of the ‘British Grenadiers.’ 

As Lew had said, a few of the Fore and Aft were 
coming back sullenly and shamefacedly under the stim- 
ulus of blows and abuse; their red coats shone at 
the head of the valley, and behind them were wavering 
bayonets. But between this shattered line and the 
enemy, who with Afghan suspicion feared that the hasty 
retreat meant an ambush, and had not moved therefore, 
lay half a mile of level ground dotted only by the 
wounded. 

The tune settled into full swing and the boys kept 
shoulder to shoulder, Jakin banging the drum as one 
possessed. ‘The one fife made a thin and pitiful squeak- 
ing, but the tune carried far, even to the Gurkhas. 

‘Come on, you dogs!’ muttered Jakin to himself. 
‘Are we to play forever?’ Lew was staring straight 
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in front of him and marching more stiffly than ever he 
had done on parade. 

And in bitter mockery of the distant mob, the old 
tune of the Old Line shrilled and rattled: — 


‘Some talk of Alexander, 
And some of Hercules; 
Of Hector and Lysander, 
And such great names as these!’ 


There was a far-off clapping of hands from the Gurk- 
has, and a roar from the Highlanders in the distance, 
but never a shot was fired by British or Afghan. The 
two little red dots moved forward in the open parallel 
to the enemy’s front. 


‘But of all the world’s great heroes 
There’s none that can compare, 
With a tow-row-row-row-row-row, 

To the British Grenadier!’ 


The men of the Fore and Aft were gathering thick 
at the entrance to the plain. The Brigadier on the 
heights far above was speechless with rage. Still no 
movement from the enemy. The day stayed to watch 
the children. 

Jakin halted and beat the long roll of the Assembly, 
while the fife squealed despairingly. 

‘Right about face! Hold up, Lew, you’re drunk,’ 
said Jakin. They wheeled and marched back: — 


“Those heroes of antiquity 
Ne’er saw a cannon-ball, 
Nor knew the force 0’ powder,’ 
034 
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“Here they come!’ said Jakin. ‘Goon, Lew’: — 
‘To scare their foes withal!’ 


The Fore and Aft were pouring out of the valley. 
What officers had said to men in that time of shame and 
humiliation will never be known; for neither officers nor 
men speak of it now. 

“They are coming anew!’ shouted a priest among the 
Afghans. ‘Donotkillthe boys! Take them alive, and 
they shall be of our faith.’ 

But the first volley had been fired, and Lew dropped 
on his face. Jakin stood for a minute, spun round and 
collapsed, as the Fore and Aft came forward, the curses 
of their officers in their ears, and in their hearts the shame 
of open shame. 

Half the men had seen the drummers die, and they 
made no sign. They did not even shout. They doubled 
out straight across the plain in open order, and they did 
not fire. 

‘This,’ said the Colonel of Gurkhas, softly, ‘is the 
real attack, as it should have been delivered. Come 
on, my chiidren.’ 

*Ulu-lu-lu-lu!’ squealed the Gurkhas, and came down 
with a joyful clicking of kukris — those vicious Gurkha 
knives. 

On the right there was no rush. The Highlanders, 
cannily commending their souls to God (for it matters 
as much to a dead man whether he has been shot in a 
Border scuffle or at Waterloo), opened out and fired ac- 
cording to their custom, that is to say, without heat 
and without intervals, while the screw-guns, having 
disposed of the impertinent mud fort aforementioned, 
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dropped shell after shell into the clusters round the 
flickering green standards on the heights. 

‘Charrging is an unfortunate necessity,’ murmured the 
Colour-Sergeant of the right company of the Highland- 
ers. ‘It makes the men sweer so, but I am thinkin’ 
that it will come to a charrge if these black devils 
stand much longer. Stewarrt, man, you’re firing into 
the eye of the sun, and he’ll not take any harm for 
Government ammuneetion. A foot lower and a great deal 
slower! What are the English doing? They’re very quiet 
there in the centre. Running again?’ 

The English were not running. ‘They were hacking 
and hewing and stabbing, for though one white man is 
seldom physically a match for an Afghan in a sheepskin 
or wadded coat, yet, through the pressure of many 
white men behind, and a certain thirst for revenge in 
his heart, he becomes capable of doing much with both 
ends of his rifle. The Fore and Aft held their fire till 
one bullet could drive through five or six men, and the 
front of the Afghan force gave on the volley. They 
then selected their men, and slew them with deep gasps 
and short hacking coughs, and groanings of leather belts 
against strained bodies, and realised for the first time 
that an Afghan attacked is far less formidable than an 
Afghan attacking: which fact old soldiers might have 
told them. 

But they had no old soldiers in their ranks. 

The Gurkhas’ stall at the bazar was the noisiest, for 
the men were engaged — to a nasty noise as of beef being 
cut on the block — with the kukri, which they preferred 
to the bayonet; well knowing how the Afghan hates 
the half-moon blade. 

As the Afghans wavered, the green standards on the 
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mountain moved down to assist them in a last rally. 
This was unwise. The Lancers chafing in the right 
gorge had thrice despatched their only subaltern as 
galloper to report on the progress of affairs. On the 
third occasion he returned, with a bullet-graze on his 
knee, swearing strange oaths in Hindustani, and saying 
that all things were ready. So that Squadron swung 
round the right of the Highlanders with a wicked whist- 
ling of wind in the pennons of its lances, and fell upon 
the remnant just when, according to all the rules of war, 
it should have waited for the foe to show more signs of 
wavering. 

But it was a dainty charge, deftly delivered, and it 
ended by the Cavalry finding itself at the head of the 
pass by which the Afghans intended to retreat; and 
down the track that the lances had made streamed two 
companies of the Highlanders, which was never in- 
tended by the Brigadier. The new development was 
successful. It detached the enemy from his base as a 
sponge is torn from a rock, and left him ringed about 
with fire in that pitiless plain. And as a sponge is 
chased round the bath-tub by the hand of the bather, 
so were the Afghans chased till they broke into little 
detachments much more difficult to dispose of than 
large masses. 

‘See!’ quoth the Brigadier. ‘Everything has come as 
Iarranged. We’ve cut their base, and now we’ll bucket 
“em to pieces.’ 

A direct hammering was all that the Brigadier had 
dared to hope for, considering the size of the force at 
his disposal; but men who stand or fall by the errors of 
their opponents may be forgiven for turning Chance 
into Design. The bucketing went forward merrily. 
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The Afghan forces were upon the run —the run of 
wearied wolves who snarl] and bite over their shoulders. 
The red lances dipped by twos and threes, and, with a 
shriek, up rose the lance-butt, like a spar on a stormy 
sea, as the trooper, cantering forward, cleared his point. 
The Lancers kept between their prey and the steep 
hills, for all who could were trying to escape from the 
valley of death. The Highlanders gave the fugitives 
two hundred yards’ law, and then brought them down, 
gasping and choking, ere they could reach the protec- 
tion of the boulders above. The Gurkhas followed suit; 
but the Fore and Aft were killing on their own account, 
for they had penned a mass of men between their bayo- 
nets and a wall of rock, and the flash of the rifles was 
lighting the wadded coats. 

‘We cannot hold them, Captain Sahib!’ panted a 
Ressaldar of Lancers. ‘Let us try the carbine. The 
lance is good, but it wastes time.’ 

They tried the carbine, and still the enemy melted 
away — fled up the hills by hundreds when there were 
only twenty bullets to stop them. On the heights the 
screw-guns ceased firing — they had run out of ammu- 
nition — and the Brigadier groaned, for the musketry 
fire could not sufficiently smash the retreat. Long 
before the last volleys were fired the doolies were out in 
force looking for the wounded.» The battle was over, 
and, but for want of fresh troops, the Afghans would 
have been wiped off the earth. As it was, they counted 
their dead by hundreds, and nowhere were the dead 
thicker than in the track of the Fore and Aft. 

But the Regiment did not cheer with the Highlanders 
nor did they dance uncouth dances with the Gurkhas 
among the dead. They looked under their brows 
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at the Colonel as they leaned upon their rifles and 
panted. 

“Get back to camp, you. Haven’t you disgraced 
yourself enough for one day! Go and look to the 
wounded. It’s all you’re fit for,’ said the Colonel. 
Yet for the past hour the Fore and Aft had been doing 
all that mortal commander could expect. They had 
lost heavily because they did not know how to set about 
their business with proper skill, but they had borne 
themselves gallantly, and this was their reward. 

A young and sprightly Colour-Sergeant who had be- 
gun to imagine himself a hero offered his water-bottle to 
a Highlander, whose tongue was black with thirst. ‘I 
drink with no cowards,’ answered the youngster huskily, 
and, turning to a Gurkha, said, ‘Hya, Johnny! Drink 
water gotit?’ The Gurkha grinned and passed his 
bottle. The Fore and Aft said no word. 

They went back to camp when the field of strife had 
been a little mopped up and made presentable, and the 
Brigadier, who saw himself a Knight in three months, 
was the only soul who was complimentary to them. 
The Colonel was heart-broken, and the officers were sav- 
age and sullen. 

“Well,” said the Brigadier, ‘they are young troops, of 
course, and it was not unnatural that they should retire 
in disorder for a bit.’ 

‘Oh, my only Aunt Maria!’ murmured a junior Staff 
Officer. ‘Retire in disorder! It was a bally run!’ 

“But they came again, as we all know,’ cooed the 
Brigadier, the Colonel’s ashy-white face before him, 
“and they behaved as well as could possibly be expected. 
Behaved beautifully, indeed. I was watching them. 
It’s not a matter to take to heart, Colonel. As some 
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German General said of his men, they wanted to be 
shooted over a little, that was all.’ To himself he said 
— ‘Now they’re blooded, I can give ’em responsible 
work. It’s as well that they got what they did. 
’Teach ’em more than half-a-dozen rifle flirtations, that 
will — later — run alone and bite. Poor old Colonel, 
though.’ 

All that afternoon the heliograph winked and flick- 
ered on the hills, striving to tell the good news to a 
mountain forty miles away. And in the evening there 
arrived, dusty, sweating, and sore, a misguided Corre- 
spondent who had gone out to assist at a trumpery 
village-burning, and who had read off the message from 
afar, cursing his luck the while. 

‘Let’s have the details somehow — as full as ever you 
can, please. It’s the first time I’ve ever been left this 
campaign,’ said the Correspondent to the Brigadier, 
and the Brigadier, nothing loath, told him how an Army 
of Communication had been crumpled up, destroyed, 
and all but annihilated by the craft, strategy, wisdom, 
and foresight of the Brigadier. 

But some say, and among these be the Gurkhas who 
watched on the hillside, that that battle was won by 
Jakin and Lew whose little bodies were borne up just 
in time to fit two gaps at the head of the big ditch-grave 
for the dead under the heights of Jagai. 


THE END 
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PREFACE 


Chubara of Dhunni Bhagat. No one remembered 

who or what Dhunni Bhagat had been. He had 
lived his life, made a little money, and spent it all, as 
every good Hindu should do, on a work of piety—the 
Chubara. That was full of brick cells, gaily painted 
with the figures of Gods and kings and elephants, where 
worn-out priests could sit and meditate on the latter 
end of things: the paths were brick paved, and the 
naked feet of thousands had worn them into gutters. 
Clumps of mangoes sprouted from between the bricks; 
great pipal trees overhung the well-windlass that whined 
all day; and hosts of parrots tore through the trees. 
Crows and squirrels were tame in that place, for they 
knew that never a priest would touch them. 

The wandering mendicants, charm-sellers, and holy 
vagabonds for a hundred miles round used to make the 
Chubara their place of call and rest. Mahomedan, 
Sikh, and Hindu mixed equally under the trees. They 
were old men, and when man has come to the turnstiles 
of Night all the creeds in the world seem to him won- 
derfully alike and colourless. 

Gobind the one-eyed told me this. He was a holy 
man who lived on an island in the middle of a river and 
fed the fishes with little bread pellets twice a day. In 
flood-time, when swollen corpses stranded themselves 
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at the foot of the island, Gobind would cause them to be 
piously burned, for the sake of the honour of mankind, 
and having regard to his own account with God here- 
after. But when two-thirds of the island was torn 
away in a spate, Gobind came across the river to Dhunni 
Bhagat’s Chubara, he and his brass drinking vessel with 
the well-cord round the neck, his short arm-rest crutch 
studded with brass nails, his roll of bedding, his big 
pipe, his umbrella, and his tall sugar-loaf hat with the 
nodding peacock feathers in it. He wrapped himself 
up in his patched quilt made of every colour and ma- 
terial in the world, sat down in a sunny corner of the 
very quiet Chubara, and, resting his arm on his short- 
handled crutch, waited for death. The people brought 
him food and little clumps of marigold flowers, and he 
gave his blessing in return. He was nearly blind, and 
his face was seamed and lined and wrinkled beyond 
belief, for he had lived in his time, which was before the 
English came within five hundred miles of Dhunni 
Bhagat’s Chubara. 

When we grew to know each other well, Gobind 
would tell me tales in a voice most like the rumbling of 
heavy guns over a wooden bridge. His tales were true, 
but not one in twenty could be printed in an English 
book, because the English do not think as natives do. 
They brood over matters that a native would dismiss 
till a fitting occasion; and what they would not think 
twice about a native will brood over till a fitting occa- 
sion. Then native and English stare at each other 
hopelessly across great gulfs of miscomprehension. 

‘And what,’ said Gobind one Sunday evening, “is your 
honoured craft, and by what manner of means earn you 
your daily bread?’ 
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‘I am,’ said I, ‘a kerani—one who writes with a pen 
upon paper, not being in the service of the Govern- 
ment.’ 

“Then what do you write?’ said Gobind. ‘Come 
nearer, for I cannot see your countenance, and the light 
fails.’ 

‘I write of all matters that lie within my understand- 
ing, and of many that do not. But chiefly I write of 
Life and Death, and men and women, and Love and 
Fate according to the measure of my ability, telling the 
tale through the mouths of one, two, or more people. 
Then by the favour of God the tales are sold and money 
accrues to me that I may keep alive.’ 

‘Even so,’ said Gobind. ‘That is the work of the 
bazar story-teller; but he speaks straight to men and 
women and does not write anything at all. Only when 
the tale has aroused expectation, and calamities are 
about to befall the virtuous, he stops suddenly and de- 
mands payment ere he continues the narration. Is it 
so in your craft, my son?’ 

‘I have heard of such things when a tale is of great 
length, and is sold, as a cucumber, in small pieces.’ 

‘Ay, I was once a famed teller of stories when I was 
begging on the road between Koshin and Etra; before 
the last pilgrimage that ever I took to Orissa. I told 
many tales and heard many more at the rest-houses in 
the evening when we were merry at the end of the march. 
It is in my heart that grown men are but as littie children 
in the matter of tales, and the oldest tale is the most 
beloved.’ 

‘With your people that is truth,’ said I. ‘But in re- 
gard to our people they desire new tales, and when all is 
written they rise up and declare that the tale were better 
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told in such and such a manner, and doubt either the 
truth or the invention thereof.’ 

‘But what folly is theirs!’ said Gobind, throwing out 
his knotted hand. ‘A tale that is told is a true tale as 
long as the telling lasts. And of their talk upon it—you 
know how Bilas Khan, that was the prince of tale-tellers, 
said to one who mocked him in the great rest-house on 
the Jhelum road: “‘Go on, my brother, and finish that I 
have begun,”’ and he who mocked took up the tale, but 
having neither voice nor manner for the task came to a 
standstill, and the pilgrims at supper made him eat 
abuse and stick half that night.’ 

‘Nay, but with our people, money having passed, it is 
their right; as we should turn against a shoeseller in re- 
gard to shoes if those wore out. If ever I make a book 
you shall see and judge.’ 

‘And the parrot said to the falling tree, Wait, brother, 
till I fetch a prop!’ said Gobind with a grim chuckle. 
‘God has given me eighty years, and it may be some 
over. I cannot look for more than day granted by day 
and as a favour at this tide. Be swift.’ 

‘In what manner is it best to set about the task,’ said 
I, ‘oh chiefest of those who string pearls with their 
tongue?’ 

‘How do I know? Yet’—he thought for a little— 
‘how should I not know? God has made very many 
heads, but there is only one heart in all the world among 
your people or my people. They are children in the 
matter of tales.’ 

‘But none are so terrible as the little ones, if a man 
misplace a word, or in a second telling vary events by so 
much as one small devil.’ 

‘Ay, I also have told tales to the little ones, but do 
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thou this—’ His old eyes fell on the gaudy paintings 
of the wall, the blue and red dome, and the flames of the 
poinsettias beyond. ‘Tell them first of those things 
that thou hast seen and they have seen together. Thus 
their knowledge will piece out thy imperfections. Tell 
them of what thou alone hast seen, then what thou hast 
heard, and since they be children tell them of battles 
and kings, horses, devils, elephants, and angels, but 
omit not to tell them of love and such-like. All the 
earth is full of tales to him who listens and does not 
drive away the poor from his door. The poor are the 
best of tale-tellers; for they must lay their ear to the 
ground every night.’ 

After this conversation the idea grew in my head, and 
Gobind was pressing in his inquiries as to the health of 
the book. 

Later, when we had been parted for months, it hap- 
pened that I was to go away and far off, and I came to 
bid Gobind good-bye. 

‘It is farewell between us now, for I go a very long 
journey,’ I said. 

‘And I also. A longer one than thou. But what of 
the book?’ said he. 

‘It will be born in due season if it is so ordained.’ 

‘I would I could see it,’ said the old man, huddling 
beneath his quilt. ‘But that will not be. I die three 
days hence, in the night, a little before the dawn. The 
term of my years is accomplished.’ 

In nine cases out of ten a native makes no miscalcu- 
lation as to the day of hisdeath. He has the foreknowl- 
edge of the beasts in this respect. 

‘Then thou wilt depart in peace, and it is good talk, 
for thou hast said that life is no delight to thee.’ 
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‘But it is a pity that our book is not born. How shall 
I know that there is any record of my name?’ 

‘Because I promise, in the forepart of the book, pre- 
ceding everything else, that it shall be written, Gobind, 
sadhu, of the island in the river and awaiting God in 
Dhunni Bhagat’s Chubara, first spoke of the book,’ 
said I. 

‘And gave counsel—an old man’s counsel. Gobind, 
son of Gobind of the Chumi village in the Karaon tehsil, 
in the district of Mooltan. Will that be written also?’ 

‘That will be written also.’ 

‘And the book will go across the Black Water to the 
houses of your people, and all the Sahibs will know of 
me who am eighty years old?’ 

‘All who read the book shall know. I cannot promise 
for the rest.’ 

‘That is good talk. Call aloud to all who are in the 
monastery, and I will tell them this thing.’ 

They trooped up, faquirs, sadhus, sunnyasis, byragis, 
nihangs, and mullahs, priests of all faiths and every 
degree of raggedness, and Gobind, leaning upon his 
crutch, spoke so that they were visibly filled with envy, 
and a white-haired senior bade Gobind think of his 
latter end instead of transitory repute in the mouths of 
strangers. Then Gobind gave me his blessing and I 
came away. 

These tales have been collected from all places, and 
all sorts of people, from priests in the Chubara, from 
Ala Yar the carver, Jiwun Singh the carpenter, name- 
less men on steamers and trains round the world, women 
spinning outside their cottages in the twilight, officers 
and gentlemen now dead and buried; and a few, but 
these are the very best, my father gaveme. ‘The greater 
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part of them have been published in magazines and 
newspapers, to whose editors I am indebted; but some 
are new on this side of the water, and some have not 
seen the light before. 

The most remarkable stories are, of course, those which 
do not appear—for obvious reasons. 
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THE INCARNATION OF KRISHNA 
MULVANEY 


(1889) 


Wohl auf, my bully cavaliers, 
We ride to church to-day, 

The man that hasn’t got a horse 
Must steal one straight away. 


Be reverent, men, remember. 
This is a Gottes haus. 
Du, Conrad, cut along der aisle. 
And schenck der whiskey aus. 
‘Hans Breitmann’s Ride to Church.’ 


NCE upon a time, very far from England, there 
lived three men who loved each other so greatly 


that neither man nor woman could come be- 
tween them. They were in no sense refined, nor to be 
admitted to the outer-door mats of decent folk, because 
they happened to be private soldiers in Her Majesty’s 
Army; and private soldiers of our service have small 
time for self-culture. Their duty is to keep themselves 
and their accoutrements specklessly clean, to refrain 
from getting drunk more often than is necessary, to 
obey their superiors, and to pray for a war. All these 
things my friends accomplished; and of their own mo- 
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tion threw in some fighting-work for which the Army 
Regulations did not call. Their fate sent them to serve 
in India, which is not a golden country, though poets 
have sung otherwise. ‘There men die with great swift- 
ness, and those who live suffer many and curious things. 
I do not think that my friends concerned themselves 
much with the social or political aspects of the East. 
They attended a not unimportant war on the northern 
frontier, another one on our western boundary, and a 
third in Upper Burma. Then their regiment sat still to 
recruit, and the boundless monotony of cantonment life 
was their portion. They were drilled morning and even- 
ing on the same dusty parade-ground. They wandered 
up and down the same stretch of dusty white road, at- 
tended the same church and the same grog-shop, and 
slept in the same lime-washed barn of a barrack for two 
long years. There was Mulvaney, the father in the 
craft, who had served with various regiments from Ber- 
muda to Halifax, old in war, scarred, reckless, resource- 
ful, and in his pious hours an unequalled soldier. To 
him turned for help and comfort six and a half feet of 
slow-moving, heavy-footed Yorkshireman, born on the 
wolds, bred in the dales, and educated chiefly among the 
carriers’ carts at the back of York railway-station. His 
name was Learoyd, and his chief virtue an unmitigated 
patience which helped him to win fights. How Ortheris, 
a fox-terrier of a Cockney, ever came to be one of the 
trio, is a mystery which even to-day I cannot explain. 
“There was always three av us,’ Mulvaney used to say. 
‘An’ by the grace av God, so long as our service lasts, 
three av us they’ll always be. ’Tis betther so.’ 

They desired no companionship beyond their own, and 
it was evil for any man of the regiment who attempted 
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dispute with them. Physical argument was out of the 
question as regarded Mulvaney and the Yorkshireman; 
and assault on Ortheris meant a combined attack from 
these twain—a business which no five men were anxious 
to have on their hands. Therefore they flourished, sharing 
their drinks, their tobacco, and their money; good luck 
and evil; battle and the chances of death; life and the 
chances of happiness from Calicut in southern, to Pesha- 
wur in northern India. 

Through no merit of my own it was my good fortune 
to be in a measure admitted to their friendship—frankly 
by Mulvaney from the beginning, sullenly and with re- 
luctance by Learoyd, and suspiciously by Ortheris, who 
held to it that no man not in the Army could fraternise 
withared-coat. ‘Liketolike,’ said he. ‘I’mabloomin’ 
sodger—he’sa bloomin’ civilian. *Tain’t natural—that’s 
all.’ 

But that was not all. They thawed progressively, 
and in the thawing told me more of their lives and ad- 
ventures than I am ever likely to write. 

Omitting all else, this tale begins with the Lamentable 
Thirst that was at the beginning of First Causes. Never 
was such a thirst—Mulvaney told me so. They kicked 
against their compulsory virtue, but the attempt was 
only successful in the case of Ortheris. He, whose tal- 
ents were many, went forth into the highways and stole 
a dog from a ‘civilian’—videlicet, some one, he knew 
not whom, notin the Army. Now that civilian was but 
newly connected by marriage with the colonel of the regi- 
ment, and outcry was made from quarters least antici- 
pated by Ortheris, and, in the end, he was forced, lest a 
worse thing should happen, to dispose at ridiculously 
unremunerative rates of as promising a small terrier as 
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ever graced one end of a leading-string. The purchase- 
money was barely sufficient for one small outbreak which 
led him to the guard-room. He escaped, however, with 
nothing worse than a severe reprimand, and a few hours 
of punishment-drill. Not for nothing had he acquired 
the reputation of being ‘the best soldier of his inches’ in 
the regiment. Mulvaney had taught personal cleanli- 
ness and efficiency as the first articles of his companions’ 
creed. ‘A dhirty man,’ he was used to say, in the speech 
of his kind, ‘goes to Clink for a weakness in the knees, 
an’ is coort-martialled for a pair av socks missin’; but a 
clane man, such as is an ornament to his service—a man 
whose buttons are gold, whose coat is wax upon him, an’ 
whose ’coutrements are widout a speck—that man may, 
spakin’ in reason, do fwhat he likes an’ dhrink from day 
to divil. That’s the pride av bein’ dacint.’ 

We sat together, upon a day, in the shade of a ravine 
far from the barracks, where a watercourse used to run 
in rainy weather. Behind us was the scrub jungle, in 
which jackals, peacocks, the gray wolves of the North- 
Western Provinces, and occasionally a tiger estrayed 
from Central India, were supposed to dwell. In front 
lay the cantonment, glaring white under a glaring sun; 
and on either side ran the broad road that led to Delhi. 

It was the scrub that suggested to my mind the wis- 
dom of Mulvaney taking a day’s leave and going upon a 
shooting-tour. The peacock is a holy bird throughout 
India, and he who slays one is in danger of being mobbed 
by the nearest villagers; but on the last occasion that 
Mulvaney had gone forth, he had contrived, without in 
the least offending local religious susceptibilities, to re- 
turn with six beautiful peacock skins which he sold to 
profit. Itseemed just possible then— 
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‘But fwhat manner av use is ut to me goin’ out wid- 
out a dhrink? The ground’s powdher-dhry underfoot, 
an’ ut gets unto the throat fit to kill,’ wailed Mulvaney, 
looking at me reproachfully. ‘An’a peacock is not a 
bird you can catch the tail av onless yerun. Canaman 
run on wather—an’ jungle-wather too?’ 

Ortheris had considered the question in all its bear- 
ings. Hespoke, chewing his pipe-stem meditatively the 
while: 


‘Go forth, return in glory, 

To Clusium’s royal ’ome: 

An’ round these bloomin’ temples ’ang 
The bloomin’ shields 0’ Rome. 


You better go. You ain’t like to shoot yourself—not 
while there’s a chanst of liquor. Me an’ Learoyd’ll stay 
at ’ome an’ keep shop—’case o’ anythin’ turnin’ up. 
But you go out with a gas-pipe gun an’ ketch the little 
peacockses or somethin’. You kin get one day’s leave 
easy as winkin’. Go along an’ get it, an’ get peacockses 
or somethin’.’ 

‘Jock,’ said Mulvaney, turning to Learoyd, who was 
half asleep under the shadow of the bank. He roused 
slowly. 

‘Sitha, Mulvaaney, go,’ said he. 

And Mulvaney went, cursing his allies with Irish flu- 
ency and barrack-room point. 

‘Take note,’ said he, when he had won his holiday, 
and appeared dressed in his roughest clothes with the 
only other regimental fowling-piece in his hand. ‘Take 
note, Jock, an’ you, Orth’ris, I am goin’ in the face av 
my own will—all for to please you. I misdoubt any- 
thin’ will come av permiscuous hintin’ afther peacockses 
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in a desolit lan’; an’ I know that I will lie down an’ die 
wid thirrrst. Me catch peacockses for you, ye lazy 
scutts—an’ be sacrificed by the peasanthry—Ugh!’ 

He waved a huge paw and went away. 

At twilight, long before the appointed hour, he re- 
turned empty-handed, much begrimed with dirt. 

‘Peacockses?’ queried Ortheris from the safe rest of 
a barrack-room table whereon he was smoking cross- 
legged, Learoyd fast asleep on a bench. 

‘Jock,’ said Mulvaney without answering, as he stirred 
up the sleeper. ‘Jock, can ye fight? Will ye fight?’ 

Very slowly the meaning of the words communicated 
itself to the half-roused man. Heunderstood—and again 
—what might these thingsmean? Mulvaney was shak- 
inghimsavagely. Meantime themenintheroom howled 
with delight. There was war in the confederacy at last 
—war and the breaking of bonds. 

Barrack-room etiquette is stringent. On the direct 
challenge must follow the direct reply. This is more 
binding than the ties of tried friendship. Once again 
Mulvaney repeated the question. Learoyd answered 
by the only means in his power, and so swiftly that 
the Irishman had barely time to avoid the blow. The 
laughter aroundincreased. Learoyd looked bewilderedly 
at his friend—himself as greatly bewildered. Ortheris 
dropped from the table because his world was falling. 

“Come outside,’ said Mulvaney, and as the occupants 
of the barrack-room prepared joyously to follow, he 
turned and said furiously, ‘There will be no fight this 
night—onless any wan av you is wishful to assist. The 
man that does, follows on.’ 

No manmoved. ‘The three passed out into the moon- 
light, Learoyd fumbling with the buttons of his coat. 
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The parade-ground was deserted except for the scurry- 
ing jackals. Mulvaney’s impetuous rush carried his com- 
panions far into the open ere Learoyd attempted to turn 
round and continue the discussion. 

‘Be stillnow. ’*Twas my fault for beginnin’ things in 
the middle av an end, Jock. I should ha’ comminst wid 
an explanation; but Jock, dear, on your sowl are ye fit, 
think you, for the finest fight that iver was—betther 
than fightin’ me? Considher before ye answer.’ 

More than ever puzzled, Learoyd turned round two 
or three times, felt an arm, kicked tentatively, and an- 
swered, ‘Ah’m fit.” He was accustomed to fight blindly 
at the bidding of the superior mind. 

They sat them down, the men looking on from afar, 
and Mulvaney untangled himself in mighty words. 

‘Followin’ your fool’sscheme J wint out into the thrack- 
less desert beyond the barricks. An’ there I meta pious 
Hindu dhriving a bullock-kyart. Ituk ut for granted he 
wud be delighted for to convoy me a piece, an’ I jumped 
in—’ 

‘You long, lazy, black-’aired swine,’ drawled Ortheris, 
who would have done the same thing under similar cir- 
cumstances. 

‘*Twas the height av policy. That naygur-man dhruv 
miles an’ miles—as far as the new railway line they’re 
buildin’ now back av the Tavi river. ‘’Tis a kyart for 
dhirt only,’ says he now an’ again timoreously, to get 
me out av ut. “Dhirt I am,” sez I, “an’ the dhryest 
that you iver kyarted. Dhrive on, me son, an’ glory 
be wid you.” At that I wint to slape, an’ took no heed 
till he pulled up on the embankmint av the line where 
the coolies were pilin’ mud. There was a matther av 
two thousand coolies on that line—you remimber that. 
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Prisintly a bell rang, an’ they throops off to a big pay- 
shed. ‘‘Where’s the white man in charge?” sez I to my 
kyart-dhriver. “Inthe shed,” sez he, “engaged on a rif- 
fle.’—“A fwhat?” sez I. ‘“‘Riffle,” sez he. ““Youtake 
ticket. He take money. You get nothin’.’”>—‘‘ Oho!” 
sez I, “that’s fwhat the shuperior an’ cultivated man 
calls a raffle, me misbeguided child av darkness an’ sin. 
Lead on to that raffle, though fwhat the mischief ’tis doin’ 
so far away from uts home—which is the charity-bazaar 
at Christmas, an’ the Colonel’s wife grinnin’ behind the 
tea-table—is more than I know.” Wid that I wint to 
the shed an’ found ’twas pay-day among the coolies. 
Their wages was on a table forninst a big, fine, red buck 
av a man—sivun fut high, four fut wide, an’ three fut 
thick, wid a fist on him like a corn-sack. He was payin’ 
the coolies fair an’ easy, but he wud ask each man if he 
wud raffle that month, an’ each man sez, “‘Yes,”’ av 
course. ‘Thin he wud deduct from their wages accordin’. 
Whin all was paid, he filled an ould cigar-box full av gun 
wads an’ scatthered ut among the coolies. They did 
not take much joy av that performince, an’ small won- 
dher. A man close to me picks up a black gun-wad an’ 
sings out, “I have ut.’’—‘‘Good may ut do you,”’ sez I. 
The coolie wint forward to this big, fine, red man, who 
threw a cloth off av the most sumpshus, jooled, enam- 
elled an’ variously bedivilled sedan-chair I iver saw.’ 

‘Sedan-chair! Put your ’ead ina bag. That wasa 
palanquin. Don’t yer know a palanquin when you see 
it?’ said Ortheris with great scorn. 

‘I chuse to call ut sedan-chair, an’ chair ut shall be, 
little man,’ continued the Irishman. ‘’IT was a most 
amazin’ chair—all lined wid pink silk an’ fitted wid red 
silk curtains. ‘‘Here ut is,’ sez the red man. ‘Here 
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ut is,” sez the coolie, an’ he grinned weakly-ways. ‘‘Is 
ut any use to you?” sez the red man. ‘‘No,”’ sez the 
coolie; “I’d like to make a presint av ut to you.”—‘‘I 
am graciously pleased to accept that same,” sez the red 
man; an’ at that all the coolies cried aloud in fwhat was 
mint for cheerful notes, an’ wint back to their diggin’, 
lavin’ me alone in the shed. The red man saw me, an’ 
his face grew blue on his big, fat neck. ‘“‘Fwhat d’you 
want here?” sez he. ‘“‘Standin’-room an’ no more,” sez 
I, “‘onless it may be fwhat ye niver had, an’ that’s man- 
ners, ye rafflin’ ruffian,”’ for I was not goin’ to have the 
Service throd upon. ‘“‘Out of this,’ sez he. ‘I’m in 
charge av this section av construction.’’—‘“‘I’m in charge 
av mesilf,’’ sez I, “‘an’ it’s like I will stay a while. D’ye 
raffle much in these parts?’’—*‘Fwhat’s that to you?” 
sez he. ‘“‘Nothin’,’’ sez I, “but a great dale to you, for 
begad I’m thinkin’ you get the full half av your revenue 
from that sedan-chair. Is ut always raffled.so?”’ I sez, 
an’ wid that I wint to a coolie to ask questions. Bhoys, 
that man’s name is Dearsley, an’ he’s been rafflin’ that 
ould sedan-chair monthly this matther av nine months. 
Ivry coolie on the section takes a ticket—or he gives ’em 
the go—wanst a month on pay-day. Ivry coolie that 
wins ut gives ut back to him, for ’tis too big to carry 
away, an’ he’d sack the man that thried to sell ut. That 
Dearsley has been makin’ the rowlin’ wealth av Roshus 
by nefarious rafflin’. Think av the burnin’ shame to 
the sufferin’ coolie-man that the Army in Injia are bound 
to protect an’ nourish in their bosoms! Two thousand 
coolies defrauded wanst a month!’ 

‘Dom t’ coolies. Has’t gotten t’ cheer, man?’ said 
Learoyd. 

‘Hould on. Havin’ onearthed this amazin’ an’ stu- 
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penjus fraud committed by the man Dearsley, I hild 
a council av war; he thryin’ all the time to seJuce me 
into a fight wid opprobrious language. That sedan-chair 
niver belonged by right to any foreman av coolies. ’Tis 
a king’s chair or a quane’s. There’s gold on ut an’ silk 
an’ all manner av trapesemints. Bhoys, ’tis not for me 
to countenance any sort av wrong-doin’—me bein’ the 
ould man—but—anyway he has had ut nine months, 
an’ he dare not make throuble av ut was taken from him. 
Five miles away, or ut may be six—’ 

There was a long pause, and the jackals howled mer- 
rily. Learoyd bared one arm, and contemplated it in the 
moonlight. Then he nodded partly to himself and partly 
to his friends. Ortheris wriggled with suppressed emo- 
tion. 

‘I thought ye wud see the reasonableness av ut,’ said 
Mulvaney. ‘I made bould to say as much to the man 
before. He was for a direct front attack—fut, horse, an’ 
guns—an’ all for nothin’, seein’ that I had no thransport 
to convey the machine away. “I will not argue wid 
you,” sez I, “this day, but subsequintly, Mister Dears- 
ley, me rafflin’ jool, we talk ut out lengthways. ’Tis 
no good policy to swindle the naygur av his hard-earned 
emolumints, an’ by presint informashin’ ’—’twas the 
kyart man that tould me—“ ye’ve been perpethrating 
that same for nine months. But I’ma just man,” sez I, 
““an’ overlookin’ the presumpshin that yondher settee 
wid the gilt top was not come by honust”’—at that he 
turned sky-green, so I knew things was more thrue than 
tellable—‘‘not come by honust, I’m willin’ to compound 
the felony for this month’s winnin’s.”’ ’ 

‘Ah! Ho!’ from Learoyd and Ortheris. 

‘That man Dearsley’s rushin’ on his fate,’ continued 
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Mulvaney, solemnly wagging his head. ‘All Hell had 
no name bad enough for me that tide. Faith, he called 
me arobber! Me! that was savin’ him from continuin’ 
in his evil ways widout a remonstrince—an’ to a man av 
conscience a remonstrince may change the chune av his 
life. “‘’Tis not for me to argue,”’ sez I, “‘fwhatever ye 
are, Mister Dearsley, but, by my hand, I’ll take away 
the temptation for you that lies in that sedan-chair.’”’— 
“You will have to fight me for ut,” sez he, “for well I 
know you will never dare make report to any one.’’— 
Fight I will,” sez I, “but not this day, for I’m rejuced 
for want av nourishmint.’’—“‘ Ye’re an ould bould hand,” 
sez he, sizin’ me up an’ down; “‘an’ a jool av a fight we 
will have. Eat now an’ dhrink, an’ go your way.” With 
that he gave me some hump an’ whisky—good whisky 
—an’ we talked av this an’ that the while. “It goes 
hard on me now,” sez I, wipin’ my mouth, “‘to confish- 
cate that piece av furniture, but justice is justice.’”’— 
*Ye’venot gotut yet,’’ sez he; “‘there’s the fight between.”’ 
—‘‘There is,” sez I, ‘“‘an’ a good fight. Ye shall have 
the pick av the best quality in my rigimint for the dinner 
you have given this day.”” Thin I came hot-foot to you 
two. Hould your tongue, the both. ’Tisthisway: To- 
morrow we three will go there an’ he shall have his pick 
betune me an’ Jock. Jock’s a deceivin’ fighter, for he 
is all fat to the eye, an’ he moves slow. Now I’m all 
beef to the look, an’ I move quick. By my reckonin’ 
the Dearsley man won’t take me; so me an’ Orth’ris’ll 
see fair play. Jock, I tell you, ’twill be big fightin’— 
whipped, wid the cream above the jam. Afther the 
business twill take a good three av us—Jock’ll be very 
hurt—to haul away that sedan-chair.’ 
‘Palanquin.’ This from Ortheris. 
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‘Fwhatever ut is, we must have ut. ’Tis the only 
sellin’ piece av property widin reach that we can get so 
cheap. An’ fwhat’s a fight afther all? He has robbed 
the naygur-man dishonust. We rob him honust for the 
sake av the whisky he gave me.’ 

‘But wot’ll we do with the bloomin’ article when we’ve 
got it? Them palanquins are as big as ’ouses, an’ un- 
common ’ard to sell, as McCleary said when ye stole the 
sentry-box from the Curragh.’ 

‘Who’s goin’ to do t’ fightin’?’ said Learoyd, and Or- 
theris subsided. The three returned to barracks without 
aword. Mulvaney’s last argument clinched the matter. 
This palanquin was property, vendible and to be attained 
in the simplest and least embarrassing fashion. It would 
eventually become beer. Great was Mulvaney. 

Next afternoon a procession of three formed itself and 
disappeared into the scrub in the direction of the new 
railway line. Learoyd alone was without care, for Mul- 
vaney dived darkly into the future, and little Ortheris 
feared the unknown. What befell at that interview in 
the lonely pay-shed by the side of the half-built embank- 
ment only a few hundred coolies know, and their tale is 
a confusing one, running thus— 

“We were at work. Three men in red coats came. 
They saw the Sahib—Dearsley Sahib. They made ora- 
tion; and noticeably the small man among the red-coats. 
Dearsley Sahib also made oration, and used many very 
strong words. Upon this talk they departed together to 
an open space, and there the fat man in the red coat 
fought with Dearsley Sahib after the custom of white 
men—with his hands, making no noise, and never at all 
pulling Dearsley Sahib’s hair. Such of us as were not 
afraid beheld these things for just so long a time as a 

14 


THE INCARNATION OF KRISHNA MULVANEY 


man needs to cook the mid-day meal. The small man 
in the red coat had possessed himself of Dearsley Sahib’s 
watch. No, he did not steal that watch. He held it in 
his hand, and at certain seasons made outcry, and the 
twain ceased their combat, which was like the combat of 
young bulls in spring. Both men were soon all red, but 
Dearsley Sahib was much more red than the other. See- 
ing this, and fearing for his life—because we greatly 
loved him—some fifty of us made shift to rush upon the 
red-coats. But a certain man—very black as to the 
hair, and in no way to be confused with the small man, 
or the fat man who fought—that man, we affirm, ran 
upon us, and of us he embraced some ten or fifty in both 
arms, and beat our heads together, so that our livers 
turned to water, and we ran away. It is not good to in- 
terfere in the fightings of white men. After that Dears- 
ley Sahib fell and did not rise, these men Jumped upon 
his stomach and despoiled him of all his money, and at- 
tempted to fire the pay-shed, and departed. Is it true 
that Dearsley Sahib makes no complaint of these latter 
things having been done? We were senseless with fear 
and do not at all remember. There was no palanquin 
near the pay-shed. What do we knowabout palanquins? 
Is it true that Dearsley Sahib does not return to this 
place, on account of his sickness, for ten days? ‘This is 
the fault of those bad men in the red coats, who should 
be severely punished; for Dearsley Sahib is both our 
father and mother, and we love him much. Yet, if 
Dearsley Sahib does not return to this place at all, we 
will speak the truth. There was a palanquin, for the 
upkeep of which we were forced to pay nine-tenths of 
our monthly wage. On such mulctings Dearsley Sahib 
allowed us to make obeisance to him before the palan- 
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quin. What could we do? We were poor men. He 
took a full half of our wages. Will the Government re- 
pay us those moneys? ‘Those three men in red coats 
bore the palanquin upon their shoulders and departed. 
All the money that Dearsley Sahib had taken from 
us was in the cushions of that palanquin. Therefore 
they stole it. Thousands of rupees were there—all our 
money. It was our bank-box, to fill which we cheer- 
fully contributed to Dearsley Sahib three-sevenths of our 
monthly wage. Why does the white man look upon us 
with the eye of disfavour? Before God, there was a pal- 
anquin, and now there is no palanquin; and if they send 
the police here to make inquisition, we can only say that 
there never has been any palanquin. Why shoulda pal- 
anquin be near these works? We are poor men, and we 
know nothing.’ 

Such is the simplest version of the simplest story con- 
nected with the descent upon Dearsley. From the lips 
of the coolies I received it. Dearsley himself was in no 
condition to say anything, and Mulvaney preserved a 
massive silence, broken only by the occasional licking of 
the ips. He had seen a fight so gorgeous that even his 
power of speech was taken from him. I respected that 
reserve until, three days after the affair, I discovered in 
a disused stable in my quarters a palanquin of unchas- 
tened splendour—evidently in past days the litter of a 
queen. The pole whereby it swung between the shoul- 
ders of the bearers was rich with the painted papier- 
mache of Cashmere. ‘The shoulder-pads were of yellow 
silk. The panels of the litter itself were ablaze with 
the loves of all the gods and goddesses of the Hindu Pan- 
theon—lacquer on cedar. The cedar sliding doors were 
fitted with hasps of translucent Jaipur enamel and ran 
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in grooves shod with silver. The cushions were of bro- 
caded Delhi silk, and the curtains which once hid any 
glimpse of the beauty of the king’s palace were stiff with 
gold. Closer investigation showed that the entire fabric 
was everywhere rubbed and discoloured by time and 
wear; but even thus it wassufficiently gorgeous to deserve 
housing on the threshold of a royal zenana. I found no 
fault with it, except that it wasin my stable. Then, try- 
ing to lift it by the silver-shod shoulder-pole, I laughed. 
The road from Dearsley’s pay-shed to the cantonment 
was a narrow and uneven one, and, traversed by three 
very inexperienced palanquin-bearers, one of whom was 
sorely battered about the head, must have been a path 
of torment. Still I did not quite recognise the right of 
the three musketeers to turn me into a fence for stolen 
property. 

‘T’m askin’ you to warehouse ut,’ said Mulvaney, when 
he was brought to consider the question. ‘There’s no 
steal to ut. Dearsley tould us we cud have ut if we 
fought. Jock fought—an’, oh, sorr, when the throuble 
was at uts finest an’ Jock was bleedin’ like a stuck pig, 
an’ little Orth’ris was shquealin’ on one leg chewin’ big 
bites out av Dearsley’s watch, I wud ha’ given my place 
at the fight to have had you see wan round. He tuk 
Jock, as I suspicioned he would, an’ Jock was deceptive. 
Nine roun’s they were even matched, an’ at the tenth 
—About that palanquin now? There’s not the least 
throuble in the world, or we wud not ha’ brought ut here. 
You will ondherstand that the Queen—God bless her!— 
does not reckon for a privit soldier to kape elephints an’ 
palanquins an’ sich in barricks. Afther we had dhragged 
ut down from Dearsley’s through that cruel scrub that 
near broke Orth’ris’s heart, we set ut in the ravine for a 
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night; an’a thief av a porcupine an’ a civet-cat ava jackal 
roosted in ut, as well we knew in the mornin’. I put ut 
to you, sorr, is an elegint palanquin, fit for the princess, 
the natural abidin’ place av all the vermin in canton- 
mints? We brought ut to you, afther dhark, and put 
ut in your shtable. Do not let your conscience prick. 
Think av the rejoicin’ men in the pay-shed yonder— 
lookin’ at Dearsley wid his head tied up in a towel—an’ 
well knowin’ that they can dhraw their pay ivry month 
widout stoppages for riffles. Indirectly, sorr, you have 
rescued from an onprincipled son av a night-hawk the 
peasanthry av a numerous village. An’ besides, will I 
let that sedan-chair rot on our hands? Not I. ’Tis 
not every day a piece av pure joolry comes into the mar- 
ket. There’s not a king widin these forty miles’—he 
waved his hand round the dusty horizon—‘not a king 
wud not be glad to buy ut. Some day meself, whin I 
have leisure, I’ll take ut up along the road an’ dishpose 
av ut.’ 

‘How?’ said I, for I knew the man was capable of any- 
thing. 

“Get into ut, av coorse, and keep wan eye open through 
the curtains. Whin I see a likely man av the native 
persuasion, I will descind blushin’ from my canopy and 
say, ““Buy a palanquin, ye black scutt?” I will have to 
hire four men to carry me first, though; and that’s im- 
possible till next pay-day.’ 

Curiously enough, Learoyd, who had fought for the 
prize, and in the winning secured the highest pleasure 
life had to offer him, was altogether disposed to under- 
value it, while Ortheris openly said it would be better to 
break the thing up. Dearsley, he argued, might be a 
many-sided man, capable, despite his magnificent fight- 
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ing qualities, of setting in motion the machinery of the 
civil law—a thing much abhorred by the soldier. Under 
any circumstances their fun had come and passed; the 
next pay-day was close at hand, when there would be 
beer for all. Wherefore longer conserve the painted 
palanquin? 

“A first-class rifle-shot an’ a good little man av your 
inches you are,’ said Mulvaney. ‘But you niver had a 
head worth a soft-boiled egg. ’Tis me has to lie awake 
av nights schamin’ an’ plottin’ for the three av us. Or- 
th’ris, me son, ’tis no matther av a few gallons av beer— 
no, nor twenty gallons—but tubs an’ vats an’ firkins in 
that sedan-chair. Who ut was, an’ fwhat ut was, an’ how 
ut got there, we do not know; but I know in my bones that 
you an’ me an’ Jock wid his sprained thumb will get a 
fortune thereby. Lave me alone, an’ let me think.’ 

Meantime the palanquin stayed in my stall, the key 
of which was in Mulvaney’s hands. 

Pay-day came, and with it beer. It was not in ex- 
perience to hope that Mulvaney, dried by four weeks’ 
drought, would avoid excess. Next morning he and the 
palanquin had disappeared. He had taken the precau- 
tion of getting three days’ leave ‘to see a friend on the 
railway,’ and his Colonel, well knowing that the seasonal 
outburst was near, and hoping it would spend its force 
beyond the limits of his jurisdiction, cheerfully gave him 
all he demanded. At this point Mulvaney’s history, as 
recorded in the mess-room, stopped. 

Ortheris carried it not much further. ‘No, ’e wasn’t 
drunk,’ said the little man loyally, ‘the liquor was no 
more than feelin’ its way round inside of ’im; but ’e 
went an’ filled that ’ole bloomin’ palanquin with bottles 
‘fore ’e went off. ’E’s gone an’ ’ired six men to carry 
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im, an’ I ’ad to ’elp ’im into ’is nupshal couch, ’cause 
°e wouldn’t ’ear reason. ’E’s gone off in *is shirt an’ 
trousies, swearin’ tremenjus—gone down the road in 
the palanquin, wavin’ ’is legs out o’ windy.’ 

‘Yes,’ said I, ‘but where?’ 

‘Now you arx me a question. ’E said ’e was goin’ to 
sell that palanquin, but from observations what hap- 
pened when I was stuffin’ ’im through the door, I fancy 
’e’s gone to the new embankment to mock at Dearsley. 
’Soon as Jock’s off duty I’m goin’ there toseeif ’e’s safe 
—not Mulvaney, but t’other man. My saints, but I 
pity ’im as ’elps Terence out o’ the palanquin when ’e’s 
once fair drunk!’ 

‘He'll come back without harm,’ I said. 

‘’Corse ’e will. On’y question is, what’ll ’e be doin’ 
onthe road? Killing Dearsley, likeasnot. ’Eshouldn’t 
’a gone without Jock or me.’ 

Reinforced by Learoyd, Ortheris sought the foreman 
of the coolie-gang. Dearsley’s head was still embellished 
with towels. Mulvaney, drunk or sober, would have 
struck noman in that condition, and Dearsley indignantly 
denied that he would have taken advantage of the intox- 
icated brave. 

‘I had my pick o’ you two,’ he explained to Learoyd, 
‘and you got my palanquin—not before I’d made my 
profit on it. Whyd I do harm when everything’s set- 
tled? Your man did come here—drunk as Davy’s sow 
on a frosty night—came a-purpose to mock me—stuck 
his head out of the door an’ called mea crucified hodman. 
I made him drunker, an’ sent him along. But I never 
touched him.’ 

To these things Learoyd, slow to perceive the evi- 
dences of sincerity, answered only, ‘If owt comes to Mul- 
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vaaney ’long o’ you, I'll gripple you, clouts or no clouts 
on your ugly head, an’ I’ll draw t’ throat twistyways, 
man. See there now.’ 

The embassy removed itself, and Dearsley, the bat- 
tered, laughed alone over his supper that evening. 

Three days passed—a fourth and a fifth. The week 
drew to a close and Mulvaney did not return. He, his 
royal palanquin, and his six attendants, had vanished 
into air. A very large and very tipsy soldier, his feet 
sticking out of the litter of a reigning princess, is not a 
thing to travel along the ways without comment. Yet 
no man of all the country round had seen any such won- 
der. He was, and he was not; and Learoyd suggested 
the immediate smashment of Dearsley as a sacrifice to 
his ghost. Ortheris insisted that all was well, and in the 
light of past experience his hopes seemed reasonable. 

“When Mulvaney goes up the road,’ said he, ‘’e’s like 
to go a very long ways up, specially when ’e’s so blue- 
drunk as ’e is now. But what gits me is ’is not bein’ 
*eard of pullin’ wool off the niggers somewheres about. 
That don’t look good. The drink must ha’ died out in 
"im by this, unless ’e’s broke a bank, an’ then—Why 
don’t ’e come back? ’E didn’t ought to ha’ gone off 
without us.’ 

Even Ortheris’s heart sank at the end of the seventh 
day, for half the regiment were out scouring the country- 
side, and Learoyd had been forced to fight two men who 
hinted openly that Mulvaney had deserted. Todo him 
justice, the Colonel laughed at the notion, even when it 
was put forward by his much-trusted adjutant. 

‘Mulvaney would as soon think of deserting as you 
would,’ said he. ‘No; he’s either fallen into a mischief 
among the villagers—and yet that isn’t likely, for he’d 
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blarney himself out of the Pit; or else he is engaged on 
urgent private affairs—some stupendous devilment that 
we shall hear of at mess after it has been the round of the 
barrack-rooms. ‘The worst of it is that I shall have to 
give him twenty-eight days’ confinement at least for be- 
ing absent without leave, just when I most want him to 
lick the new batch of recruits into shape. I never knew 
aman who could put a polish on young soldiers as quickly 
as Mulvaney can. How does he do it?’ 

‘With blarney and the buckle-end of a belt, sir,’ said 
the adjutant. ‘He is worth a couple of non-commis- 
sioned officers when we are dealing with an Irish draft, 
and the London lads seem to adore him. The worst of 
it is that if he goes to the cells the other two are neither 
to hold nor to bind till he comes out again. I believe 
Ortheris preaches mutiny on those occasions, and I know 
that the mere presence of Learoyd mourning for Mul- 
vaney kills all the cheerfulness of his room. The ser- 
seants tell me that he allows no man to laugh when he 
feels unhappy. ‘They are a queer gang.’ 

‘For all that, I wish we had a few more of them. I 
like a well-conducted regiment, but these pasty-faced, 
shifty-eyed, mealy-mouthed young slouchers from the 
depot worry me sometimes with their offensive virtue. 
They don’t seem to have backbone enough to do any- 
thing but play cards and prowl round the married quar- 
ters. I believe I’d forgive that old villain on the spot if 
he turned up with any sort of explanation that I could in 
decency accept.’ 

‘Not likely to be much difficulty about that, sir,’ said 
the adjutant. ‘Mulvaney’s explanations are only one 
degree less wonderful than his performances. They say 
that when he was in the Black Tyrone, before he came 
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to us, he was discovered on the banks of the Liffey try- 
ing to sell his Colonel’s charger to a Donegal dealer as a 
perfect lady’s hack. Shackbolt commanded the Tyrone 
then.’ 

‘Shackbolt must have had apoplexy at the thought of 
his ramping war-horses answering to that description. 
He used to buy unbacked devils, and tame them on some 
pet theory of starvation. What did Mulvaney say?’ 

“That he was a member of the Society for the Preven- 
tion of Cruelty to Animals, anxious to “‘sell the poor 
baste where he would get something to fill out his dim- 
ples.” Shackbolt laughed, but I fancy that was why 
Mulvaney exchanged to ours.’ 

‘I wish he were back,’ said the Colonel; ‘for I like him 
and believe he likes me.’ 

That evening, to cheer our souls, Learoyd, Ortheris, 
and I went into the waste to smoke out a porcupine. 
All the dogs attended, but even their clamour—and they 
began to discuss the shortcomings of porcupines before 
they left cantonments—could not take us out of our- 
selves. A large, low moon turned the tops of the plume- 
grass to silver, and the stunted camel-thorn bushes and 
sour tamarisks into the likenesses of trooping devils. 
The smell of the sun had not left the earth, and little 
aimless winds blowing across the rose-gardens to the 
southward brought the scent of dried roses and water. 
Our fire once started, and the dogs craftily disposed to 
wait the dash of the porcupine, we climbed to the top of 
a rain-scarred hillock of earth, and looked across the 
scrub seamed with cattle paths, white with the long grass, 
and dotted with spots of level pond-bottom, where the 
snipe would gather in winter. 

‘This,’ said Ortheris, with a sigh, as he took in the un- 
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kempt desolation of it all, ‘this is sanguinary. This is 
unusually sanguinary. Sort o’ mad country. Like a 
grate when the fire’s put out by the sun.’ He shaded his 
eyes against the moonlight. ‘An’ there’s a loony danc- 
in’ in the middle of it all. Quite right. Id dance too if 
I wasn’t so downheart.’ 

There pranced a Portent in the face of the moon—a 
huge and ragged spirit of the waste, that flapped its wings 
from afar. It had risen out of the earth; it was coming 
towards us, and its outline was never twice the same. 
The toga, table-cloth, or dressing-gown, whatever the 
creature wore, took a hundred shapes. Once it stopped 
on a neighbouring mound and flung all its legs and arms 
to the winds. 

“My, but that scarecrow ’as got ’em bad!’ said Or- 
theris. ‘Seems like if ’e comes any furder we’ll ’ave to 
argify with ’im.’ 

Learoyd raised himself from the dirt as a bull clears his 
flanks of the wallow. And asa bull bellows, so he, after 
a short minute at gaze, gave tongue to the stars. 

“Mulvaaney! Mulvaaney! A-hoo!’ 

Oh then it was that we yelled, and the figure dipped 
into the hollow, till, with a crash of rending grass, the 
lost one strode up to the light of the fire, and disappeared 
to the waist in a wave of joyous dogs! Then Learoyd 
and Ortheris gave greeting, bass and falsetto together, 
both swallowing a lump in the throat. 

“You damned fool!’ said they, and severally pounded 
him with their fists. 

‘Go easy!’ he answered, wrapping a huge arm round 
each. ‘I would have you to know that I ama god, to be 
treated as such—tho’, by my faith, I fancy I’ve got to go 
to the guard-room just like a privit soldier.’ 
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The latter part of the sentence destroyed the suspi- 
cions raised by the former. Any one would have been 
justified in regarding Mulvaney as mad. He was hat- 
less and shoeless, and his shirt and trousers were drop- 
ping off him. But he wore one wondrous garment—a 
gigantic cloak that fell from collar-bone to heel—of pale 
pink silk, wrought all over in cunningest needlework of 
hands long since dead, with the loves of the Hindu gods. 
The monstrous figures leaped in and out of the light of 
the fire as he settled the folds round him. 

Ortheris handled the stuff respectfully for a moment 
while I was trying to remember where I had seen it be- 
fore. Then he screamed, ‘What ’ave you done with the 
palanquin? You’re wearin’ the linin’.’ 

‘I am,’ said the Irishman, ‘an’ by the same token the 
*broidery is scrapin’ my hide off. I’ve lived in this sum- 
shus counterpane forfourdays. Meson, I begin to ond- 
herstand why the naygur is no use. Widout me boots, an’ 
me trousies like an openwork stocking on a gyurl’s leg ata 
dance, I begin to feel like a naygur-man—all fearful an’ 
timoreous. Give mea pipe an’ I'll tell on.’ 

He lit a pipe, resumed his grip of his two friends, and 
rocked to and fro in a gale of laughter. 

‘Mulvaney,’ said Ortheris sternly, ‘’tain’t no time for 
laughin’. You’ve given Jock an’ me more trouble than 
you're worth. You ’ave been absent without leave an’ 
you'll go into cells for that; an’ you ’ave come back dis- 
gustin’ly dressed an’ most improper in the linin’ o’ that 
bloomin’ palanquin. Instid of which you laugh. An’ 
we thought you was dead all the time.’ 

‘Bhoys,’ said the culprit, still shaking gently, ‘whin 
I’ve done my tale you may cry if you like, an’ little Or- 
th’ris here can thrample my inside out. Ha’ done an’ 
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listen. My performinces have been stupenjus: my luck 
has been the blessed luck av the British Army—an’ 
there’s no betther than that. I went out dhrunk an’ 
dhrinkin’ in the palanquin, and I have come back a pink 
god. Did any of you go to Dearsley afther my time was 
up? He was at the bottom of ut all.’ 

‘Ah said so,” murmured Learoyd. ‘To-morrow ah’ll 
smash t’ face in upon his heead.’ 

“Ye will not. Dearsley’s a jool av a man. Afther 
Ortheris had put me into the palanquin an’ the six bearer- 
men were gruntin’ down the road, I tuk thought to 
mock Dearsley for that fight. So I tould thim, “‘Go to 
the embankmint,”’ and there, bein’ most amazin’ full, I 
shtuck my head out av the concern an’ passed compli- 
ments wid Dearsley. I must ha’ miscalled him outra- 
geous, for whin I am that way the power av the tongue 
comes on me. I can bare remimber tellin’ him that his 
mouth opened endways like the mouth av a skate, which 
was thrue afther Learoyd had handled ut; an’ I clear re- 
mimber his takin’ no manner nor matter av offence, but 
givin’ me a big dhrink of beer. *~Iwas the beer did the 
thrick, for I crawled back into the palanquin, steppin’ 
on me right ear wid me left foot, an’ thin I slept like the 
dead. Wanst I half-roused, an’, begad, the noise in my 
head was tremenjus—roarin’ an’ rattlin’ an’ poundin’, 
such as was quite new to me.. “Mother av Mercy,” 
thinks I, ““‘fwhat a concertina I will have on my shoulders 
whin I wake!”’ An’ wid that I curls mysilf up to sleep 
before ut should get hould on me. Bhoys, that noise 
was not dhrink, twas the rattle av a thrain!’ 

There followed an impressive pause. 

“Yes, he had put me on a thrain—put me, palanquin 
an’ all, an’ six black assassins av his own coolies that 

26 


THE INCARNATION OF KRISHNA MULVANEY 


was in his nefarious confidence, on the flat av a ballast- 
thruck, and we were rowlin’ an bowlin’ along to Benares. 
Glory be that I did not wake up thin an’ introjuce my- 
silf to the coolies. As I was sayin’, I slept for the bet- 
ther part ava day an’ anight. But remimber you, that 
that man Dearsley had packed me off on wan av his ma- 
terial-thrains to Benares, all for to make me overstay my 
leave an’ get me into the cells.’ 

The explanation was an eminently rational one. Be- 
nares lay at least ten hours by rail from the cantonments, 
and nothing in the world could have saved Mulvaney 
from arrest as a deserter had he appeared there in the 
apparel of hisorgies. Dearsley had not forgotten to take 
revenge. Learoyd, drawing back a little, began to place 
soft blows over selected portions of Mulvaney’s body. 
His thoughts were away on the embankment, and they 
meditated evil for Dearsley. Mulvaney continued— 

‘Whin I was full awake the palanquin was set down in 
a street, I suspicioned, for I cud hear people passin’ an’ 
talkin’. But I knew well I was far from home. There 
is a queer smell upon our cantonments—a smell av dried 
2arth and brick-kilns wid whiffs av cavalry stable-litter. 
This place smelt marigold flowers an’ bad water, an’ 
wanst somethin’ alive came an’ blew heavy with his 
muzzle at the chink av the shutter. “It’s in a village I 
um,”’ thinks I to mysilf, ‘‘an’ the parochial buffalo is in- 
vestigatin’ the palanquin.”’ But anyways I had no de- 
sire tomove. Only lie still whin you’re in foreign parts 
un’ the standin’ luck av the British Army will carry ye 
hhrough. Thatisanepigram. I made ut. 

‘Thin a lot av whishperin’ divils surrounded the palan- 
juin. “Take ut up,” sez wan man. ‘But who'll pay us?” 
ez another. ‘‘The Maharanee’s minister, av coorse,” 
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sez the man. ‘‘Oho!’’ sez I to mysilf, “I’m a quane 
in me own right, wid a minister to pay me expenses. 
I'll be an emperor if I lie still long enough; but ’tis 
no village I’ve found here.” I lay quiet, but I gummed 
me right eye to a crack av the shutters, an I saw that the 
whole street was crammed wid palanquins an’ horses, an’ 
a sprinklin’ av naked priests all yellow powder an’ tigers’ 
tails. But I may tell you, Orth’ris, an’ you, Learoyd, 
that av all the palanquins ours was the most imperial an’ 
magnificent. Now a palanquin means a native lady all 
the world over, except whin a soldier av the Quane hap- 
pens to be takin’ a ride. ‘‘Women an’ priests!” sez I. 
‘*Your father’s son is in the right pew this time, Terence. 
There will be proceedin’s.”’ Six black divils in pink 
muslin tuk up the palanquin, an’ oh! but the rowlin’ an’ 
the rockin’ made me sick. Thin we got fair jammed 
among the palanquins—not more than fifty av them— 
an’ we grated an’ bumped like Queenstown potato- 
smacks in arunnin’ tide. I cud hear the women gigglin’ 
and squirkin’ in their palanquins, but mine was the royal 
equipage. They made way for ut, an’, begad, the pink 
muslin men o’ mine were howlin’, ‘Room for the Ma- 
haranee av Gokral-Seetarun.”’ Do you know aught av 
the lady, sorr?’ 

‘Yes,’ said I. ‘She is a very estimable old queen of 
the Central Indian States, and they say she is fat. How 
on earth could she go to Benares without all the city 
knowing her palanquin?’ 

‘’Twas the eternal foolishness av the naygur-man. 
They saw the palanquin lying loneful an’ forlornsome, 
an’ the beauty av ut, after Dearsley’s men had dhropped 
ut and gone away, an’ they gave ut the best name that 
occurred to thim. Quiterighttoo. For aught we know 
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the ould lady was thravellin’ incog—like me. I’m glad 
to hear she’s fat. I was no light weight mysilf, an’ my 
men were mortial anxious to dhrop me under a great big 
archway promiscuously ornamented wid the most im- 
proper carvin’s an’ cuttin’s I iver saw. Begad! they 
made me blush—like a—like a Maharanee.’ 

‘The temple of Prithi-Devi,’ I murmured, remember- 
ing the monstrous horrors of that sculptured archway at 
Benares. 

‘Pretty Devilskins, savin’ your presence, sorr! There 
was nothin’ pretty about ut, except me. ’*Twas all half 
dhark, an’ whin the coolies left they shut a big black gate 
behind av us, an’ half a company av fat yellow priests 
began pully-haulin’ the palanquins into a dharker place 
yet—a big stone hall full av pillars, an’ gods, an’ incense, 
an’ all manner av similar thruck. The gate disconcerted 
me, for I perceived I wud have to go forward to get 
out, my retreat bein’ cut off. By the same token a 
good priest makes a bad palanquin-coolie. Begad! they 
nearly turned me inside out draggin’ the palanquin to the 
temple. Now the disposishin av the forces inside was 
this way: The Maharanee av Gokral-Seetarun—that 
was me—lay by the favour av Providence on the far left 
flank behind the dhark av a pillar carved with elephints’ 
heads. The remainder av the palanquins was in a big 
half circle facing in to the biggest, fattest, an’ most amaz- 
in’ she-god that iver I dreamed av. Her head ran up 
into the black above us, an’ her feet stuck out in the 
light av a little fire av melted butter that a priest was 
feedin’ out av a butter-dish. Thin a man began to sing 
an’ play on somethin’ back in the dhark, an’ ’twas a 
queer song. Ut made my hair lift on the back av my 
neck. Thin the doors av all the palanquins slid back, 
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an’ the women bundled out. I saw what I'll niver see 
again. °*Iwas more glorious than thransformations at 
a pantomime, for they was in pink an’ blue an’ silver an’ 
red an’ grass green, wid di’monds an’ imralds an’ great 
red rubies all over thim. But that was the least part av 
the glory. O bhoys, they were more lovely than the 
like av any loveliness in hiven; ay, their little bare feet 
were better than the white hands av a lord’s lady, an’ 
their mouths were like puckered roses, an’ their eyes were 
bigger an’ dharker than the eyes av any livin’ women 
I’ve seen. Ye may laugh, but I’m speakin’ truth. I 
niver saw the like, an’ niver I will again.’ 

‘Seeing that in all probability you were watching the 
wives and daughters of most of the kings of India, the 
chances are that you won’t,’ I said, for it was dawning 
on me that Mulvaney had stumbled upon a big Queen’s 
Praying at Benares. 

‘IT niver will,’ he said mournfully. ‘That sight doesn’t 
come twist toany man. It made me ashamed to watch. 
A fat priest knocked at my door. I didn’t think he’d 
have the insolince to disturb the Maharanee av Gokral- 
Seetarun, so I lay still. ‘“‘The old cow’s asleep,” sez he to 
another. ‘‘Let her be,’ sezthat. ‘“ ’Twill be long before 
she hasa calf!’ I might ha’ known before he spoke that 
all a woman prays for in Injia—an’ for matter o’ that in 
England too—is childher. That made me more sorry I’d 
come, me bein’, as you well know, a childless man.’ 

He was silent for a moment, thinking of his little son, 
dead many years ago. 

“They prayed, an’ the butter-fires blazed up, an’ the 
incense turned everything blue, an’ between that an’ 
the fires the women looked as tho’ they were all ablaze 
an’ twinklin’. They took hould av the she-god’s knees, 
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they cried out an’ they threw themselves about, an’ that 
world-without-end-amen music was dhrivin’ thim mad. 
Mother av Hiven! How they cried, an’ the ould she- 
god grinnin’ above thim allso scornful! The dhrink was 
dyin’ out in me fast, an’ I was thinkin’ harder than the 
thoughts wud go through my head—thinkin’ how to get 
out, an’ all manner of nonsense as well. The women 
were rockin’ in rows, their di’mond belts clickin’, an’ the 
tears runnin’ out betune their hands, an’ the lights were 
goin’ lower an’ dharker. Thin there was a blaze like 
lightnin’ from the roof, an’ that showed me the inside av 
the palanquin, an’ at the end where my foot was, stood 
the livin’ spit an’ image o’ mysilf worked on the linin’. 
This man here, ut was.’ 

He hunted in the folds of his pink cloak, ran a hand 
under one, and thrust into the firelight a foot-long em- 
broidered presentment of the great god Krishna, playing 
on a flute. The heavy jowl, the staring eye, and the 
blue-black moustache of the god made up a far-off re- 
semblance to Mulvaney. 

‘The blaze was gone in a wink, but the whole schame 
came to me thin. I believe I was mad too. I slid the 
off-shutter open an’ rowled out into the dhark behind 
the elephint-head pillar, tucked up my trousies to my 
knees, slipped off my boots an’ tuk a general hould av 
all the pink linin’ av the palanquin. Glory be, ut ripped 
out like a woman’s dhress when you tread on ut at a ser- 
geant’s ball, an’ a bottle came with ut. I tuk the bottle 
an’ the next minut I was out av the dhark av the pillar, 
the pink linin’ wrapped round me most graceful, the 
music thunderin’ like kettledrums, an’ a cowld draft 
blowin’ round me bare legs. By this hand that did ut, 
I was Krishna tootlin’ on the flute—the god that the 
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rig’mental chaplain talks about! A sweet sight I might 
ha’ looked. I knew my eyes were big, and my face was 
wax-white, an’ at the worst I must ha’ looked like a ghost. 
But they took me for the livin’ god. The music stopped 
and the women were dead dumb, an’ I crooked my legs 
like a shepherd on a china basin, an’ I did the ghost- 
waggle with my feet as I had done ut at the ng’mental 
theatre many times, an’ I slid acrost the width av that 
temple in front av the she-god tootlin’ on the beer bottle.’ 
‘Wot did you toot?’ demanded Ortheris the practical. 
‘Me? Oh!’ Mulvaney sprang up, suiting the action 
to the word, and sliding gravely in front of us, a dilapi- 
dated but imposing deity in the half hight. ‘I sang— 


‘Only say 

You'll be Mrs. Brallaghan. 
Don’t say nay, 

Charmin’ Judy Callaghan. 


I didn’t know me own voice whenI sang. An’ oh! ’twas 
pitiful to see the women. The darlin’s were down on 
their faces. Whin I passed the last wan I cud see her 
poor little fingers workin’ one in another as if she wanted 
to touch my feet. So I dhrew the tail av this pink over- 
coat over her head for the greater honour, an’ I slid into 
the dhark on the other side av the temple, and fetched 
up in the arms av a big fat priest. All I wanted was 
to get away clear. So I tuk him by his greasy throat 
an’ shut the speech out av him. “Out!” sez I. ‘‘ Which 
way, ye fat heathen?”—‘“‘Oh!” sez he. ‘‘Man,” sez I. 
*“White man, soldierman, common soldierman. Where 
in the name av confusion is the back door?” The wo- 
men in the temple were still on their faces, an’ a young 
priest was holdin’ out his arms above their heads. 
on 
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“This way,” sez my fat friend, duckin’ behind a big 
bull-god an’ divin’ into a passage. Thin I remimbered 
that I must ha’ made the miraculous reputation av that 
temple for the next fifty years. ‘‘Notso fast,” I sez, an’ 
I held out both my hands wid a wink. That ould thief 
smiled like a father. I tuk him by the back av the neck 
in case he should be wishful to put a knife into me unbe- 
knownst, an’ I ran him up an’ down the passage twice to 
collect his sensibilities! ‘Be quiet,’ sez he, in English. 
*““Now you talk sense,” Isez. “‘Fwhat’ll you give me for 
the use av that most iligant palanquin I have no time to 
take away?’’—‘“Don’t tell,’ sez he. “Is ut like?” sez I. 
‘But ye might give me myrailwayfare. I’m far from my 
home an’ I’ve done you a service.”” Bhoys, ’tis a good 
thing to bea priest. The ould man niver throubled him- 
self to dhrawfromabank. As I will prove to you subse- 
quint, he philandered all round the slack av his clothes 
an’ began dribblin’ ten-rupee notes, ould gold mohurs, 
and rupees into my hand till I could hould no more.’ 

‘You lie!’ said Ortheris. |‘ You’re mad or sunstrook. 
A native don’t give coin unless you cut it out o’ ’im. 
fain. t nature.’ 

‘Then my lie an’ my sunstroke is concealed under that 
lump av sod yonder,’ retorted Mulvaney unruffled, nod- 
ding across the scrub. ‘An’ there’s a dale more in na- 
ture than your squidgy little legs have iver taken you to, 
Orth’ris, meson. Four hundred an’ thirty-four rupees by 
my reckonin’, an’ a big fat gold necklace that I took from 
him as aremimbrancer, was our share in that business.’ 

‘An’ ’e give it you for love?’ said Ortheris. 

‘We were alone in that passage. Maybe I was a trifle 
too pressin’, but considher fwhat I had done for the good 
av the temple and the iverlastin’ joy av those women. 
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’Twas cheap at the price. I wud ha’ taken more if I cud 
ha’ found ut. I turned the ould man upside down at the 
last, but he was milked dhry. Thin he opened a door in 
another passage an’ I found mysilf up to my knees in 
Benares river-water, an’ bad smellin’ ut is. More by 
token I had come out on the river-line close to the burn- 
in’ ghat and contagious to a cracklin’ corpse. This was 
in the heart av the night, for I had been four hours in the 
temple. There was a crowd av boats tied up, so I tuk 
wan an’ wint acrost the river. Thin I came home acrost 
country, lyin’ up by day.’ 

‘How on earth did you manage?’ I said. 

‘How did Sir Frederick Roberts get from Kabul to 
Kandahar? He marched an’ he niver tould how near he 
was to breakin’ down. That’s why he is fwhat he is. 
An’ now—’ Mulvaney yawned portentously. ‘Now I 
will go an’ give myself up for absince widout leave. It’s 
eight-an’-twenty days an’ the rough end av the Colonel’s 
tongue in orderly room, anyway you look at ut. But 
’tis cheap at the price.’ 

‘Mulvaney,’ said I softly. ‘If there happens to be 
any sort of excuse that the Colonel can in any way ac- 
cept, I have a notion that you'll get nothing more than 
the dressing-down. ‘The new recruits are in, and—’ 

‘Not wan word more, sorr. Is ut excuses the old man 
wants? ’Tis not my way, but he shall have thim. I'll 
tell him I was engaged in financial operations connected 
wid a church,’ and he flapped his way to cantonments 
and the cells, singing lustily— 


‘So they sent a corp’ril’s file, 

And they put me in the gyard-room 

For conduck unbecomin’ of a soldier.’ 
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And when he was lost in the mist of the moonlight we 
could hear the refrain— 


‘Bang upon the big drum, bash upon the cymbals, 
As we go marchin’ along, boys, oh! 

For although in this campaign 

There’s no whisky nor champagne, 

We'll keep our spirits goin’ with a song, boys!’ 


Therewith he surrendered himself to the joyful and 
almost weeping guard, and was made much of by his fel- 
lows. But to the Colonel he said that he had been smit- 
ten with sunstroke and had lain insensible on a villager’s 
cot for untold hours; and between laughter and goodwill 
the affair was smoothed over, so that he could, next day, 
teach the new recruits how to ‘Fear God, Honour the 
Queen, Shoot Straight, and Keep Clean.’ 
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What did the Colonel’s lady think? 
Nobody never knew. 
Somebody asked the Sergeant’s wife 
An’ she told ’em true. 
When you git to a man in the case 
They’re like a row 0’ pins, 
For the Colonel’s lady an’ Judy O’Grady 
Are sisters under their skins. 
‘Barrack Room Ballad.’ 


army engaged on one of the finest battles that 

ever camp of exercise beheld. ‘Thirty thousand 
troops had, by the wisdom of the Government of India, 
been turned loose over a few thousand square miles of 
country to practise in peace what they would never at- 
temptin war. Consequently cavalry charged unshaken 
infantry at the trot. Infantry captured artillery by 
frontal attacks delivered in line of quarter columns, and 
mounted infantry skirmished up to the wheels of an ar- 
moured train which carried nothing more deadly than a 
twenty-five-pounder Armstrong, two Nordenfeldts, and a 
few score volunteers all casee in three-eighths-inch-boiler- 
plate. Yet it was a very ifelike camp. Operations 
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did not cease at sundown; nobody knew the country 
and nobody spared man or horse. There was unending 
cavalry scouting and almost unending forced work over 
broken ground. The Army of the South had finally 
pierced the centre of the Army of the North, and was 
pouring through the gap hot-foot to capture a city of 
strategic importance. Its front extended fanwise, the 
sticks being represented by regiments strung out along 
the line of route backwards to the divisional transport 
columns and all the lumber that trails behind an army 
on the move. On its right the broken left of the Army 
of the North was flying in mass, chased by the Southern 
horse and hammered by the Southern guns till these had 
been pushed far beyond the limits of their last support. 
Then the flying sat down to rest, while the elated com- 
mandant of the pursuing force telegraphed that he held 
all in check and observation. 

Unluckily he did not observe that three miles to his 
right flank a flying column of Northern horse with a de- 
tachment of Ghoorkhas and British troops had been 
pushed round as fast as the failing light allowed, to cut 
across the entire rear of the Southern Army,—to break, 
as it were, all the ribs of the fan where they converged 
by striking at the transport, reserve ammunition, and 
artillery supplies. Their instructions were to go in, 
avoiding the few scouts who might not have been drawn 
off by the pursuit, and create sufficient excitement to 
impress the Southern Army with the wisdom of guard- 
ing their own flank and rear before they captured cities. 
It was a pretty manceuvre, neatly carried out. 

Speaking for the second division of the Southern Army, 
our first intimation of the attack was at twilight, when 
the artillery were labouring in deep sand, most of the 
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escort were trying to help them out, and the main body 
of the infantry had goneon. A Noah’s Ark of elephants, 
camels, and the mixed menagerie of an Indian transport- 
train bubbled and squealed behind the guns, when there 
appeared from nowhere in particular British infantry to 
the extent of three companies, who sprang to the heads 
of the gun-horses and brought all to a standstill amid 
oaths and cheers. 

‘How’s that, umpire?’ said the major commanding the 
attack, and with one voice the drivers and limber gun- 
ners answered ‘Hout!’ while the colonel of artillery sput- 
tered. 

‘All your scouts are charging our main body,’ said the 
major. ‘Your flanks are unprotected for two miles. I 
think we’ve broken the back of this division. And listen, 
—there go the Ghoorkhas!’ 

A weak fire broke from the rear-guard more than a 
mile away, and was answered by cheerful howlings. The 
Ghoorkhas, who should have swung clear of the second 
division, had stepped on its tail in the dark, but, draw- 
ing off, hastened to reach the next line of attack which 
lay almost parallel to us five or six miles away. 

Our column swayed and surged irresolutely,—three 
batteries, the divisional ammunition reserve, the baggage, 
and a section of the hospital and bearer corps. Com- 
mandant ruefully promised to report himself ‘cut up’ 
to the nearest umpire, and commending his cavalry and 
all other cavalry to the special care of Eblis, toiled on to 
resume touch with the rest of the division. 

“We'll bivouac here to-night,’ said the major. ‘I have 
a notion that the Ghoorkhas will get caught. They may 
want ustore-formon. Stand easy till the transport gets 
away. 
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A hand caught my beast’s bridle and led him out of 
the choking dust; a larger hand deftly canted me out of 
the saddle; and two of the hugest hands in the world re- 
ceived me sliding. Pleasant is the lot of the special cor- 
respondent who falls into such hands as those of Privates 
Mulvaney, Ortheris, and Learoyd. 

‘An’ that’s all right,’ said the Irishman calmly. ‘We 
thought we’d find you somewheres here by. Is there 
anything av yours in the transport? Orth’ris’ll fetch ut 
out.’ 

Ortheris did ‘fetch ut out,’ from under the trunk of an 
elephant, in the shape of a servant and an animal both 
Jaden with medical comforts. The little man’s eyes 
sparkled. 

“If the brutil an’ licentious soldiery av these parts get 
sight av the thruck,’ said Mulvaney, making practised 
investigation, ‘they’ll loot evrything. They’re bein’ 
fed on iron-filin’s an’ dog-biscuit these days, but glory’s 
no compensation for a belly-ache. Praise be, we’re here 
to protect you, sorr. Beer, sausage, bread (soft an’ 
that’s a cur’osity), soup in a tin, whisky by the smell av 
ut, an’ fowls! Mother av Moses, but ye take the field like 
aconfectioner! ’*Tis scand’lus.’ 

‘’Ere’s a orficer,’ said Ortheris significantly. ‘When 
the sergent’s done lushin’ the privit may clean the pot.’ 

I bundled several things into Mulvaney’s haversack 
before the major’s hand fell on my shoulder and he said 
tenderly, ‘Requisitioned for the Queen’s service. Wol- 
seley was quite wrong about special correspondents: 
they are the soldier’s best friends. Come and take pot- 
luck with us to-night.’ 

And so it happened amid laughter and shoutings that 
my well-considered commissariat melted away to re- 
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appear later at the mess-table, which was a waterproof 
sheet spread on the ground. The flying column had 
taken three days’ rations with it, and there be few things 
nastier than Government rations—especially when Gov- 
ernment is experimenting with German toys. Erbswurst, 
tinned beef of surpassing tinniness, compressed vege- 
tables, and meat-biscuits may be nourishing, but what 
Thomas Atkins needs is bulk in his inside. The major, 
assisted by his brother officers, purchased goats for 
the camp, and so made the experiment of no effect. 
Long before the fatigue-party sent to collect brushwood 
had returned, the men were settled down by their valises, 
kettles and pots had appeared from the surrounding 
country, and were dangling over fires as the kid and the 
compressed vegetable bubbled together; there rose a 
cheerful clinking of mess-tins; outrageous demands for 
‘a little more stuffin’ with that there liver-wing;’ ana 
gust on gust of chaff as pointed as a bayonet and as deli- 
cate as a gun-butt. 

‘The boys are in a good temper,’ said the major. 
“They'll be singing presently. Well, a night like this is 
enough to keep them happy.’ 

Over our heads burned the wonderful Indian stars, 
which are not all pricked in on one plane, but, preserv- 
ing an orderly perspective, draw the eye through the vel- 
vet darkness of the void up to the barred doors of heaven 
itself. The earth was a gray shadow more unreal than 
the sky. We could hear her breathing lightly in the 
pauses between the howling of the jackals, the move- 
ment of the wind in the tamarisks, and the fitful mutter 
of musketry-fire leagues away to the left. A native wo- 
man from some unseen hut began to sing, the mail-train 
thundered past on its way to Delhi, and a roosting cro 
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cawed drowsily. Then there was a belt-loosening silence 
about the fires, and the even breathing of the crowded 
earth took up the story. 

The men, full fed, turned to tobacco and song,—their 
officers with them. The subaltern is happy who can 
win the approval of the musical critics in his regiment, 
and is honoured among the more intricate step-dancers. 
By him, as by him who plays cricket cleverly, Thomas 
Atkins will stand in time of need, when he will let a bet- 
ter officer go on alone. The ruined tombs of forgotten 
Mussalman saints heard the ballad of ‘Agra Town,’ 
‘The Buffalo Battery,’ ‘Marching to Kabul,’ ‘The long, 
long Indian Day,’ ‘The Place where the Punkah-coolie 
died,’ and that crashing chorus which announces, 


‘“Youth’s daring spirit, manhood’s fire, 
Firm hand and eagle eye, 

Must he acquire, who would aspire 
To see the gray boar die.’ 


To-day, of all those jovial thieves who appropriated 
my commissariat and lay and laughed round that water- 
proof sheet, not one remains. They went to camps that 
were not of exercise and battles without umpires. Bur- 
mah, the Scudan, and the Frontier,—fever and fight,— 
took them in their time. 

I drifted across to the men’s fires in search of Mul- 
vaney, whom I found strategically greasing his feet by 
the blaze. There is nothing particularly lovely in the 
sight of a private thus engaged after a long day’s march, 
but when you reflect on the exact proportion of the 
‘might, majesty, dominion, and power’ of the British 
Empire which stands on those feet you take an interest 
in the proceedings. 
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‘There’s a blister, bad luck to ut, on the heel,’ said 
Mulvaney. ‘Ican’ttouchut. Prick ut out, little man.’ 

Ortheris took out his house-wife, eased the trouble 
with a needle, stabbed Mulvaney in the calf with the 
same weapon, and was swiftly kicked into the fire. 

‘I’ve bruk the best av my toes over you, ye grinnin’ 
child av disruption,’ said Mulvaney, sitting cross-legged 
and nursing his feet; then seeing me, ‘Oh, ut’s you, sorr! 
Be welkim, an’ take that maraudin’ scutt’s place. Jock, 
hold him down on the cindhers for a bit.’ 

But Ortheris escaped and went elsewhere, as I took 
possession of the hollow he had scraped for himself and 
lined with his greatcoat. Learoyd on the other side of 
the fire grinned affably and in a minute fell fast asleep. 

“There’s the height av politeness for you,’ said Mul- 
vaney, lighting his pipe with a flaming branch. ‘But 
Jock’s eaten half a box av your sardines at wan gulp, an’ 
I think the tin too. What’s the best wid you, sorr, an’ 
how did you happen to be on the losin’ side this day whin 
we captured you?’ 

‘The Army of the South is winning all along the line,’ 
I said. 

‘Then that line’s the hangman’s rope, savin’ your pres- 
ence. You'll learn to-morrow how we rethreated to dhraw 
thim on before we made thim trouble, an’ that’s what a 
woman does. By the same tokin, we’ll be attacked be- 
fore the dawnin’ an’ ut would be betther not to slip your 
boots. Howdol know that? By the light av pure rea- 
son. Here are three companies av us ever so far inside av 
the enemy’s flank an’a crowd av roarin’, tearin’, squealin’ 
cavalry gone on just to turn out the whole hornet’s nest 
av them. Av course the enemy will pursue, by brigades 
like as not, an’ thin we’ll have to run for ut. Mark my 
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words. Iam av the opinion av Polonius whin he said, 
“Don’t fight wid ivry scutt for the pure joy av fightin’, 
but if you do, knock the nose av him first an’ frequint.”’ 
We ought to ha’ gone on an’ helped the Ghoorkhas.’ 

‘But what do you know about Polonius?’ I demanded. 
This was a new side of Mulvaney’s character. 

“All that Shakespeare iver wrote an’ a dale more that 
the gallery shouted,’ said the man of war, carefully lac- 
ing his boots. ‘Did I not tell you av Silver’s theatre in 
Dublin whin I was younger than I am now an’ a patron 
av the drama? Ould Silver wud never pay actor-man 
or woman their just dues, an’ by consequince his com- 
p’nies was collapsible at the last minut. Thin the bhoys 
wud clamour to take a part, an’, oft as not, ould Silver 
made them pay for the fun. Faith, I’ve seen Hamlut 
played wid a new black eye an’ the queen as full as a cor- 
nucopia. I remimber wanst Hogin that ’listed in the 
Black Tyrone an’ was shot in South Africa, he sejuced 
ould Silver into givin’ him Hamlut’s part ‘instid av me 
that had a fine fancy for rhetoric in those days. Av 
course I wint into the gallery an’ began to fill the pit wid 
other people’s hats, an’ I passed the time av day to Hogin 
walkin’ through Denmark like a hamstrung mule wid a 
pall’on his back. “‘“Hamlut,” sez I, “there’s a hole in 
your heel. Pull up your shtockin’s, Hamlut,” sez I. 
‘“Hamlut, Hamlut, for the love av decincy dhrop that 
skull an’ pull up your shtockin’s.”” ‘The whole house be- 
gun to tell himthat. Hestopped his soliloquishms mid- 
between. ‘My shtockin’s may be comin’ down or they 
may not,” sez he, screwin’ his eye into the gallery, for 
well he knew who I was. “But afther this performince 
is over me an’ the Ghost’ll trample the tripes out av you, 
Terence, wid your ass’s bray!’’ An’ that’s how I come 
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to know about Hamlut. Eyah! Those days, those 
days! Did you iver have onendin’ devilmint an’ nothin’ 
to pay for it in your life, sorr?’ 

‘Never, without having to pay,’ I said. 

‘That’s thrue! ’°Tis mane whin you considher on ut; 
but ut’s the same wid horse or fut. A headache if you 
dhrink, an’ a belly-ache if you eat too much, an’ a heart- 
ache to kape all down. Faith, the beast only gets the 
colic, an’ he’s the lucky man.’ 

He dropped his head and stared into the fire, fingering 
his moustache the while. From the far side of the biv- 
ouac the voice of Corbet-Nolan, senior subaltern of B 
Company, uplifted itself in an ancient and much appre- 
ciated song of sentiment, the men moaning melodiously 
behind him. 


‘The north wind blew coldly, she drooped from that hour, 
My own little Kathleen, my sweet little Kathleen, 
Kathleen, my Kathleen, Kathleen O’ Moore!’ 


With forty-five O’s in the last word: even at that dis- 
tance you might have cut the soft South Irish accent 
with a shovel. 

‘For all we take we must pay, but the price is cruel 
high,’ murmured Mulvaney when the chorus had ceased. 

“What’s the trouble?’ I said gently, for I knew that he 
was a man of an inextinguishable sorrow. 

‘Hear now,’ said he. ‘Ye know what I am now. I 
know what I mint to be at the beginnin’ av my service. 
I’ve tould you time an’ again, an’ what I have not Dinah 
Shadd has. An’ what am I? Oh, Mary Mother av 
Hiven, an ould dhrunken, untrustable baste av a privit 
that has seen the reg’mint change out from colonel to 
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drummer-boy, not wanst or twice, but scores av times! 
Ay, scores! An’ me not so near gettin’ promotion as in 
the first! An’ me livin’ on an’ kapin’ clear av clink, not 
by my own good conduck, but the kindness av some or- 
fcer-bhoy young enough to be son to me? Do I not 
know ut? Can I not tell whin I’m passed over at p’rade 
tho’ I’m rockin’ full av liquor an’ ready to fall all in wan 
piece, such as even a suckin’ child might see, bekaze, 
“Oh, ’tis only ould Mulvaney!’’ An’ whin I’m let off 
in ord’ly room through some thrick of the tongue an’ a 
ready answer an’ the ould man’s mercy, is ut smilin’ I 
feel whin I fall away an’ go back to Dinah Shadd, thryin’ 
to carry ut all off as a joke? INot I! *Tis hell to me, 
dumb hell through ut all; an’ next time whin the fit comes 
I will be as bad again. Good cause the reg’mint has to 
know me for the best soldier in ut. Better cause have I 
to know mesilf for the worst man. I’m only fit to tache 
the new drafts what I’ll niver learn mesilf; an’ I am sure 
as tho’ I heard ut, that the minut wan av these pink- 
eyed recruities gets away from my “‘ Mind ye now,” an’ 
‘Listen to this, Jim, bhoy,’’—sure I am that the sergint 
houlds me up to him for a warnin’. So I tache, as they 
say at musketry-instruction, by direct and ricochet fire. 
Lord be good to me, for I have stud some throuble!’ 

‘Lie down and go to sleep,’ said I, not being able to 
comfort or advise. ‘You're the best man in the regi- 
ment, and, next to Ortheris, the biggest fool. Lie down 
and wait till we’re attacked. What force will they turn 
out? Guns, think you?’ 

‘Try that wid your lorrds an’ ladies, twistin’ an turn- 
in’ the talk, tho’ you mint ut well. Ye cud say nothin’ 
to help me, an’ yet ye niver knew what cause I had to be 


what I am.’ 
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‘Begin at the beginning and go on to the end,’ I said 
royally. ‘But rake up the fire a bit first.’ 

I passed Ortheris’s bayonet for a poker. 

‘That shows how little we know what we do,’ said Mul- 
vaney, putting it aside. ‘Fire takes all the heart out av 
the steel, an’ the next time, may be, that our little man is 
fighting for his life his bradawl’ll break, an’ so you'll ha’ 
killed him, manin’ no more than to kape yourself warm. 
Tis a recruity’s thrick that. Pass the clanin’-rod, sorr.’ 

I snuggled down abashed; and after an interval the 
voice of Mulvaney began. 

‘Did I iver tell you how Dinah Shadd came to be wife 
av mine?’ 

I dissembled a burning anxiety that I had felt for some 
months—ever since Dinah Shadd, the strong, the pa- 
tient, and the infinitely tender, had of her own good love 
and free will washed a shirt for me, moving in a barren 
land where washing was not. 

‘I can’t remember,’ I said casually. ‘Was it before 
or after you made love to Annie Bragin, and got no satis- 
faction?’ 

The story of Annie Bragin is written in another place. 
It is one of the many less respectable episodes in Mul- 
vaney’s chequered career. 

‘Before—before—long before, was that business av 
Annie Bragin an’ the corp’ril’s ghost. Niver woman 
was the worse for me whin I had married Dinah. There’s 
a time for all things, an’ I know how to kape all things in 
place—barrin’ the dhrink, that kapes me in my place 
wid no hope av comin’ to be aught else.’ 

‘Begin at the beginning,’ Iinsisted. ‘Mrs. Mulvaney 
told me that you married her when you were quartered 
in Krab Bokhar barracks.’ 
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‘An’ the same is a cess-pit,’ said Mulvaney piously. 
“She spoke thrue, did Dinah. ’Twasthis way. Talkin’ 
av that, have ye iver fallen in love, sorr?’ 

I preserved the silence of the damned. Mulvaney 
continued— 

“Thin IJ will assume that ye have not. Idid. In the 
days av my youth, as I have more than wanst tould you, 
I was a man that filled the eye an’ delighted the sowl av 
women. Niver man was hated as I have bin. Niver 
man was loved as I—no, not within half a day’s march 
avut! For the first five years av my service, whin I was 
what I wud give my sowl to be now, I tuk whatever was 
within my reach an’ digested ut—an’ that’s more than 
most men can say. Dhrink I tuk, an’ ut did me no 
harm. By the Hollow av Hiven, I cud play wid four 
women at wanst, an’ kape them from findin’ out any- 
thin’ about the other three, an’ smile like a full-blown 
marigold through ut all. Dick Coulhan, av the battery 
we'll have down on us to-night, could drive his team no 
better than I mine, an’ I hild the worser cattle! An’ so 
I lived, an’ so I was happy till afther that business wid 
Annie Bragin—she that turned me off as cool as a meat- 
safe, an’ taught me where I stud in the mind av an hon- 
est woman. ’*Twas no sweet dose to swallow. 

‘Afther that I sickened awhile an’ tuk thought to my 
reg mintal work; conceiting mesilf I wud study an’ be a 
sargint, an’ a major-gineral twinty minutes afther that. 
But on top av my ambitiousness there was an empty 
place in my sowl, an’ me own opinion av mesilf cud not 
fillut. Sez Ito mesilf, “Terence, you’re a great man an’ 
the best set-up in the reg’mint. Go on an’ get promo- 
tion.’’ Sez mesilf to me, ‘“‘ What for?’’ Sez Ito mesilf, 
‘For the glory av ut!’’ Sez mesilf to me, “‘ Will that 
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fill these two strong arrums av yours, Terence?” “Go 
to the devil,’ sez I to mesilf. ‘‘Go to the married lines,”’ 
sez mesilf tome. ‘‘’Tis the same thing,” sez I to mesilf. 
‘Av you're the same man, ut is,” said mesilf to me; an’ 
wid that I considhered on ut along while. Did you iver 
feel that way, sorr?’ 

I snored gently, knowing that if Mulvaney were unin- 
terrupted he would go on. The clamour from the biv- 
ouac fires beat up to the stars, as the rival singers of the 
companies were pitted against each other. 

‘So I felt that way an’ a bad time ut was. Wanst, 
bein’ a fool, I wint into the married lines more for the 
sake av spakin’ to our ould colour-sergint Shadd than 
for any thruck wid women-folk. I was a corp’ril then— 
rejuced aftherwards, but a corp’ril then. I’ve got a 
photograft av mesilf to prove ut. ‘You'll take a cup 
ay tay wid-us?” sez Shadd. “Iwill that,” Tsez, “tho 
tay is not my divarsion.”’ 

*“*°"T wud be better for youif ut were,’ sez ould Mother 
Shadd, an’ she had ought to know, for Shadd, in the ind 
av his service, dhrank bung-full each night. 

“Wid that I tuk off my gloves—there was pipeclay in 
thim, so that they stud alone—an’ pulled up my chair, 
lookin’ round at the china ornaments an’ bits av things 
in the Shadds’ quarters. They were things that belonged 
to a man, an’ no camp-kit, here to-day an’ dishipated 
next. ‘“‘You’re comfortable in this place, sergint,”’ sez 
I. “’Tis the wife that did ut, boy,’ sez he, pointin’ 
the stem av his pipe to ould Mother Shadd, an’ she 
smacked the top av his bald head apon the compliment. 
“That manes you want money,” sez she. 

‘An’ thin—an’ thin whin the kettle was to be filled, 
Dinah came in—my Dinah—her sleeves rowled up to 
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the elbow an’ her hair in a winkin’ glory over her fore- 
head, the big blue eyes beneath twinklin’ like stars on a 
frosty night, an’ the tread av her two feet lighter than 
waste-paper from the Colonel’s basket in ord’ly-room 
whin ut’s emptied. Bein’ but a shlip av a girl she went 
pink at seein’ me, an’ I twisted me moustache an’ looked 
at a picture forninst the wall. Niver show a woman 
that ye care the snap av a finger for her, an’ begad she’ll 
come bleatin’ to your boot-heels!’ 

‘I suppose that’s why you followed Annie Bragin till 
everybody in the married quarters laughed at you,’ said 
I, remembering that unhallowed wooing and casting off 
the disguise of drowsiness. 

‘I’m layin’ down the gin’ral theory av the attack,’ said 
Mulvaney, driving his boot into the dying fire. ‘If you 
read the “Soldier’s Pocket Book,” which niver any sol- 
dier reads, you'll see that there are exceptions. Whin 
Dinah was out av the door (an’ ’twas as tho’ the sun- 
light had shut too)—‘‘ Mother av Hiven, sergint,”’ sez I, 
‘“‘but is that your daughter?’’—“I’ve believed that way 
these eighteen years,’ sez ould Shadd, his eyes twinklin’; 
‘but Mrs. Shadd has her own opinion, like ivry woman.” 
—‘*’Tis wid yours this time, for a mericle,”’ sez Mother 
Shadd. ‘‘Thin why in the name av fortune did I niver 
see her before?’’ sez I. ‘“‘Bekaze you’ve been thrapesin’ 
round wid the married women these three years past. 
She was a bit av a child till last year, an’ she shot up wid 
the spring,’ sez ould Mother Shadd. “I'll thrapese no 


more,’ sez I. ‘‘D’you mane that?” sez ould Mother 
Shadd, lookin’ at me side-ways like a hen looks at a hawk 
whin the chickens are runnin’ free. “‘Try me an’ tell,” 


sez I. Wid that I pulled on my gloves, dhrank off the 
tay, an’ wint out av the house as stiff as at gin’ral p’rade, 
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for well I knew that Dinah Shadd’s eyes were in the 
small av my back out av the scullery window. Faith! 
that was the only time I mourned I was not a cav'Iry- 
man for the pride av the spurs to Jingle. 

‘I wint out to think, an’ I did a powerful lot av think- 
in’, but ut all came round to that shlip av a girl in the 
dotted blue dhress, wid the blue eyes an’ the sparkil in 
them. Thin I kept off canteen, an’ I kept to the mar- 
ried quarthers, or near by, on the chanst av meetin’ 
Dinah. Did I meet her? Oh, my time past, did I not; 
wid a lump in my throat as big as my valise an’ my heart 
goin like a farrier’s forge on a Saturday morning? *Twas 
““Good day to ye, Miss Dinah,” an’ “‘Good day t’ you, 
corp ’ril,’’ for a week or two, and divil a bit further could 
I get bekaze av the respect I had to that girl that I cud 
ha’ broken betune finger an’ thumb.’ 

Here I giggled as I recalled the gigantic figure of Dinah 
Shadd when she handed me my shirt. 

“Ye may laugh,’ grunted Mulvaney. ‘But I’m speak- 
in’ the trut’, an’ ’tis you that are in fault. Dinah was 
a girl that wud ha’ taken the imperiousness out av the 
Duchess av Clonmel in those days. Flower hand, foot 
av shod air, an’ the eyes av the livin’ mornin’ she had 
that is my wife to-day—ould Dinah, and niver aught 
else than Dinah Shadd to me. 

‘*Twas after three weeks standin’ off an’ on, an’ 
niver makin’ headway excipt through the eyes, that a 
little drummer-boy grinned in me face whin I had ad- 
monished him wid the buckle av my belt for riotin’ all 
over the place. ‘“‘An’ I’m not the only wan that doesn’t 
kape to barricks,” sez he. I tuk him by the scruff av his 
neck—my heart was hung on a hair-thrigger those days, 
you will onderstand—an’ ‘“‘Out wid ut,” sez I, ‘or V’l 
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lave no bone av you unbreakable.” —‘‘Speak to Demp- 
sey,” sez he howlin’. ‘‘Dempsey which?” sez I, “‘ye 
unwashed limb av Satan.’’—‘‘ Av the Bob-tailed Dhra- 
goons,” sez he. ‘“‘He’s seen her home from her aunt’s 
house in the Civil Lines four times this fortnight.””— 
“Child!”’ sez I, dhroppin’ him, “‘your tongue’s stronger 
than your body. Go to your quarthers. I’m sorry I 
dhressed you down.” 

‘At that I went four ways to wanst huntin’ Dempsey. 
I was mad to think that wid all my airs among women I 
shud ha’ been chated by a basin-faced fool av a cav’lry- 
man not fit to trust on a trunk. Presintly I found him 
in our lines—the Bobtails was quarthered next us—an’ a 
tallowy, top-heavy son av a she-mule he was wid his big 
brass spurs an’ his plastrons on his epigastrons an’ all. 
But he niver flinched a hair. 

‘“A word wid you, Dempsey,” sez I. ‘‘You’ve 
walked wid Dinah Shadd four times this fortnight gone.”’ 

‘What's that to you?” sez he. “Vs walk forty 
times more, an’ forty on top av that, ye shovel-futted, 
clod-breakin’ infantry lance-corp’ril.”’ 

‘Before I cud gyard he had his gloved fist home on my 
cheek an’ down I went full-sprawl. “‘ Will that content 
you?”’ sez he, blowin’ on his knuckles for all the world 
like a Scots Greys orf’cer. “Content!” sez I. “For 
your own sake, man, take off your spurs, peel your Jjac- 
kut, an’ onglove. ’Tis the beginnin’ av the overture: 
stand up!”’ 

‘He stud all he know, but he niver peeled his jackut, 
an’ his shoulders had no fair play. I was fightin’ for Di- 
nah Shadd an’ that cut on my cheek. What hope had 
he foreninst me?’ ‘‘Stand up,” sez I, time an’ again 
whin he was beginnin’ to quarther the ground an’ gyard 
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high an’ go large. ‘‘This isn’t ridin’-school,’ Isez. “O 
man, stand up an’ let me get in at ye.” But whin I 
saw he wud be runnin’ about, I grup his shtock in my 
left an’ his waist-belt in my right an’ swung him clear to 
my right front, head undher, he hammerin’ my nose till 
the wind was knocked out av him on the bare ground. 
‘stand up, sez 1, “or Ill kick your head into your 
chest!”’ and I wud ha’ done ut too, so ragin’ mad I was. 

*“My collar-bone’s bruk,”’ sez he. “‘Help me back 
to lines. Ill walk wid her no more.’ So I helped him 
back.’ 

‘And was his collar-bone broken?’ I asked, for I fan- 
cied that only Learoyd could neatly accomplish that ter- 
rible throw. 

‘He pitched on his left shoulder-point. Utwas. Next 
day the news was in both barricks, an’ whin I met Dinah 
Shadd wid a cheek on me like all the reg’mintal tailor’s 
samples there was no “‘Good mornin’, corp’ril,”’ or aught 
else. “‘An’ what have I done, Miss Shadd,”’ sez I, very 
bould, plantin’ mesilf forninst her, ‘“‘that ye should not 
pass the time of day?”’ 

*“*Ye’ve half-killed rough-rider Dempsey,” sez she, 
her dear blue eyes fillin’ up. 

* “May be,” sez I. ‘Was he a friend av yours that 
saw ye home four times in the fortnight?”’ 

*“*Ves,”’ sez she, but her mouth was down at the cor- 
ners. “An’—an’ what’s that to you?” she sez. 

*** Ask Dempsey,”’ sez I, pretendin’ to go away. 

‘Did you fight for me then, ye silly man?”’ she sez, 
tho’ she knew ut all along. 

* “Who else?” sez I, an’ I tuk wan pace to the front. 

*“T wasn’t worth ut,” sez she, fingerin’ in her apron. 

"That's for me-to say, sez 1. “Shall say ut 
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*“Yes,”’ sez she in a saint’s whisper, an’ at that I ex- 
plained mesilf; and she tould me what ivry man that is 
aman, an’ many that is a woman, hears wanst in his life. 

*“But what made ye cry at startin’, Dinah, darlin’?”’ 
Bez: 

*“Your—your bloody cheek,’ sez she, duckin’ her 
little head down on my sash (I was on duty for the day) 
an’ whimperin’ like a sorrowful angil. 

‘Now a man cud take that two ways. I tuk ut as 
pleased me best an’ my first kiss wid ut. Mother av In- 
nocence! but I kissed her on the tip av the nose an’ un- 
dher the eye; an’ a girl that lets a kiss come tumbleways 
like that has never been kissed before. Take note av 
that, sorr. Thin we wint hand in hand to ould Mother 
Shadd like two little childher, an’ she said ’twas no bad 
thing, an’ ould Shadd nodded behind his pipe, an’ Dinah 
ran away to herown room. That day I throd on rollin’ 
clouds. All earth was too small to hould me. Begad, I 
cud ha’ hiked the sun out av the sky for a live coal to my 
pipe, so magnificent Iwas. But I tuk recruities at squad- 
drill instid, an’ began wid general battalion advance 
whin I shud ha’ been balance-steppin’ them. Eyah! 
that day! that day!’ 

A very long pause. ‘Well?’ said I. 

‘°Twas all wrong,’ said Mulvaney, with an enormous 
sigh. ‘An’ I know that evry bit av ut was my own 
foolishness. That night I tuk maybe the half av three 
pints—not enough to turn the hair of a man in his na- 
tural senses. But I was more than half drunk wid pure 
joy, an’ that canteen beer was so much whisky to me. 
I can’t tell how it came about, but bekaze I had no 
thought for any wan except Dinah, bekaze I hadn’t slipped 
her little white arms from my neck five minuts, bekaze 
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the breath of her kiss was not gone from my mouth, 
I must go through the married lines on my way to 
quarthers, an’ I must stay talkin’ to a red-headed Mul- 
lingar heifer av a girl, Judy Sheehy, that was daughter 
to Mother Sheehy, the wife of Nick Sheehy, the canteen 
sergint—the Black Curse av Shielygh be on the whole 
brood that are above groun’ this day! 

*** An’ what are ye houldin’ your head that high for, 
corp rl?” sez Judy. “Come in an’ thry a cup av tay,’ 
she sez, standin’ in the doorway. Bein’ an ontrustable 
fool, an’ thinkin’ av anything but tay, I wint. 

*“*Mother’s at canteen,’ sez Judy, smoothin’ the hair 
av hers that was like red snakes, an’ lookin’ at me corner- 
ways out av her green cats’ eyes. “‘Ye will not mind, 
corp Til?” 

*“T can endure,’ sez 1; ould Mother Sheehy bein’ no 
divarsion av mine, nor her daughter too. Judy fetched 
the tea things an’ put thim on the table, leanin’ over me 
very close to get thim square. I dhrew back, thinkin’ 
av Dinah. 

‘Ts ut afraid you are av a girl alone?”’ sez Judy. 

O4No, sez 1. ““ Winy should I be?” 

‘That rests wid the girl,’ sez Judy, dhrawin’ her 
chair next to mine. 

* «Thin there let ut rest,’ sez I; an’ thinkin’ I’d beena 
trifle onpolite, I sez, ““The tay’s not quite sweet enough 
for my taste. Put your little finger in the cup, Judy. 
*Twill make ut necthar.”’ 

**“What’s necthar?”’ sez she. 

‘Somethin’ very sweet,” sez I; an’ for the sinful life 
av me I cud not help lookin’ at her out av the corner av 
my eye, as I was used to look at a woman. 

*“*Go on wid ye, corp’ril,” sez she. ‘You're a flirrt.” 
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*“On me sowl I’m not,”’ sez I. 

‘““Then you're a cruel handsome man, an’ that’s 
worse,” sez she, heaving big sighs an’ lookin’ crossways. 

* “You know your own mind,” sez I. 

* *°'T wud be better for me if I did not,”’ she sez. 

“**There’s a dale to be said on both sides av that,” sez 
I, unthinkin’. 

“Say your own part av ut, then, Terence, darlin’,”’ 
sez she; ““for begad I’m thinkin’ I’ve said too much or too 
little for an honest girl,” an’ wid that she put her arms 
round my neck an’ kissed me. 

*“*There’s no more to be said afther that,” sez I, kiss- 
in’ her back again—Oh the mane scutt that I was, my 
head ringin’ wid Dinah Shadd! How does ut come 
about, sorr, that when a man has put the comether on 
wan woman, he’s sure bound to putit on another? ’Tis 
the same thingatmusketry. Wan dayivry shot goes wide 
or into the bank, an’ the next, lay high lay low, sight or 
snap, ye can’t get off the bull’s-eye for ten shots runnin’.’ 

‘That only happens toa man who has had a good deal 
of experience. He does it without thinking,’ I replied. 

*Thankin’ you for the complimint, sorr, ut may be so. 
But I’m doubtful whether you mint ut for a complimint. 
Hear now; I sat there wid Judy on my knee tellin’ me all 
manner av nonsinse an’ only sayin’ “‘yes”’ an’ “‘no,”’ when 
I’d much better ha’ kept tongue betune teeth. An’ 
that was not an hour afther I had left Dinah! What I 
was thinkin’ av I cannot say. Presintly, quiet as a cat, 
ould Mother Sheehy came in velvet-dhrunk. She had 
her daughter’s red hair, but ’twas bald in patches, an’ I 
cud see in her wicked ould face, clear as lightnin’, what 
Judy wud be twenty years to come. I was for jumpin’ 
up, but Judy niver moved. 
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‘Terence has promust, mother,” sez she, an’ the 
could sweat bruk out all over me. Ould Mother Sheehy 
sat down of a heap an’ began playin’ wid the cups. 
“Thin you're a well-matched pair,” she sez very thick. 
‘For he’s the biggest rogue that iver spoiled the Queen’s 
shoe-leather,’’ an’— 

‘<T’m off, Judy,” sez I. ‘Ye should not talk non- 
sinse to your mother. Get her to bed, girl.” 

* **Nonsinse!”’ sez the ould woman, prickin’ up her ears 
like a cat an’ grippin’ the table-edge. ‘“‘’Twill be the 
most nonsinsical nonsinse for you, ye grinnin’ badger, 
if nonsinse ’tis. Git clear, you. I’m goin’ to bed.’ 

‘IT ran out into the dhark, my head in a stew an’ my 
heart sick, but I had sinse enough to see that I'd brought 
ut allon mesilf. “It’s this to pass the time av day toa 
panjandhrum av hell-cats,” sez 1. “What I’ve said, an’ 
what I’ve not said do not matther. Judy an’ her dam 
will hould me for a promust man, an’ Dinah will give me 
the go, an’ I desarve ut. I will go an’ get dhrunk,”’ sez 
I, “an’ forget about ut, for ’tis plain I’m not a marryin’ 
man.” 

‘On my way tocanteen I ran against Lascelles, colour- 
sergint that was av E Comp’ny, a hard, hard man, wid 
a torment av a wife. ‘‘You’ve the head av a drowned 
man on your shoulders,”’ sez he; “‘an’ you’re goin’ where 
you ll get aworse wan. Come back,” sez he. ‘‘Let me 
go,’ sezI. “I’ve thrown my luck over the wall wid 
my own hand!’—‘Then that’s not the way to get ut 
back again,” sez he. ‘Have out wid your throuble, ye 
fool-bhoy.’’ An’ I tould him how the matther was. 

“He sucked in his lower lip. ‘“‘ You’ve been thrapped, 
sez he. “Ju Sheehy wud be the betther for a man’s 
name to hers as soon as can. An’ ye thought ye’d put 
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the comether on her,—that’s the natural vanity of the 
baste. Terence, you’re a big born fool, but you’re not 
bad enough to marry into that comp’ny. If you said 
anythin’, an’ for all your protestations I’m sure ye did— 
or did not, which is worse,—eat ut all—tie like the father 
of all lies, but come out av ut free av Judy. Do I not 
know what ut is to marry a woman that was the very 
spit an’ image av Judy whin she was young? I’m get- 
tin’ old an’ I’ve larnt patience, but you, Terence, you’d 
raise hand on Judy an’ kill her in a year. Never mind 
if Dinah gives you the go, you’ve desarved ut; never 
mind if the whole reg’mint laughs at you all day. Get 
shut av Judy an’ her mother. They can’t dhrag you to 
church, but if they do, theyll dhrag you to hell. Go 
back to your quarthers and lie down,” sez he. Thin over 
his shoulder, ‘‘ You must ha’ done with thim.”’ 

‘Next day I wint to see Dinah, but there was no tucker 
inmeasI walked. I knew the throuble wud come soon 
enough widout any handlin’ av mine, an’ I dreaded ut 
sore. 

‘T heard Judy callin’ me, but I hild straight on to the 
Shadds’ quarthers, an’ Dinah wud ha’ kissed me but I 
put her back. 

“Wohin all’s said, darlin’,” sez I, “you can give ut 
me if ye will, tho’ I misdoubt ’twill be so easy to come 
by then.” 

‘I had sca ‘ce begun to put the explanation into shape 
before Judy an’ her mother came to the door. I think 
there was a veranda, but I’m forgettin’. 

‘ «Will ye not step in?’’ sez Dinah, pretty and polite, 
though the Shadds had no dealin’s with the Sheehys. 
Ould Mother Shadd looked up quick, an’ she was the fust 
to see the throuble; for Dinah was her daughter. 
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‘*1’m pressed for time to-day,” sez Judy as bould as 
brass; ‘“‘an’ I’ve only come for Terence,—my promust 
man. *Tis strange to find him here the day afther the 
day. 

‘Dinah looked at me as though I had hit her, an’ I an- 
swered straight. 

‘ “There was some nonsinse last night at the Sheehys’ 
quarthers, an’ Judy’s carryin’ on the joke, darlin’,”’ sez I. 

* “At the Sheehys’ quarthers?’’ sez Dinah very slow, 
an’ Judy cut in wid: ‘‘He was there from nine till ten, 
Dinah Shadd, an’ the betther half av that time I was 
sittin’ on his knee, Dinah Shadd. Ye may look and ye 
may look an’ ye may look me up an’ down, but ye won’t 
look away that Terence is my promust man. ‘Terence 
darlin’, *tis time for us to be comin’ home.” 

‘Dinah Shadd niver said word to Judy. ‘“‘Ye left me 
at half-past eight,’ she sez to me, “‘an J niver thought 
that ye’d leave me for Judy,—promises or no promises. 
Go back wid her, you that have to be fetched by a girl! 
I’m done with you,” sez she, and she ran into her own 
room, her mother followin’. So I was alone wid those 
two women and at liberty to spake my sentiments.” 

“Judy Sheehy,” sez I, “if you made a fool av me 
betune the lights you shall not do utin the day. I niver 
promised you words or lines.” 

“You lie,” sez ould Mother Sheehy, “‘an’ may ut 
choke you where you stand!’’. She was far gone in 
dhrink. 

*“** An’ tho’ ut choked me where I stud I’d not change,”’ 
sez I. “Go home, Judy. I take shame for a decent 
girl ike you dhraggin’ your mother out bare-headed on 
this errand. Hear now, and have ut for an answer. I 
gave my word to Dinah Shadd yesterday, an’, more 
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blame to me, I was wid you last night talkin’ nonsinse 
but nothin’ more. You’ve chosen to thry to hould me 
on ut. I will not be held thereby for anythin’ in the 
world. Is that enough?” 

‘Judy wint pink all over. ‘‘An’ I wish you joy av 
the perjury,’ sez she, duckin’ a curtsey. ‘“‘You’ve lost 
a woman that would ha’ wore her hand to the bone for 
your pleasure; an’ ’deed, Terence, ye were not thrapped. 

: *» Lascelles must ha’ spoken plain to her. “I 
am such as Dinah is—’deed I am! Ye’ve lost a fool 
av a girl that’ll niver look at you again, an’ ye’ve lost 
what ye niver had,—your common honesty. If you 
manage your men as you manage your love-makin’, 
small wondher they call you the worst corp’ril in the 
comp’ny. Come away, mother,”’ sez she. 

‘But divil a fut would the ould woman budge! ‘“‘D’ 
you hould by that?” sez she, peerin’ up under her thick 
sray eyebrows. 

‘Ay, an’ wud,” sez I, ‘tho’ Dinah gave me the go 
twinty times. I'll have no thruck with you or yours,” 
sezI. ‘Take your child away, ye shameless woman.”’ 

***An’ am I shameless?” sez she, bringin’ her hands 
up above her head. “Thin what are you, ye lyin’, 
schamin’, weak-kneed, dhirty-souled son av a sutler? 
Am Ishameless? Who put the open shame on me an’ my 
child that we shud go beggin’ through the lines in the 
broad daylight for the broken word of aman? Double 
portion of my shame be on you, Terence Mulvaney, 
that think yourself so strong! By Mary and the saints, 
by blood and water an’ by ivry sorrow that came into 
the world since the beginnin’, the black blight fall on 
you and yours, so that you may niver be free from pain 
for another when ut’s not your own! May your heart 
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bleed in your breast drop by drop wid all your friends 
laughin’ at the bleedin’! Strong you think yourself? 
May your strength be a curse to you to dhrive you into 
the divil’s hands against your own will! Clear-eyed you 
are? May your eyes see clear ivry step av the dark 
path you take tll the hot cindhers av hell put thim out! 
May the ragin’ dry thirst in my own ould bones go to 
you that you shall niver pass bottle full nor glass empty. 
God preserve the light av your onderstandin’ to you, 
my jewel av a bhoy, that ye may niver forget what you 
mint to be an’ do, whin you’re wallowin’ in the muck! 
May ye see the betther and follow the worse as long as 
there’s breath in your body; an’ may ye die quick ina 
strange land, watchin’ your death before ut takes you, 
an’ onable to stir hand or foot!”’ 

‘I heard a scufflin’ in the room behind and thin Dinah 
Shadd’s hand dhropped into mine like a rose-leaf into a 
muddy road. 

***The half av that I'll take,”’ sez she, ‘‘an’ more too 
if I can. Go home, ye silly talkin’ woman,—go home 
an’ confess.” 

*““Come away! Come away !”’ sez Judy, pullin’ her 
mother by the shawl. ‘‘’TIwas none av Terence’s fault. 
For the love av Mary stop the talkin’!’’ 

‘An’ you!” said ould Mother Sheehy, spinnin’ round 
forninst Dinah. ‘‘ Will ye take the half av that man’s 
load? Stand off from him, Dinah Shadd, before he 
takes you down too—you that look to be a quarther- 
master-sergint’s wife in five years. You look too high, 
child. You shall wash for the quarthermaster-sergint, 
whin he plases to give you the job out av charity; but a 
privit’s wife you shall be to the end, an’ ivry sorrow of a 
privit’s wife you shall know and niver a joy but wan, 
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that shall go from you like the running tide from a rock. 
The pain av bearin’ you shall know but niver the pleas- 
ure av giving the breast; an’ you shall put away a man- 
child into the common ground wid niver a priest to say a 
prayer over him, an’ on that man-child ye shall think 
ivry day av your life. Think long, Dinah Shadd, for 
you'll niver have another tho’ you pray till your knees 
are bleedin’. The mothers av childher shall mock you 
behind your back when you’re wringing over the wash- 
tub. You shall know what ut is to help a dhrunken 
husband home an’ see him go to the gyard-room. Will 
that plase you, Dinah Shadd, that won’t be seen talkin’ 
tomy daughter? You shall talk to worse than Judy be- 
fore all’s over. The sergints’ wives shall look down on 
you contemptuous, daughter av a sergint, an’ you shall 
cover ut all up wid a smiling face whin your heart’s burst- 
in’. Stand off av him, Dinah Shadd, for I’ve put the 
Black Curse of Shielygh upon him an’ his own mouth 
shall make ut good.” 

‘She pitched forward on her head an’ began foamin’ 
atthe mouth. Dinah Shadd ran out wid water, an’ Judy 
dragged the ould woman into the veranda till she sat up. 

***1’m old an’ forlore,’’ she sez, thremblin’ an cryin’, 
‘and ’tis like I say a dale more than I mane.”’ 

‘ “When you’re able to walk,—go,”’ says ould Mother 
Shadd. ‘“‘This house has no place for the likes av you 
that have cursed my daughter.”’ 

‘* yah!” said the ould woman. ‘Hard words break 
no bones, an’ Dinah Shadd’ll kape the love av her hus- 
band till my bones are green corn. Judy darlin’, I mis- 
remimber what I came here for. Can you lend us the 
bottom av a taycup av tay, Mrs. Shadd?”’ 

‘But Judy dhragged her off cryin’ as tho’ her heart 
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wud break. An’ Dinah Shadd an’ J, in ten minutes we 
had forgot ut all.’ 

‘Then why do you remember it now?’ said I. 

‘Is ut like I’d forget? Ivry word that wicked ould 
woman spoke fell thrue in my life aftherwards, an’ I cud 
ha’ stud ut all—stud ut all,—excipt when my little Shadd 
was born. That was on the line av march three months 
afther the regiment was taken with cholera. We were 
betune Umballa an’ Kalka thin, an’ I was on picket. 
Whin I came off duty the women showed me the child, 
an’ ut turned on uts side an’ died as I looked. We bur- 
ied him by the road, an’ Father Victor was a day’s march 
behind wid the heavy baggage, so the comp’ny captain 
read a prayer. An’ since then I’ve been a childless man 
an’ all else that ould Mother Sheehy put upon me an’ 
Dinah Shadd. What do you think, sorr?’ 

I thought a good deal, but it seemed better then to 
reach out for Mulvaney’s hand. The demonstration 
nearly cost me the use of three fingers. Whatever he 
knows of his weaknesses, Mulvaney is entirely ignorant 
of his strength. 

‘But what do you think?’ he repeated as I wasstraight- 
ening out the crushed fingers. 

My reply was drowned in yells and outcries from the 
next fire, where ten men were shouting for ‘Orth’ris,’ 
*Privit Orth’ris,’ ‘Mistah Or—ther—ris!’ ‘Deah boy,’ 
‘Cap’n Orth’ris,’ ‘Field-Marshal Orth’ris,’ ‘Stanley, 
you penn’orth 0’ pop, come ’ere to your own comp’ny!’ 
And the Cockney, who had been delighting another audi- 
ence with recondite and Rabelaisian yarns, was shot down 
among his admirers by the major force. 

“You’ve crumpled my dress-shirt ’orrid,’ said he, ‘an’ 
I shan’t sing no more to this ’ere bloomin’ drawin’-room.’ 
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Learoyd, roused by the confusion, uncoiled himself, 
crept behind Ortheris, and slung him aloft on his shoul- 


‘Sing, ye bloomin’ hummin’-bird!’ said he, and Or- 
theris, beating time on Learoyd’s skull, delivered himself, 
in the raucous voice of the Ratcliffe Highway, of this 


song :— 


‘My girl she give me the go onst, 

When I was a London lad, 

An’ I went on the drink for a fortnight, 
An’ then I went to the bad. 

The Queen she gave me a shillin’ 
To fight for ’er over the seas; 

But Guv’ment built me a fever-trap, 
An’ Injia give me disease. 


Chorus. 


Ho! don’t you ’eed what a girl says, 
An’ don’t you go for the beer; 

But I was an ass when I was at grass, 
An’ that is why I’m here. 


‘I fired a shot at a Afghan, 
The beggar ’e fired again, 
An’ I lay on my bed with a ole in my ’ed, 
An’ missed the next campaign! 
I up with my gun at a Burman 
Who carried a bloomin’ dah, 
But the cartridge stuck and the bay’nit bruk, 
An’ all I got was the scar. 
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Chorus. 


Ho! don’t you aim at a Afghan, 

When you stand on the sky-line clear; 
An’ don’t you go for a Burman 

If none o’ your friends is near. 


‘I served my time for a corp’ral, 

An’ wetted my stripes with pop, 

For I went on the bend with a intimate friend, 
An’ finished the night in the “‘shop.”’ 

I served my time for a sergeant; 
The colonel ’e sez “‘No! 

The most you'll see is a full C. B.”’? 
An’. . . very next night *twas so. 


Chorus. 


Ho! don’t you go for a corp’ral 
Unless your ’ed is clear; 

But I was an ass when I was at grass, 
An’ that is why I’m ’ere. 


‘I’ve tasted the luck o’ the army 
In barrack an’ camp an’ clink, 
An’ I lost my tip through the bloomin’ trip 
Along o’ the women an’ drink. 
I’m down at the heel 0’ my service, 
An’ when I am laid on the shelf, 
My very wust friend from beginning to end 
By the blood of a mouse was myself! 


1 Confined to barracks. 
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Ho! don’t you ’eed what a girl says, 
An’ don’t you go for the beer; 

But I was an ass when I was at grass 
An’ that is why I’m ’ere.’ 


“Ay, listen to our little man now, singin’ an’ shoutin’ 
as tho’ trouble had niver touched him. D’you remim- 
ber when he went mad with the home-sickness?’ said 
Mulvaney, recalling a never-to-be-forgotten season when 
Ortheris waded through the deep waters of affliction and 
behaved abominably. ‘But he’s talkin’ bitter truth, 
though. Eyah! 


“My very worst frind from beginnin’ to ind 
By the blood av a mouse was mesilf!’ 


When I woke I saw Mulvaney, the night-dew gem- 
ming his moustache, leaning on his rifle at picket, lonely 
as Prometheus on his rock, with I know not what vul- 
tures tearing his liver. 
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To Love’s low voice she lent a careless ear; 

Her hand within his rosy fingers lay, 

A chilling weight. She would not turn or hear; 

But with averted face went on her way. 

But when pale Death, all featureless and grim, 

Lifted his bony hand, and beckoning 

Held out his cypress-wreath, she followed him, 

And Love was left forlorn and wondering, 

That she who for his bidding would not stay, 

At Death’s first whisper rose and went away. 
‘Rivals.’ 


dur Khan, where are you? Come out of the 
tents, as I have done, and fight against the 
English. Don’t kill your own kin! Come out to me!’ 
The deserter from a native corps was crawling round 
the outskirts of the camp, firing at intervals, and shout- 
ing invitations to his old comrades. Misled by the rain 
and the darkness, he came to the English wing of the 
camp, and with his yelping and rifle-practice disturbed 
the men. They had been making roads all day, and 
were tired. 


O« Ahmed Din! Shafiz Ullah ahoo! Baha- 
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Ortheris was sleeping at Learoyd’s feet. ‘Wot’s all 
that?’ he said thickly. Learoyd snored, and a Snider 
bullet ripped its way through the tent wall. The men 
swore. ‘It’s that bloomin’ deserter from the Auranga- 
badis,’ said Ortheris. ‘Git up, some one, an’ tell ’im 
’e’s come to the wrong shop.’ 

‘Go to sleep, little man,’ said Mulvaney, who was 
steaming nearest the door. ‘Ican’t arise an’ expaytiate 
with him. ’Tis rainin’ entrenchin’ tools outside.’ 

**Tain’t because you bloomin’ can’t. It’s ’cause you 
bloomin’ won't, ye long, limp, lousy, lazy beggar, you. 
?Ark to ’im ’owlin’!’ 

“Wot’s the good of argifying? Put a bullet into the 
swine! ’E’s keepin’ us awake!’ said another voice. 

A subaltern shouted angrily, and a dripping sentry 
whined from the darkness— 

‘.4ain tno good, sir... I can’t see “im: «E's: idin’ 
somewhere down ‘ill.’ 

Ortheris tumbled out of his blanket. ‘Shall I try to 
get ’im, sir?’ said he. 

‘No,’ was the answer. ‘Lie down. I won’t have the 
whole camp shooting all round the clock. Tell him to 
go and pot his friends.’ 

Ortheris considered foramoment. Then, putting his 
head under the tent wall, he called, as a ’bus conductor 
calls ina block, ‘’Igher up, there! 7*Igher up!’ 

The men laughed, and the laughter was carried down 
wind to the deserter, who, hearing that he had made a 
mistake, went off to worry his own regiment half a mile 
away. He was received with shots; the Aurangabadis 
were very angry with him for disgracing their colours. 

‘An’ that’s all right,’ said Ortheris, withdrawing his 
head as he heard the hiccough of the Sniders in the dis- 
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tance. ‘S’elp me Gawd, tho’, that man’s not fit to live 
—messin’ with my beauty-sleep this way.’ 

‘Go out and shoot him in the morning, then,’ said the 
subaltern incautiously. ‘Silencein the tents now. Get 
your rest, men.’ 

Ortheris lay down with a happy little sigh, and in two 
minutes there was no sound except the rain on the canvas 
and the all-embracing and elemental snoring of Learoyd. 

The camp lay on a bare ridge of the Himalayas, and 
for a week had been waiting for a flying column to make 
connection. ‘The nightly rounds of the deserter and his 
friends had become a nuisance. 

In the morning the men dried themselves in hot sun- 
shine and cleaned their grimy accoutrements. The na- 
tive regiment was to take its turn of road-making that 
day while the Old Regiment loafed. 

‘I’m goin’ to lay for a shot at that man,’ said Ortheris, 
when he had finished washing out his rifle. ‘’E comes 
up the watercourse every evenin’ about five o’clock. If 
we go and lie out on the north “ill a bit this afternoon 
we'll get ’im.’ 

“You're a bloodthirsty little mosquito,’ said Mulvaney, 
blowing blue clouds into the air. ‘But I suppose I will 
have to come wid you. Fwhere’s Jock?’ 

‘Gone out with the Mixed Pickles, ’cause ’e thinks ’is- 
self a bloomin’ marksman,’ said Ortheris with scorn. 

The Mixed Pickles were a detachment of picked shots 
generally employed in clearing spurs of hills when the 
enemy were too impertinent. This taught the young 
officers how to handle men, and did not do the enemy 
much harm. Mulvaney and Ortheris strolled out of 
camp, and passed the Aurangabadis going to their road- 
making. 
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“You’ve got to sweat to-day,’ said Ortheris genially. 
“We're going to get your man. ‘You didn’t knock ’im 
out last night by any chance, any of you?’ 

‘No. The pig went away mocking us. I had one shot 
at him,’ said a private. ‘“He’s my cousin, and I ought 
to have cleared our dishonour. But good luck to you.’ 

They went cautiously to the north hill, Ortheris lead- 
ing, because, as he explained, ‘this is a long-range show, 
an’ I’ve got to do it.” His was an almost passionate 
devotion to his rifle, whom, by barrack-room report, he 
was supposed to kiss every night before turning in. 
Charges and scuffles he held in contempt, and, when they 
were inevitable, slipped between Mulvaney and Learoyd, 
bidding them to fight for his skin as well as their own. 
They never failed him. He trotted along, questing like 
a hound on a broken trail, through the wood of the north 
hill. At last he was satisfied, and threw himself down 
on the soft pine-needled slope that commanded a clear 
view of the watercourse and a brown, bare hillside be- 
yondit. The trees made a scented darkness in which an 
army corps could have hidden from the sun-glare without. 

‘*Ere’s the tail o’ the wood,’ said Ortheris. ‘’E’s got 
to come up the watercourse, ’cause it gives ’im cover. 
We'lllay ’ere. ’Tain’t not arf so bloomin’ dusty neither.’ 

He buried his nose in a clump of scentless white violets. 
No one had come to tell the flowers that the season of 
their strength was long past, and they had bloomed mer- 
rily in the twilight of the pines. 

‘This is something like,’ he said luxuriously. ‘Wota 
’evinly clear drop for a bullet acrost. How much d’ you 
make it, Mulvaney?’ 

‘Seven hunder. Maybe a trifle less, bekaze the air’s 
so thin.’ 

69 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


Wop! wop! wop! went a volley of musketry on the 
rear face of the north hill. 

‘Curse them Mixed Pickles firin’ at nothin’! They'll 
scare arf the country.’ 

‘Thry a sightin’ shot in the middle of the row,’ said 
Mulvaney, the man of many wiles. ‘There’s a red rock 
yonder he’ll be sure to pass. Quick!’ 

Ortheris ran his sight up to six hundred yards and 
fired. The bullet threw up a feather of dust by a clump 
of gentians at the base of the rock. 

‘Good enough!’ said Ortheris, snapping the scale 
down. ‘You snick your sights to mine or a little lower. 
You're always firin’ high. But remember, first shot to 
me. O Lordy! but it’s a lovely afternoon.’ 

The noise of the firing grew louder, and there was a 
tramping of men in the wood. ‘The two lay very quiet, 
for they knew that the British soldier is desperately 
orone to fire at anything that moves or calls. Then 
Learoyd appeared, his tunic ripped across the breast by 
a bullet, looking ashamed of himself. He flung down 
on the pine-needles, breathing in snorts. 

‘One o’ them damned gardeners o’ th’ Pickles,’ said 
he, fingering the rent. ‘Firin’ to th’ right flank, when 
he knowed I was there. If I knew who he was I’d ’a’ 
rippen the hide offan him. Look at ma tunic!’ 

*That’s the spishil trustability ava marksman. Train 
him to hit a fly wid a stiddy rest at seven hunder, an’ he 
loose on anythin’ he sees or hears up to th’ mile. You’re 
well out av that fancy-firin’ gang, Jock. Stay here.’ 

‘Bin firim’ at the bloomin’ wind in the bloomin’ tree- 
tops,’ said Ortheris with a chuckle. ‘Ill show you some 
firin’ later on.’ 

They wallowedin the pine-needles, and the sun warmed 
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them where they lay. The Mixed Pickles ceased fir- 
ing, and returned to camp, and left the wood to a few 
scared apes. The watercourse lifted up its voice in 
the silence, and talked foolishly to the rocks. Now and 
again the dull thump of a blasting charge three miles 
away told that the Aurangabadis were in difficulties with 
their road-making. The men smiled as they listened 
and lay still, soaking in the warm leisure. Presently 
Learoyd, between the whiffs of his pipe— 

‘Seems queer—about ’im yonder—desertin’ at all.’ 

*°E’ll be a bloomin’ side queerer when I’ve done with 
im,’ said Ortheris. They were talking in whispers, for 
the stillness of the wood and the desire of slaughter lay 
heavy upon them. 

‘I make no doubt he had his reasons for desertin’; but, 
my faith! I make less doubt ivry man has good reason 
for killin’ him,’ said Mulvaney. 

‘Happen there was a lass tewed up wi’ it. Men do 
more than more for t’ sake of a lass.’ 

‘They make most av us ‘list. They’ve no manner av 
right to make us desert.’ 

‘Ah; they make us ’list, or their fathers do,’ said Lea- 
royd softly, his helmet over his eyes. 

Ortheris’s brows contracted savagely. He was watch- 
ing the valley. ‘If it’s a girl I'll shoot the beggar twice 
over, an’ second time for bein’ a fool. You’re blasted 
sentimental all of a sudden. Thinkin’ o’ your last near 
shave?’ 

‘Nay, lad; ah was but thinkin’ o’ what has happened.’ 

‘An’ fwhat has happened, ye lumberin’ child av ca- 
lamity, that you’re lowing like a cow-calf at the back av 
the pasture, an’ suggestin’ invidious excuses for the man 
Stanley’s goin’ to kill. Ye’ll have to wait another hour 
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yet, little man. Spit it out, Jock, an’ bellow melojus to 
the moon. It takes an earthquake or a bullet graze to 
fetch aught out av you. Discourse, Don Juan! The 
a-moors av Lotharius Learoyd! Stanley, kape a rowlin’ 
reg mintal eye on the valley.’ 

‘It’s along o’ yon hill there,’ said Learoyd, watching 
the bare sub-Himalayan spur that reminded him of his 
Yorkshire moors. He was speaking more to himself than 
his fellows. ‘Ay,’ said he, “Rumbolds Moor stands up 
ower Skipton town, an’ Greenhow Hill stands up ower 
Pately Brig. I reckon you’ve never heeard tell o’ 
Greenhow Hill, but yon bit o’ bare stuff if there was nob- 
but a white road windin’ is like ut; strangely like. Moors 
an’ moors an’ moors, wi never a tree for shelter, an’ gray 
houses wi’ flagstone rooves, and pewits cryin’, an’ a wind- 
hover goin’ to and fro just like these kites. And cold! 
A wind that cuts you like a knife. You could tell Green- 
how Hill folk by the red-apple colour o’ their cheeks an’ 
nose tips, and their blue eyes, driven into pin-points by 
the wind. Miners mostly, burrowin’ for lead 7’ th’ hill- 
sides, followin’ the trail of th’ ore vein same as a field-rat. 
It was the roughest minin’ I ever seen. Yo’d come ona 
bit o’ creakin’ wood windlass like a well-head, an’ you 
was let down 7 th’ bight of a rope, fendin’ yoursen off 
the side wi’ one hand, carryin’ a candle stuck in a lump 
o clay with t’other, an’ clickin’ hold of a rope with 
other hand.’ 

‘An’ that’s three of them,’ said Mulvaney. ‘Must be 
a good climate in those parts.’ 

Learoyd took no heed. 

‘An’ then yo’ came to a level, where you crept on your 
hands and knees through a mile o’ windin’ drift, an’ you 
come out into a cave-place as big as Leeds Town-hall, 
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with a engine pumpin’ water from workin’s ’at went 
deeper still. It’s a queer country, let alone minin’, for 
the hill is full of those natural caves, an’ the rivers an’ 
the becks drops into what they call pot-holes, an’ come 
out again miles away.’ 

“Wot was you doin’ there?’ said Ortheris. 

“I was a young chap then, an’ mostly went wi’ ’osses, 
leadin’ coal and lead ore; but at th’ time I’m tellin’ on I 
was drivin’ the waggon-team 7’ th’ big sumph. I didn’t 
belong to that country-side by rights. I went there be- 
cause of a little difference at home, an’ at fust I took up 
wi’ a rough lot. One night we’d been drinkin’, an’ I 
must ha’ hed more than I could stand, or happen th’ 
ale was none so good. Though? them days, By for God, 
I never seed bad ale!’ He flung his arms over his head, 
and gripped a vast handful of white violets. ‘Nah,’ 
said he, ‘I never seed the ale I could not drink, the bacca 
I could not smoke, nor the lass I could not kiss! Well, 
we mun have a race home, the lot on us. I lost all th’ 
others, an’ when I was climbin’ ower one of them walls 
built o’ loose stones, I comes down into the ditch, stones 
and all, an’ broke my arm. Notas Iknawed much about 
it, for I fell on th’ back of my head, an’ was knocked 
stupid like. An’ when I come to mysenit were mornin’, 
an’ I were lyin’ on the settle i’ Jesse Roantree’s house- 
place, an’ ’Liza Roantree was settin’ sewin’. I ached 
all ovver, and my mouth were like a lime-kiln. She 
gave me a drink out of a china mug wv gold letters—“A 
Present from Leeds’’—as I looked at many and many a 
time at after. ‘“‘Yo’re to lie still while Dr. Warbottom 
comes, because your arm’s broken, and father has sent a 
lad to fetch him. He found yo’ when he was goin’ to 
work, an’ carried you here on his back,” sez she. “‘Oa!”’ 
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sez I; an’ I shet my eyes, for I felt ashamed o’ mysen. 
‘*Father’s gone to his work these three hours, an’ he said 
he’d tell °em to get somebody to drive the tram.’’ The 
clock ticked, an’ a bee comed in the house, an’ they rung 
i’ my head like mill-wheels. An’ she give me another 
drink an’ settled the pillow. ‘“‘Eh, but yo’re young to 
be getten drunk an’ such like, but yo’ won’t do it again, 
will yo??’’—“‘ Noa,” sez I, “‘I wouldn’t if she’d not but 
stop they mill-wheels clatterin’.”’’ 

‘Faith it’s a good thing to be nursed by a woman when 
you're sick!’ said Mulvaney. ‘Dir’ cheap at the price 
av twenty broken heads.’ 

Ortheris turned to frown across the valley. He had 
not been nursed by many women in his life. 

‘An’ then Dr. Warbottom comes ridin’ up, an’ Jesse 
Roantree along with ’im. He was a high-larned doctor, 
but he talked wi poor folk same as theirsens. ‘‘What’s 
ta bin agaate on naa?” he sings out. ‘“‘Brekkin’ tha 
thick head?”’ An’ he felt meallovver. ‘“That’s none 
broken. Tha’ nobbut knocked a bit sillier than ordi- 
nary, an’ that’s daaft eneaf.’? An’ soa he went on, callin’ 
me all the names he could think on, but settin’ my arm, 
wi’ Jesse’s help, as careful as could be. ‘‘ Yo’ mun let 
the big oaf bide here a bit, Jesse,” he says, when he hed 
strapped me up an’ given me a dose o’ physic; “‘an’ you 
an’ Liza will tend him, though he’s scarcelins worth the 
trouble. An’ tha’ll lose tha work,” sez he, “‘an’ tha’ll 
be upon th’ Sick Club for a couple o’ months an’ more. 
Doesn’t tha think tha’s a fool?”’ ’ 

‘But whin was a young man, high or low, the other av 
a fool, P'd like to know?’ said Mulvaney. ‘Sure, folly’s 
the only safe way to wisdom, for I’ve thried it.’ 

‘Wisdom!’ grinned Ortheris, scanning his comrades 
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with uplifted chin. ‘You’re bloomin’ Solomons, you 
two, ain’t you?’ 

Learoyd went calmly on, with a steady eye like an ox 
chewing the cud. 

“And that was how I comed to know ‘Liza Roantree. 
There’s some tunes as she used to sing—aw, she were 
always singin’—that fetches Greenhow Hill before my 
eyes as fair as yon brow across there. And she would 
learn me to sing bass, an’ I was to go to th’ chapel wi’ 
"em, where Jesse and she led the singin’, th’ old man 
playin’ the fiddle. He was a strange chap, old Jesse, 
fair mad wi’ music, an’ he made me promise to learn the 
big fiddle when my arm was better. It belonged to him, 
and it stood up in a big case alongside o’ th’ eight-day 
clock, but Willie Satterthwaite, as played it in the chapel, 
had getten deaf as a door-post, and it vexed Jesse, as he 
had to rap him ower his head wv th’ fiddle-stick to make 
him give ower sawin’ at th’ right time. 

‘But there was a black drop in it all, an’ it was a man 
in a black coat that brought it. When th’ Primitive 
Methodist preacher came to Greenhow, he would always 
stop wi’ Jesse Roantree, an’ he laid hold of me from th’ 
beginning. It seemed I wor a soul to be saved, and he 
meaned to do it. At th’ same time I jealoused ’at he 
were keen 0’ savin’ ’Liza Roantree’s soul as well, and I 
could ha’ killed him many atime. An’ this went on 
till one day I broke out, an’ borrowed th’ brass for a 
drink from ’Liza. After fower days I come back, wi’ 
my tail between my legs, just to see “Liza again. But 
Jesse were at home an’ th’ preacher—th’ Reverend Amos 
Barraclough. ’Liza said naught, but a bit 0’ red come 
into her face as were white of a regular thing. Says 
Jesse, tryin’ his best to be civil, ‘Nay, lad, it’s like this: 
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You’ve getten to choose which way it’s goin’ to be. I'll 
ha’ nobody across ma doorstep as goes a-drinkin’, an’ 
borrows my lass’s money to spend 7’ their drink. Ho’d 
tha tongue, ’Liza,”’ sez he, when she wanted to put ina 
word ’at I were welcome to th’ brass, and she were none 
afraid that I wouldn’t pay it back. Then the Reverend 
cuts in, seein’ as Jesse were losin’ his temper, an’ they 
fair beat me among them. But it were ’Liza, as looked 
an’ said naught, as did more than either o’ their tongues, 
an’ soa I concluded to get converted.’ 

‘Fwhat!’ shouted Mulvaney. Then checking him- 
self, he said softly, ‘Let be! Let be! Sure the Blessed 
Virgin is the mother of all religion an’ most women; an’ 
there’s a dale av piety in a girl if the men would only let 
ut stay there. I’d ha’ been converted myself under the 
circumstances.’ 

‘Nay, but,’ pursued Learoyd with a blush, ‘I meaned 
hee 

Ortheris laughed as loudly as he dared, having regard 
to his business at the time. 

‘Ay, Ortheris, you may laugh, but you didn’t know 
yon preacher Barraclough—a little white-faced chap, wi’ 
a voice as ’ud wile a bird offan a bush, and a way 0’ 
layin’ hold o’ folks as made them think they’d never had 
a live man for a friend before. You never saw him, an’ 
—an’—you never seed ’Liza Roantree—never seed ’Liza 
BRoantree, . . . Happenit wasas much “Lizaas th: 
preacher and her father, but anyways they all meaned 
it, an’ I was fair shamed o’ mysen, an’ so I become what 
they called a changed character. And when I think on, 
it’s hard to believe as yon chap going to prayer-meet- 
in’s, chapel, and class-meetin’s were me. But I never 
had naught to say for mysen, though there was a deal 
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9’ shoutin’, and old Sammy Strother, as were almost 
clemmed to death and doubled up with the rheumatics, 
would sing out, “Joyful! Joyful!’ and ’at it were bet- 
ter to go up to heaven in a coal-basket than down to hell 
Va coach an’ six. And he would put his poor old claw 
on my shoulder, sayin’, “‘Doesn’t tha feel it, tha great 
lump? Doesn’t tha feelit?’”? An’ sometimes I thought 
I did, and then again I thought I didn’t, an’ how was 
that?’ 

“The iverlastin’ nature av mankind,’ said Mulvaney. 
‘An’, furthermore, I misdoubt you were built for the 
Primitive Methodians. ‘They’re a new corps anyways. 
I hould by the Ould Church, for she’s the mother of them 
all—ay, an’ the father, too. I like her bekaze she’s 
most remarkable regimental in her fittings. I may die in 
Honolulu, Nova Zambra, or Cape Cayenne, but wherever 
I die, me bein’ fwhat I am, an’ a priest handy, I go 
under the same orders an’ the same words an’ the same 
unction as tho’ the Pope himself come down from the 
roof av St. Peter’s to see me off. There’s neither high 
nor low, nor broad nor deep, nor betwixt nor between 
wid her, an’ that’s what I like. But mark you, she’s 
no manner av Church for a wake man, bekaze she takes 
the body and the soul av him, onless he has his proper 
work to do. I remember when my father died that 
was three months comin’ to his grave; begad he’d ha’ 
sold the shebeen above our heads for ten minutes’ quit- 
tance of purgathory. An’ he did all he could. That’s 
why I say ut takes a strong man to deal with the Ould 
Church, an’ for that reason you'll find so many women 
go there. An’ that same’s a conundrum.’ 

‘Wot’s the use 0’ worrittin’ *bout these things?’ said 
Ortheris. ‘You’re bound to find all out quicker nor you 
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want to, any’ow.’ He jerked the cartridge out of the 
breech-block into the palm of his hand. ‘’Ere’s my 
chaplain,’ he said, and made the venomous black-headed 
bullet bow like a marionette. ‘’E’s goin’ to teach a 
man all about which is which, an’ wot’s true, after all, 
before sundown. But wot ’appened after that, Jock?’ 
‘There was one thing they boggled at, and almost 
shut th’ gate i’ my face for, and that were my dog Blast, 
th’ only one saved out o’ a litter 0’ pups as was blowed 
up when a keg o’ minin’ powder loosed off in th’ store- 
keeper’s hut. They liked his name no better than his 
business, which were fightin’ every dog he comed across; 
a rare good dog, wi’ spots o’ black and pink on his face, 
one ear gone, and lame o’ one side wi’ being driven in a 
basket through an iron roof, a matter of half a mile. 
“They said I mun give him up ’cause he were worldly 
and low; and would I let mysen be shut out of heaven 
for the sake onadog? “Nay,” says I, “if th’ door isn’t 
wide enough for th’ pair on us, we’ll stop outside, for we’ll 
none be parted.’’ And th’ preacher spoke up for Blast, 
as had a likin’ for him from th’ first—I reckon that was 
why I come to like th’ preacher—and wouldn’t hear o’ 
changin’ his name to Bless, as some o’ them wanted. 
So th’ pair on us became reg’lar chapel-members. But 
it’s hard for a young chap o’ my build to cut traces from 
the world, th’ flesh, an’ the devil all uv a heap. Yet I 
stuck to it for a long time, while th’ lads as used to stand 
about th’ town-end an’ lean ower th’ bridge, spittin’ into 
th’ beck o’ a Sunday, would call after me, ‘‘Sitha, Lea- 
royd, when’s ta bean to preach, ’cause we’re comin’ to 
hear tha.”’—“Ho’d tha jaw. He hasn’t getten th’ white 
choaker on ta morn,” another lad would say, and I had 
to double my fists hard V th’ bottom of my Sunday coat, 
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and say to mysen, “If ’twere Monday and I warn’t a 
member o’ the Primitive Methodists, I’d leather all th’ 
lot of yond’. That was th’ hardest of all—to know 
that I could fight and I mustn’t fight.’ 

Sympathetic grunts from Mulvaney. 

‘So what wr singin’, practisin’, and class-meetin’s, 
and th’ big fiddle, as he made me take between my knees, 
I spent a deal o’ time i’ Jesse Roantree’s house-place. 
But often as I was there, th’ preacher fared to me to go 
oftener, and both th’ old man an’ th’ young woman were 
pleased to have him. He livedi’ Pately Brig, as were a 
goodish step off, but he come. He come all the same. 
I liked him as well or better as any man I’d ever seen 1’ 
one way, and yet I hated him wi’ all my heart 7’ t’other, 
and we watched each other like cat and mouse, but civil 
as you please, for I was on my best behaviour, and he 
was that fair and open that I was bound to be fair with 
him. Rare good company he was, if I hadn’t wanted to 
wring his cliver little neck half of the time. Often and 
often when he was goin’ from Jesse’s I’d set him a bit on 
the road.’ 

‘See ’im ’ome, you mean?’ said Ortheris. 

‘Ay. It’s a way we havei’ Yorkshire o’ seein’ friends 
off. Yon was a friend as I didn’t want to come back, 
and he didn’t want me to come back neither, and so we’d 
walk together towards Pately, and then he’d set me 
back again, and there we’d be wal two o’clock 1 the 
mornin’ settin’ each other to an’ fro like a blasted pair 0’ 
pendulums ’twixt hill and valley, long after th’ light 
had gone out 7’ ’Liza’s window, as both on us had been 
looking at, pretending to watch the moon.’ 

‘Ah!’ broke in Mulvaney, ‘ye’d no chanst against the 
maraudin’ psalm-singer. They’ll take the airs an’ the 
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graces instid av the man nine times out av ten, an’ they 
only find the blunder later—the wimmen.’ 

‘That’s just where yo’re wrong,’ said Learoyd, redden- 
ing under the freckled tan of his cheeks. ‘I was th’ first 
wi ’Liza, an’ yo’d think that were enough. But th’ 
parson were a steady-gaited sort 0’ chap, and Jesse were 
strong o’ his side, and all th’ women 1’ the congregation 
dinned it to ’Liza ’at she were fair fond to take up wi’ a 
wastrel ne’er-do-weel like me, as was scarcelins respecta- 
ble an’ a fighting dog at his heels. It was all very well 
for her to be doing me good and saving my soul, but she 
must mind as she didn’t do herself harm. They talk o’ 
rich folk bein’ stuck up an’ genteel, but for cast-iron 
pride o’ respectability there’s nowt like poor chapel folk. 
It’s as cold as th’ wind o’ Greenhow Hill—ay, and colder, 
for ’twill never change. And now I come to think on it, 
one at strangest things I know is ’at they couldn’t abide 
th’ thought o’ soldiering. ‘There’s a vast o’ fighting V th’ 
Bible, and there’s a deal of Methodists in th’ army; but 
to hear chapel folk talk yo’d think that soldierin’ were 
next door, an’ t’other side, to hangin’. I’ their meetin’s 
all their talk is o’ fightin’. When Sammy Strother were 
stuck for summat to say in his prayers, he’d sing out, 
“Th? sword o’ th’ Lord and o’ Gideon.” They were 
allus at it about puttin’ on th’ whole armour o’ righteous- 
ness, an’ fightin’ the good fight o’ faith. And then, 
atop o’ ’t all, they held a prayer-meetin’ ower a young 
chap as wanted to ‘list, and nearly deafened him, till he 
picked up his hat and fair ran away. And they’d tell 
tales inth’Sunday-school 0’ bad ladsashad been thumped 
and brayed for bird-nesting 0’ Sundays and playin’ truant 
0’ week-days, and how they took to wrestlin’, dog-fight- 
in’, rabbit-runnin’, and drinkin’, till at last, as if ’twere a 
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hepitaph on a gravestone, they damned him across th’ 
moors wi, ‘‘an’ then he went and ’listed for a soldier,”’ 
an’ they’d all fetch a deep breath, and throw up their 
eyes like a hen drinkin’.’ 

‘Fwhy is ut?’ said Mulvaney, bringing down his hand 
on his thigh with a crack. ‘In the name av God, fwhy 
is ut? I’ve seen ut, tu. They cheat an’ they swindle 
an’ they lie an’ they slander, an’ fifty things fifty times 
worse; but the last an’ the worst by their reckonin’ is to 
serve the Widdy honest. It’s like the talk av childer— 
seein’ things all round.’ 

‘Plucky lot of fightin’ good fights of whatsername 
they’d do if we didn’t see they had a quiet place to fight 
in. And such fightin’ as theirs is! Cats on the tiles. 
T’other callin’ to which to come on. I'd give a month’s 
pay to get some o’ them broad-backed beggars in London 
sweatin’ through a day’s road-makin’ an’ a night’s rain. 
They’d carry on a deal afterwards—same as we’re sup- 
posed to carry on. I’ve bin turned out of a measly arf- 
license pub down Lambeth way, full o’ greasy kebmen, 
fore now,’ said Ortheris with an oath. 

‘Maybe you were dhrunk,’ said Mulvaney soothingly. 

‘Worse nor that. The Forders were drunk. I was 
wearin’ the Queen’s uniform.’ 

‘I’d no particular thought to be a soldier i’ them days,’ 
said Learoyd, still keeping his eye on the bare hill oppo- 
site, ‘but this sort o’ talk put iti? my head. They was 
so good, th’ chapel folk, that they tumbled ower t’other 
side. But I stuck to it for ’Liza’s sake, specially as she 
was learning me to sing the bass part in a horotorio as 
Jesse were gettin’ up. She sung like a throstle hersen, 
and we had practisin’s night after night for a matter of 
three months.’ 

81 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


‘I know what a horotorio is,’ said Ortheris pertly. 
‘It’s a sort of chaplain’s sing-song—words all out of the 
Bible, and hullabaloojah choruses.’ 

‘Most Greenhow Hill folks played some instrument 
or t’other, an’ they all sung so you might have heard 
them miles away, and they were so pleased wi’ the noise 
they made they didn’t fare to want anybody to listen. 
The preacher sung high seconds when he wasn’t playin’ 
the flute, an’ they set me, as hadn’t got far with big fid- 
dle, again’ Willie Satterthwaite, to jog his elbow when 
he had to get a’ gate playin’. Old Jesse was happy if 
ever a man was, for he were th’ conductor an’ th’ first 
fiddle an’ th’ leadin’ singer, beatin’ time wi’ his fiddle- 
stick, till at times he’d rap with it on the table, and cry 
out, ““Now, you mun all stop; it’s my turn.”’ And he’d 
face round to his front, fair sweating wi’ pride, to sing 
th’ tenor solos. But he were grandest i th’ choruses, 
waggin’ his head, flingin’ his arms round like a windmill 
and singin’ hisself black in the face. A rare singer were 
Jesse. 

“Yo’ see, I was not 0’ much account wi’ ’em all ex- 
ceptin’ to ’Liza Roantree, and I had a deal o’ time settin’ 
quiet at meetings and horotorio practices to hearken 
their talk, and if it were strange to me at beginnin’, it 
got stranger still at after, when I was shut on it, and 
could study what it meaned. 

‘Just after th’ horotorios came off, ’Liza, as had allus 
been weakly like, was took very bad. I walked Dr. 
Warbottom’s horse up and down a deal of times while he 
were inside, where they wouldn’t let me go, though I 
fair ached to see her. 

* **She’ll be better 1’ noo, lad—better i’ nvo,”’ he used 
to say. “‘Tha mun ha’ patience.” Then they said if I 
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was quiet I might go in, and th’ Reverend Amos Barra- 
clough used to read to her lyin’ propped up among th’ 
pillows. Then she began to mend a bit, and they let 
me carry her on to th’ settle, and when it got warm again 
she went about same as afore. Th’ preacher and me 
and Blast was a deal together i? them days, and i’ 
one way we was rare good comrades. But I could ha’ 
stretched him time and again with a good will. I mind 
one day he said he would like to go down into th’ bowels 
o th’ earth, and see how th’ Lord had builded th’ frame- 
work o’ th’ everlastin’ hills. He were one of them chaps 
as had a gift o’ sayin’ things. They rolled off the tip of 
his cliver tongue, same as Mulvaney here as would ha’ 
made a rare good preacher if he had nobbut given his 
mind to it. I lent him a suit o’ miner’s kit as almost 
buried th’ little man, and his white face down Y th’ coat- 
collar and hat-flap looked like the face of a boggart, and 
he cowered down 7’ th’ bottom o’ th’ waggon. I was 
drivin’ a tram as led up a bit of an incline up to th’ cave 
where the engine was pumpin’, and where th’ ore was 
brought up and put into th’ waggons as went down 0’ 
themselves, me puttin’ th’ brake on and th’ horses a-trot- 
tin’ after. Long as it was daylight we were good friends, 
but when we got fair into th’ dark, and could nobbut see 
th’ day shinin’ at the hole like a lamp at a street-end, I 
feeled downright wicked. Mareligion dropped all away 
from me when I looked back at him as were always com- 
in’ between me and ’Liza. The talk was ’at they were 
to be wed when she got better, an’ I couldn’t get her to 
say yes or nay to it. He began to sing a hymn in his 
thin voice, and I came out wi’ a chorus that was all cuss- 
in’ an’ swearin’ at my horses, an’ I began to know how 
I hated him. He were such a little chap, too. I could 
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drop him wi’ one hand down Garstang’s Copper-hole—a 
place where th’ beck slithered ower th’ edge on a rock, 
and fell wi’ a bit of a whisper into a pit as no rope 1’ 
Greenhow could plump.’ 

Again Learoyd rooted up the innocent violets. ‘Ay, 
he should see th’ bowels o’ th’ earth an’ niver naught 
else. I could take him a mile or two along th’ drift, and 
leave him wi’ his candle doused to cry hallelujah, wi’ 
none to hear him and say amen. I was to lead him 
down th’ ladder-way to th’ drift where Jesse Roantree 
was workin’, and why shouldn’t he slip on th’ ladder, 
wi my feet on his fingers till they loosed grip, and I put 
him down wi my heel? If I went fust down th’ ladder I 
could click hold on him and chuck him over my head, so 
as he should go squshin’ down the shaft, breakin’ his 
bones at ev’ry timberin’ as Bill Appleton did when he 
was fresh, and hadn’t a bone left when he wrought to 
th’ bottom. Nivera blasted leg to walk from Pately. 
Niver an arm to put round ’Liza Roantree’s waist. Niver 
no more—niver no more.’ 

Thethicklipscurled backoverthe yellow teeth, and that 
flushed face was not pretty to look upon. Mulvaney nod- 
ded sympathy, and Ortheris, moved by his comrade’s 
passion, brought up the rifle to his shoulder, and searched 
the hillside for his quarry, muttering ribaldry about a 
sparrow, a spout, and a thunder-storm. ‘The voice of 
the watercourse supplied the necessary small talk till 
Learoyd picked up his story. 

‘But it’s none so easy to kill a man like yon. When 
I’d given up my horses to th’ lad as took my place and I 
was showin’ th’ preacher th’ workin’s, shoutin’ into his 
ear across th’ clang o’ th’ pumpin’ engines, I saw he were 
afraid o’ naught; and when the lamplight showed his 
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black eyes, I could feel as he was masterin’ me again. I 
were no better nor Blast chained up short and growlin’ 
i’ the depths of him while a strange dog went safe past. 

* ““Th’ art a coward and a fool,” I said to mysen; an’ I 
wrestled ? my mind again’ him till, when we come to 
Garstang’s Copper-hole, I laid hold o’ the preacher and 
lifted him up over my head and held him into the dark- 
est on it. ‘“‘Now, lad,” I says, “‘it’s to be one or t’other 
on us—thee or me—for ’Liza Roantree. Why, isn’t 
thee afraid for thysen?’’ I says, for he were still i? my 
armsasasack. ‘“‘Nay;I’m but afraid for thee, my poor 
lad, as knows naught,’ says he. I set him down on 
th’ edge, an’ th’ beck run stiller, an’ there was no more 
buzzin’ in my head like when th’ bee come through th’ 
window o’ Jesse’s house. ‘“‘What dost tha mean?”’ 
says I. 

*“T’ve often thought as thou ought to know,”’ says he, 
‘‘but ’twas hard to tell thee. *Liza Roantree’s for nei- 
ther on us, nor for nobody o’ thisearth. Dr. Warbottom 
says—and he knows her, and her mother before her— 
that she is in a decline, and she cannot live six months 
longer. He’s known it formanyaday. Steady, John! 
steady!’’ says he. And that weak little man pulled me 
further back and set me again’ him, and talked it all over 
quiet and still, me turnin’ a bunch o’ candles in my hand 
and counting them ower and ower again as I listened. 
A deal on it were th’ regular preachin’ talk, but there 
were a vast lot as made me begin to think as he were 
more of a man than I’d ever given him credit for, till I 
were cut as deep for him as I were for mysen. 

‘Six candles we had, and we crawled and climbed all 
that day while they lasted, and I said to mysen, “’Liza 
Roantree hasn’t six months to live.” And when we 

85 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


came into th’ daylight again we were like dead men to 
look at, an’ Blast come behind us without so much as 
waggin’ his tai’ When I saw ’Liza again she looked at 
me a minute and says, ““Who’s telled tha? For I see 
tha knows.” And she tried to smile as she kissed me, 
and I fair broke down. 

‘Yo’ see, I was a young chap 7’ them days, and had 
seen naught o’ life, let alone death, as is allus a-waitin’. 
She telled me as Dr. Warbottom said as Greenhow air 
was too keen, and they were goin’ to Bradford, to Jesse’s 
brother David, as worked 7’ a mill, and I mun hold up 
like aman and a Christian, and she’d pray forme. Well, 
and they went away, and the preacher that same back 
end o’ th’ year were appointed to another circuit, as they 
call it, and I were left alone on Greenhow Hill. 

‘I tried, and IJ tried hard, to stick to th’ chapel, but 
*tweren’t th’ same thing at after. I hadn’t ’Liza’s voice 
to follow 7 th’ singin’, nor her eyes a-shinin’ acrost their 
heads. And i th’ class-meetings they said as I mun 
have some experiences to tell, and I hadn’t a word to say 
for mysen. 

‘Blast and me moped a good deal, and happen we 
didn’t behave ourselves over well, for they dropped us and 
wondered however they’d come to take us up. I can’t 
tell how we got through th’ time, while 7? th’ winter I 
gave up my job and went to Bradford. Old Jesse were 
at th’ door o’ th’ house, in a long street o’ little houses. 
He’d been sendin’ th’ children ’way as were clatterin’ 
their clogs in th’ causeway, for she were asleep. 

*“*Is it thee?’’ he says; “‘but you’re not to see her. 
I’ll none have her wakened for a nowt like thee. She’s 
goin’ fast, and she mun go in peace. Thou’lt never be 
good for naught 7 th’ world, and as long as thou lives 
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thou’ll never play the big fiddle. Get away, lad, get 
away!’ So he shut the door softly i’ my face. 

“Nobody never made Jesse my master, but it seemed 
to me he was about right, and I went away into the town 
and knocked up against a recruiting sergeant. The old 
tales o’ th’ chapel folk came buzzin’ into my head. I 
was to get away, and this were th’ regular road for the 
likes o’ me. I ‘listed there and then, took th’ Widow’s 
shillin’, and had a bunch o’ ribbons pinned i’ my hat. 

“But next day I found my way to David Roantree’s 
door, and Jesse came to open it. Says he, “Thou’s 
come back again wi’ th’ devil’s colours flyin’—thy true 
colours, as I always telled thee.”’ 

‘But I begged and prayed of him to let me see her nob- 
but to say good-bye, till a woman calls down th’ stair- 
way, “‘She says John Learoyd’s to come up.” Th’ old 
man shifts aside in a flash, and lays his hand on my arm, 
quite gentle like. ‘But thou’lt be quiet, John,” says he, 
‘“‘for she’s rare and weak. ‘Thou was allus a good lad.” 

‘Her eyes were all alive wi’ light, and her hair was 
thick on the pillow round her, but her cheeks were thin 
—thin to frighten a man that’s strong. “Nay, father, 
yo mayn’t say th’ devil’s colours. Them ribbons is 
pretty.’ An’ she held out her hands for th’ hat, an’ she 
put all straight as a woman will wi’ ribbons. “‘Nay, but 
what they’re pretty,” she says. “‘Eh, but I’d ha’ liked 
to see thee 1’ thy red coat, John, for thou was allus my 
own lad—my very own lad, and none else.”’ 

‘She lifted up her arms, and they come round my 
neck i’ a gentle grip, and they slacked away, and she 
seemed fainting. ‘‘Now yo’ mun get away, lad,” says 
Jesse, and I picked up my hat and I came downstairs. 

‘Th’ recruiting sergeant were waitin’ for me at th’ cor- 
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ner public-house. ‘‘ Yo’ve seen your sweetheart?” says 
he. ‘Yes, I’ve seen her,” says I. ‘‘ Well, we’ll have a 
quart now, and you'll do your best to forget her,”’ says 
he, bein’ one o’ them smart, bustlin’ chaps. “Ay, ser- 
geant,” says I. “Forgether.” And I’ve been forgettin’ 
her ever since.’ 

He threw away the wilted clump of white violets as he 
spoke. Ortheris suddenly rose to his knees, his rifle at 
his shoulder, and peered across the valley in the clear 
afternoon light. His chin cuddled the stock, and there 
was a twitching of the muscles of the right cheek as he 
sighted; Private Stanley Ortheris was engaged on his 
business. <A speck of white crawled up the watercourse. 

“See-thatbesoar? sy... <4) Got im. 

Seven hundred yards away, and a full two hundred 
down the hillside, the deserter of the Aurangabadis 
pitched forward, rolled down a red rock, and lay very still, 
with his face in a clump of blue gentians, while a big raven 
flapped out of the pine wood to make investigation. 

‘That’s a clean shot, little man,’ said Mulvaney. 

Learoyd thoughtfully watched the smoke clear away. 
‘Happen there was a lass tewed up wi’ him, too,’ said he. 

Ortheris did not reply. He was staring across the 
valley, with the smile of the artist who looks on the com- 
pleted work. 
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THE MAN WHO WAS 
(1890) 


The Earth gave up her dead that tide, 
Into our camp he came, 

And said his say, and went his way, 
And left our hearts aflame. 


Keep tally—on the gun-butt score 
The vengeance we must take, 
When God shall bring full reckoning, 
For our dead comrade’s sake. 
Ballad. 


delightful person till he tucks in his shirt. As 

an Oriental he is charming. It is only when he 
insists upon being treated as the most easterly of western 
peoples instead of the most westerly of easterns that he 
becomes a racial anomaly extremely difficult to handle. 
The host never knows which side of his nature is going 
to turn up next. 

Dirkovitch was a Russian—a Russian of the Russians 
—who appeared to get his bread by serving the Czar 
as an officer in a Cossack regiment, and corresponding 
for a Russian newspaper with a name that was never 
twice alike. He wasa handsome young Oriental, fond of 
« andering through unexplored portions of the earth, and 


| ET it be clearly understood that the Russian is a 
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he arrived in India from nowhere in particular. At least 
no living man could ascertain whether it was by way of 
Balkh, Badakshan, Chitral, Beluchistan, or Nepaul, or 
anywhere else. The Indian Government, being in an 
unusually affable mood, gave orders that he was to be 
civilly treated and shown everything that was to be seen. 
So he drifted, talking bad English and worse French, 
from one city to another, till he forgathered with Her 
Majesty’s White Hussars in the city of Peshawur, which 
stands at the mouth of that narrow swordcut in the hills 
that men call the Khyber Pass. He was undoubtedly 
an officer, and he was decorated after the manner of the 
Russians with little enamelled crosses, and he could talk 
and (though this has nothing to do with his merits) he 
had been given up as a hopeless task, or cask, by the 
Black Tyrone, who individually and collectively, with 
hot whisky and honey, mulled brandy, and mixed spirits 
of every kind, had striven in all hospitality to make him 
drunk. And when the Black Tyrone, who are exclusively 
Irish, fail to disturb the peace of head of a foreigner— 
that foreigner is certain to be a superior man. 

The White Hussars were as conscientious in choosing 
their wine asin charging theenemy. All that they pos- 
sessed, including some wondrous brandy, was placed at 
the absolute disposition of Dirkovitch, and he enjoyed 
himself hugely—even more than among the Black Ty- 
rones. 

But he remained distressingly European through it all. 
The White Hussars were ‘My dear true friends,’ ‘Fel- 
low-soldiers glorious,’ and ‘Brothers inseparable.’ He 
would unburden himself by the hour on the glorious 
future that awaited the combined arms of England and 
Russia when their hearts and their territories should 
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run side by side, and the great mission of civilising Asia 
should begin. That was unsatisfactory, because Asia 
is not going to be civilised after the methods of the West. 
There is too much Asia and she is too old.. You cannot 
reform a lady of many lovers, and Asia has been insatia- 
ble in her flirtations aforetime. She will never attend 
Sunday-school or learn to vote save with swords for 
tickets. 

Dirkovitch knew this as well as any one else, but it 
suited him to talk special-correspondently and to make 
himself as genial as he could. Now and then he volun- 
teered a little, a very little information about his own 
sotnia of Cossacks, left apparently to look after them- 
selves somewhere at the back of beyond. He had done 
rough work in Central Asia, and had seen rather more 
help-yourself fighting than most men of his years. But 
he was careful never to betray his superiority, and more 
than careful to praise on all occasions the appearance, 
drill, uniform, and organisation of Her Majesty’s White 
Hussars. And indeed they were a regiment to be ad- 
mired. When Lady Durgan, widow of the late Sir John 
Durgan, arrived in their station, and after a short time 
had been proposed to by every single man at mess, she 
put the public sentiment very neatly when she explained 
that they were all so nice that unless she could marry 
them all, including the colonel and some majors already 
married, she was not going to content herself with one 
hussar. Wherefore she wedded a little man in a rifle 
regiment, being by nature contradictious; and the White 
Hussars were going to wear crape on their arms, but 
compromised by attending the wedding in full force, and 
lining the aisle with unutterable reproach. She had 
jilted them all—from Basset-Holmer the senior captain 
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to little Mildred the junior subaltern, who could have 
given her four thousand a year and a title. 

The only persons who did not share the general re- 
gard for the White Hussars were a few thousand gentle- 
men of Jewish extraction who lived across the border, 
and answered to the name of Pathan. They had once 
met the regiment officially and for something less than 
twenty minutes, but the interview, which was complhi- 
cated with many casualties, had filled them with preju- 
dice. They even called the White Hussars children of 
the devil and sons of persons whom it would be perfectly 
impossible to meet in decent society. Yet they were 
not above making their aversion fill their money-belts. 
The regiment possessed carbines—beautiful Martini- 
Henry carbines that would lob a bullet into an enemy’s 
camp at one thousand yards, and were even handier than 
the long rifle. Therefore they were coveted all along 
the border, and since demand inevitably breeds supply, 
they were supplied at the risk of life and limb for exactly 
their weight in coined silver—seven and one half pounds 
weight of rupees, or sixteen pounds sterling reckoning 
the rupee at par. They were stolen at night by snaky- 
haired thieves who crawled on their stomachs under the 
nose of the sentries; they disappeared mysteriously from 
locked arm-racks, and in the hot weather, when all the 
barrack doors and windows were open, they vanished 
hike puffs of their own smoke.. The border people de- 
sired them for family vendettas and contingencies. But 
in the long cold nights of the northern Indian winter 
they were stolen most extensively. The traffic of mur- 
der was liveliest among the hills at that season, and prices 
ruled high. Theregimental guards were first doubled and 
then trebled. A trooper does not much care if he loses a 
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weapon—Government must make it good—but he deeply 
resents the loss of his sleep. The regiment grew very 
angry, and one rifle-thief bears the visible marks of their 
anger upon him to thishour. That incident stopped the 
burglaries for a time, and the guards were reduced accord- 
ingly, and the regiment devoted itself to polo with unex- 
pected results; for it beat by two goals to one that very 
terrible polo corps the Lushkar Light Horse, though the 
latter had four ponies apiece for a short hour’s fight, as 
well as a native officer who played like a lambent flame 
across the ground. 

They gave a dinner to celebrate the event. The Lush- 
kar team came, and Dirkovitch came, in the fullest full 
uniform of a Cossack officer, which is as full asa dressing- 
gown, and was introduced to the Lushkars, and opened 
hiseyes ashe regarded. ‘They were lighter men than the 
Hussars, and they carried themselves with the swing that 
is the peculiar right of the Punjab Frontier Force and all 
Irregular Horse. Like everything else in the Service it 
has to be learnt, but, unlike many things, it is never for- 
gotten, and remains on the body till death. 

The great beam-roofed mess-room of the White Hus- 
sars was a sight to be remembered. All the mess plate 
was out on the long table—the same table that had served 
up the bodies of five officers after a forgotten fight long 
and long ago—the dingy, battered standards faced the 
door of entrance, clumps of winter-roses lay between the 
silver candlesticks, and the portraits of eminent officers 
deceased looked down on their successors from between 
the heads of sambhur, nilghai, markhor, and, pride of all 
the mess, two grinning snow-leopards that had cost 
Basset-Holmer four months’ leave that he might have 


epeut in England, instead of on the road to Thibet and 
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the daily risk of his life by Iedge, snow-slide, and grassy 
slope. 

The servants in spotless white muslin and the crest of 
their regiments on the brow of their turbans waited be- 
hind their masters, who were clad in the scarlet and gold 
of the White Hussars, and the cream and silver of the 
Lushkar Light Horse. Dirkovitch’s dull green uniform 
was the only dark spot at the board, but his big onyx 
eyes made up forit. He was fraternising effusively with 
the captain of the Lushkar team, who was wondering 
how many of Dirkovitch’s Cossacks his own dark wiry 
down-countrymen could account for in a fair charge. 
But one does not speak of these things openly. 

The talk rose higher and higher, and the regimental 
band played between the courses, as is the immemorial 
custom, till all tongues ceased for a moment with the re- 
moval of the dinner-slips and the first toast of obligation, 
when an officer rising said, ‘Mr. Vice, the Queen,’ and 
little Mildred from the bottom of the table answered, 
“The Queen, God bless her,’ and the big spurs clanked 
as the big men heaved themselves up and drank the 
Queen upon whose pay they were falsely supposed to set- 
tle their mess-bills. That Sacrament of the Mess never 
srows old, and never ceases to bring a lump into the 
throat of the listener wherever he be by sea or by land. 
Dirkovitch rose with his ‘brothers glorious,’ but he 
could not understand. No one but an officer can tell 
what the toast means; and the bulk have more senti- 
ment than comprehension. Immediately after the little 
silence that follows on the ceremony there entered the na- 
tive officer who had played for the Lushkar team. He 
could not, of course, eat with the mess, but he came in at 
dessert, all six feet of him, with the blue and silver tur- 
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ban atop, and the big black boots below. The mess 
rose joyously as he thrust forward the hilt of his sabre in 
token of fealty for the colonel of the White Hussars to 
touch, and dropped into a vacant chair amid shouts of: 
“Rung ho, Hira Singh!’ (which being translated means 
‘Go in and win’). ‘Did I whack you over the knee, old 
man?’ ‘Ressaidar Sahib, what the devil made you play 
that kicking pig of a pony in the last ten minutes?’ 
‘Shabash, Ressaidar Sahib!’ Then the voice of the 
colonel, ‘The health of Ressaidar Hira Singh!’ 

After the shouting had died away Hira Singh rose to 
reply, for he was the cadet of a royal house, the son of a 
king’s son, and knew what was due on these occasions. 
Thus he spoke in the vernacular:—‘ Colonel Sahib and 
officers of this regiment. Much honour have you done 
me. This will I remember. We came down from afar 
to play you. But we were beaten.’ (‘No fault of yours, 
Ressaidar Sahib. Played on our own ground y’know. 
Your ponies were cramped from the railway. Don’t 
apologise!’) ‘Therefore perhaps we will come again if 
it be so ordained.’ (‘Hear! Hear! Hear, indeed! Bravo! 
Hsh!’) ‘Then we will play you afresh’ (“Happy tomeet 
you.’) ‘till there are left no feet upon our ponies. Thus 
far for sport.’ He dropped one hand on his sword-hilt 
and his eye wandered to Dirkovitch lolling back in his 
chair. ‘But if by the will of God there arises any other 
game which is not the polo game, then be assured, Col- 
onel Sahib and officers, that we will play it out side by side, 
though they,’ again his eye sought Dirkovitch, ‘though 
they I say have fifty ponies to our one horse.’ And with 
a deep-mouthed Rung-ho! that sounded like a musket- 
butt on flagstones, he sat down amid leaping glasses. 

Dirkovitch, who had devoted himself steadily to the 
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brandy—the terrible brandy aforementioned—did not 
understand, nor did theexpurgated translations offered to 
him at all convey the point. Decidedly Hira Singh’s was 
the speech of the evening, and the clamour might have con- 
tinued to the dawn had it not been broken by the noise of 
a shot without that sent every man feeling at his defence- 
less left side. Then there wasa scuffle and a yell of pain. 

‘Carbine-stealing again!’ said the adjutant, calmly 
sinking back in his chair. ‘This comes of reducing the 
guards. I hope the sentries have killed him.’ 

The feet of armed men pounded on the veranda flags, 
and it was as though something was being dragged. 

‘Why don’t they put him in the cells till the morning?’ 
said the colonel testily. ‘See if they’ve damaged him, 
sergeant.’ 

The mess sergeant fled out into the darkness and re- 
turned with two troopers and a corporal, all very much 
perplexed. 

“Caught aman stealin’ carbines, sir,’ said the corporal. 
‘Leastways ’e was crawlin’ towards the barricks, sir, 
past the main road sentries, an’ the sentry ’e sez, sir—’ 

The limp heap of rags upheld by the three men groaned. 
Never was seen so destitute and demoralised an Afghan. 
He was turbanless, shoeless, caked with dirt, and all but 
dead with rough handling. Hira Singh started slightly 
at the sound of the man’s pain. Dirkovitch took another 
glass of brandy. 

“What does the sentry say?’ said the colonel. 

‘Sez ’e speaks English, sir,’ said the corporal. 

‘So you brought him into mess instead of handing him 
over to the sergeant! If he spoke all the Tongues of the 
Pentecost you’ve no business—’ 

Again the bundle groaned and muttered. Little Mil- 
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dred had risen from his place to inspect. He jumped 
back as though he had been shot. 

‘Perhaps it would be better, sir, to send the men 
away,’ said he to the colonel, for he was a much privi- 
leged subaltern. He put his arms round the rag-bound 
horror as he spoke, and dropped him into a chair. It 
may not have been explained that the littleness of Mil- 
dred lay in his being six feet four and big in proportion. 
The corporal seeing that an officer was disposed to look 
after the capture, and that the colonel’s eye was begin- 
ning to blaze, promptly removed himself and his men. 
The mess was left alone with the carbine-thief, who laid 
his head on the table and wept bitterly, hopelessly, and 
inconsolably as little children weep. 

Hira Singh leapt to his feet. ‘Colonel Sahib,’ said he, 
‘that man is no Afghan, for they weep Ai! Ai! Nor is 
he of Hindustan, for they weep Oh! Ho! He weeps after 
the fashion of the white men, who say Ow! Ow!’ 

“Now where the dickens did you get that knowledge, 
Hira Singh?’ said the captain of the Lushkar team. 

‘Hear him!’ said Hira Singh simply, pointing at the 
crumpled figure that wept as though it would never 
cease. 

‘He said, ‘My God!” ’ said little Mildred. ‘I heard 
him say it.’ 

The colonel and the mess-room looked at the man in 
silence. Itisa horrible thingto hearamancry. A wo- 
man can sob from the top of her palate, or her lips, or 
anywhere else, but a man must cry from his diaphragm, 
and it rends him to pieces. 

‘Poor devil!’ said the colonel, coughing tremendously. 
‘We ought to send him to hospital. He’s been man- 
handled.’ 

OF 
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Now the adjutant loved his carbines. They were to 
him as his grandchildren, the men standing in the first 
place. He grunted rebelliously: ‘I can understand an 
Afghan stealing, because he’s built that way. But I 
can’t understand his crying. That makes it worse.’ 

The brandy must have affected Dirkovitch, for he lay 
back in his chair and stared at the ceiling. There was 
nothing special in the ceiling beyond a shadow as of a 
huge black coffin. Owing to some peculiarity in the con- 
structionofthe mess-roomthisshadow was always thrown 
when the candles were lighted. It never disturbed the 
digestion of the White Hussars. They were in fact rather 
proud of it. 

‘Is he going to cry all night?’ said the colonel, ‘or are 
we supposed to sit up with little Mildred’s guest until he 
feels better?’ 

The man in the chair threw up his head and stared at 
the mess. ‘Oh, my God!’ he said, and every soul in the 
mess rose to his feet. Then the Lushkar captain did a 
deed for which he ought to have been given the Victoria 
Cross—distinguished gallantry in a fight against over- 
whelming curiosity. He picked up his team with his 
eyes as the hostess picks up the ladies at the opportune 
moment, and pausing only by the colonel’s chair to say, 
‘This isn’t our affair, you know, sir,’ led them into the 
veranda and the gardens. Hira Singh was the last to go, 
and he looked at Dirkovitch. But Dirkovitch had de- 
parted into a brandy-paradise of his own. His lips moved 
without sound, and he was studying the coffin on the 
ceiling. 

*White—white all over,’ said Basset-Holmer, the ad- 
jutant. ‘What a pernicious renegade he must be! I won- 
der where he came from?’ 
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The colonel shook the man gently by the arm, and 
“Who are you?’ said he. 

There was no answer. The man stared round the 
mess-room and smiled in the colonel’s face. Little Mil- 
dred, who was always more of a woman than a man till 
‘Boot and saddle’ was sounded, repeated the question 
in a voice that would have drawn confidences from a gey- 
ser. [be man only smiled. Dirkovitch at the far end 
of the table slid gently from his chair to the floor. No 
son of Adam in this present imperfect world can mix 
the Hussars’ champagne with the Hussars’ brandy by 
five and eight glasses of each without remembering the 
pit whence he was digged and descending thither. The 
band began to play the tune with which the White Hus- 
sars from the date of their formation have concluded all 
their functions. They would sooner be disbanded than 
abandon that tune; it is a part of their system. The 
man straightened himself in his chair and drummed on 
the table with his fingers. 

‘I don’t see why we should entertain lunatics,’ said 
the colonel. ‘Call a guard and send him off to the cells. 
We'll look into the business in the morning. Give him 
a glass of wine first though.’ 

Little Mildred filled a sherry-glass with the brandy 
and thrust it over to the man. He drank, and the tune 
rose louder, and he straightened himself yet more. Then 
he put out his long-taloned hands to a piece of plate 
opposite and fingered it lovingly. There was a mystery 
connected with that piece of plate, in the shape of a 
spring which converted what was a seven-branched can- 
dlestick, three springs on each side and one in the mid- 
dle, into a sort of wheel-spoke candelabrum. He found 
the spring, pressed it, and laughed weakly. He rose 
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from his chair and inspected a picture on the wall, then 
moved on to another picture, the mess watching him 
without a word. When he came to the mantelpiece he 
shook his head and seemed distressed. A piece of plate 
representing a mounted Hussar in full uniform caught his 
eye. He pointed to it, and then to the mantelpiece with 
inquiry in his eyes. 

‘What is it—Oh what is it?’ said little Mildred. Then 
as a mother might speak to a child, ‘That is a horse. 
Yes, a horse.’ 

Very slowly came the answer in a thick, passionless 
guttural—‘ Yes, I—have seen. But—where is the horse?’ 

You could have heard the hearts of the mess beating 
as the men drew back to give the stranger full room in his 
wanderings. ‘There was no question of calling the guard. 

Again he spoke—very slowly, ‘Where is our horse?’ 

There is but one horse in the White Hussars, and his 
portrait hangs outside the door of the mess-room. He 
is the piebald drum-horse, the king of the regimental band, 
that served the regiment for seven-and-thirty years, and 
in the end was shot for old age. Half the mess tore the 
thing down from its place and thrust it into the man’s 
hands. He placed it above the mantelpiece, it clattered 
on the ledge as his poor hands dropped it, and hestaggered 
towards the bottom of the table, falling into Mildred’s 
chair. Then all the men spoke to one another something 
after this fashion, ‘The drum-horse hasn’t hung over the 
mantelpiece since 67.’ ‘Howdoesheknow?’ ‘Mildred, 
go and speak to him again.” ‘Colonel, what are you go- 
ing todo?’ ‘Oh, dry up, and give the poor devil a chance 
to pull himself together.’ ‘Itisn’t possible anyhow. The 
man’s a lunatic.’ 

Little Mildred stood at the colonel’s side talking in 
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his ear. ‘Will you be good enough to take your seats 
please, gentlemen!’ he said, and the mess dropped into 
the chairs. Only Dirkovitch’s seat, next to little Mil- 
dred’s, was blank, and little Mildred himself had found 
Hira Singh’s place. The wide-eyed mess-sergeant filled 
the glasses in dead silence. Once more the colonel rose, 
but his hand shook, and the port spilled on the table as 
he looked straight at the man in little Mildred’s chair 
and said hoarsely, ‘Mr. Vice, the Queen.’ There wasa 
little pause, but the man sprung to his feet and answered 
without hesitation, ‘The Queen, God bless her!’ and as 
he emptied the thin glass he snapped the shank between 
his fingers. 

Long and long ago, when the Empress of India was a 
young woman and there were no unclean ideals in the land, 
it was the custom of a few messes to drink the Queen’s 
toast in broken glass, to the vast delight of the mess- 
contractors. The custom is now dead, because there 
is nothing to break anything for, except now and again 
the word of a Government, and that has been broken 
already. 

“That settles it,’ said the colonel, with a gasp. ‘He’s 
not asergeant. What in the world is he?’ 

The entire mess echoed the word, and the volley of 
questions would have scared any man. It was no won- 
der that the ragged, filthy invader could only smile and 
shake his head. 

From under the table, calm and smiling, rose Dirko- 
vitch, who had been roused from healthful slumber by 
feet upon his body. By the side of the man he rose, and 
the man shrieked and grovelled. It was a horrible sight 
coming so swiftly upon the pride and glory of the toast 
that had brought the strayed wits together. 
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Dirkovitch made no offer to raise him, but little Mil- 
dred heaved him up in aninstant. It isnot good that a 
gentleman who can answer to the Queen’s toast should 
lie at the feet of a subaltern of Cossacks. 

The hasty action tore the wretch’s upper clothing 
nearly to the waist, and his body was seamed with dry 
black scars. There is only one weapon in the world that 
cuts in parallel lines, and it is neither the cane nor the 
cat. Dirkovitch saw the marks, and the pupils of his 
eyes dilated. Also his face changed. He said some- 
thing that sounded like ‘Shto ve takete,’ and the man 
fawning answered, ‘Chetyre.’ 

‘“What’s that?’ said everybody together. 

‘His number. That is number four, you know,’ Dir- 
kovitch spoke very thickly. 

“What has a Queen’s officer to do witha qualified num- 
ber?’ said the colonel, and an unpleasant growl ran round 
the table. 

‘How can I tell?’ said the affable Oriental with a sweet 
smile. ‘He is a—how you have it?—escape—run-a- 
way, from over there.’ He nodded towards the dark- 
ness of the night. 

‘Speak to him if he’ll answer you, and speak to him 
gently,’ said little Mildred, settling the man in a chair. 
It seemed most improper to all present that Dirkovitch 
should sip brandy as he talked in purring, spitting Rus- 
sian to the creature who answered so feebly and with 
such evident dread. But since Dirkovitch appeared to 
understand no one said a word. All breathed heavily, 
leaning forward, in the long gaps of the conversation. 
The next time that they have no engagements on hand 
the White Hussars intend to go to St. Petersburg in a 
body to learn Russian. 
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“He does not know how many years ago,’ said Dirko- 
vitch, facing the mess, ‘but he says it was very long ago 
inawar. I think that there was an accident. He says 
he was of this glorious and distinguished regiment in the 
war.’ 

“The rolls! The rolls! Holmer, get the rolls!’ said 
little Mildred, and the adjutant dashed off bare-headed 
to the orderly-room, where the muster-rolls of the regi- 
ment were kept. He returned just in time to hear Dir- 
kovitch conclude, ‘Therefore, my dear friends, I am 
most sorry to say there was an accident which would 
have been reparable if he had apologised to that our 
colonel, which he had insulted.’ 

Then followed another growl which the colonel tried 
to beat down. ‘The mess was in no mood just then to 
weigh insults to Russian colonels. 

‘He does not remember, but I think that there was an 
accident, and so he was not exchanged among the pris- 
oners, but he was sent to another place—how do you 
say?—the country. So, he says, he came here. He 
does not know how he came. Eh? Hewasat Chepany’ 
—the man caught the word, nodded, and shivered—‘at 
Zhigansk and Irkutsk. I cannot understand how he 
escaped. He says, too, that he was in the forests for 
many years, but how many years he has forgotten— 
that with many things. It was an accident; done be- 
cause he did not apologise to that ourcolonel. Ah!’ 

Instead of echoing Dirkovitch’s sigh of regret, it is sad 
to record that the White Hussars livelily exhibited un- 
Christian delight and other emotions, hardly restrained 
by their sense of hospitality. Holmer flung the frayed 
and yellow regimental rolls on the table, and the men 


flung themselves at these. 
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‘Steady! Fifty-six—fifty-five—fifty-four,’ said Hcl- 
mer. ‘Here we are. ‘‘Lieutenant Austin Limmason. 
Missing.”” That was before Sebastopol. What an in- 
fernal shame! Insulted one of their colonels, and was 
quietly shipped off. Thirty years of his life wiped out.’ 

‘But he never apologised. Said he’d see him damnc:! 
first,’ chorused the mess. 

‘Poorchap! Isuppose he never had the chance after- 
wards. How did he come here?’ said the colonel. 

The dingy heap in the chair could give no answer. 

‘Do you know who you are?’ 

It laughed weakly. 

‘Do you know that you are Limmason—Lieutenant 
Limmason of the White Hussars?’ 

Swiftly as a shot came the answer, in a slightly sur- 
prised tone, ‘Yes, I’m Limmason, of course.’ The light 
died out in his eyes, and the man collapsed, watching 
every motion of Dirkovitch with terror. A flight from 
Siberia may fix a few elementary facts in the mind, but 
it does not seem to lead to continuity of thought. The 
man could not explain how, like a homing pigeon, he had 
found his way to his own old mess again. Of what he 
had suffered or seen he knew nothing. He cringed be- 
fore Dirkovitch as instinctively as he had pressed the 
spring of the candlestick, sought the picture of the drum- 
horse, and answered to the toast of the Queen. The 
rest was a blank that the dreaded Russian tongue could 
only in part remove. His head bowed on his breast, 
and he giggled and cowered alternately. 

The devil that lived in the brandy prompted Dirko- 
vitch at this extremely inopportune moment to make a 
speech. He rose, swaying slightly, gripped the table- 
edge, while his eyes glowed like opals, and began: 
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‘Fellow-soldiers glorious—true friends and _ hospita- 
bles. It was an accident, and deplorable—most de- 
plorable.’ Here he smiled sweetly all round the mess. 
“But you will think of this little, little thing. So little, 
isitnot? The Czar! Posh! I slap my fingers—I snap 
my fingers at him. DoJ believe in him? No! But in 
us Slav who has done nothing, him I believe. Seventy 
——how much—millions peoples that have done nothing 
—notonething. Posh! Napoleon was anepisode.’ He 
banged a hand on the table. ‘Hear you, old peoples, 
we have done nothing in the world—out here. All our 
work is to do; and it shall be done, old peoples. Get 
a-way!’ He waved his hand imperiously and pointed 
to the man. ‘You see him. He is not good to see. 
He was just one little—oh, so little—accident, that no one 
remembered. Nowheis That! Sowill you be, brother 
soldiers so brave—so will you be. But you will never 
come back. You will all go where he is gone, or’—he 
pointed to the great coffin-shadow on the ceiling, and 
muttering, ‘Seventy millions—get a-way, you old peo- 
ples,’ fell asleep. 

‘Sweet, and to the point,’ said little Mildred. ‘What’s 
the use of getting wroth? Let’s make this poor devil 
comfortable.’ 

But that was a matter suddenly and swiftly taken 
from the loving hands of the White Hussars. The lieu- 
tenant had returned only to go away again three days 
later, when the wail of the Dead March, and the tramp 
of the squadrons, told the wondering Station, who saw 
no gap in the mess-tablo, that an officer of the regiment 
had resigned his new-found commission. 

And Dirkovitch, bland, supple, and always genial, 
went away too by a night train. Little Mildred and 
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another man saw him off, for he was the guest of the 
mess, and even had he smitten the colonel with the open 
hand, the law of that mess allowed no relaxation of hos- 
pitality. 

‘Good-bye, Dirkovitch, and a pleasant journey,’ said 
little Mildred. 

‘Au revoir,’ said the Russian. 

‘Indeed! But we thought you were going home?’ 

‘Yes, but I will come again. My dear friends, is that 
road shut?’ He pointed to where the North Star burned 
over the Khyber Pass. 

‘By Jove! I forgot. Of course. Happy to meet 
you, old man, any time you like. Got everything you 
want? Cheroots, ice, bedding? That’s allright. Well, 
au revoir, Dirkovitch.’ 

‘Um,’ said the other man, as the tail-lights of the train 
grew small. ‘Of—all—the—unmitigated—!’ 

Little Mildred answered nothing, but watched the 
North Star and hummed a selection from a recent Simla 
burlesque that had much delighted the White Hussars. 
It ran— 


‘I’m sorry for Mister Bluebeard, 
I’m sorry to cause him pain; 
But a terrible spree there’s sure to be 
When he comes back again.’ 
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There’s a convict more in the Central Jail, 
Behind the old mud wall; 
There’s a lifter less on the Border trail, 
And the Queen’s Peace over all, 
Dear boys, 
The Queen’s Peace over all. 


For we must bear our leader’s blame, 
On us the shame will fall, 
If we lift our hand from a fettered land 
And the Queen’s Peace over all, 
Dear boys, 
The Queen’s Peace over all! 
‘The Running of Shindand.’ 


I 


Last night it was a fordable shallow; to-night five 

miles of raving muddy water parted bank and cav- 

ing bank, and the river was still rising under the moon. 

A litter borne by six bearded men, all unused to the work, 

stopped in the white sand that bordered the whiter plain. 

‘It’s God’s will,’ they said. ‘We dare not cross to- 

night, even ina boat. Let us light a fire and cook food. 
We be tired men.’ 

They looked at the litter inquiringly. Within, the 
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Deputy Commissioner of the Kot-Kumharsen district 
lay dying of fever. They had brought him across coun- 
try, six fighting-men of a frontier clan that he had won 
over to the paths of a moderate righteousness, when he 
had broken down at the foot of their inhospitable hills. 
And ‘Tallantire, his assistant, rode with them, heavy- 
hearted as heavy-eyed with sorrow and lack of sleep. 
He had served under the sick man for three years, and 
had learned to love him as men associated in toil of the 
hardest learn to love—or hate. Dropping from his horse 
he parted the curtains of the litter and peered inside. 

‘Orde—Orde, old man, can you hear? We have to 
wait till the river goes down, worse luck.’ 

‘I hear,’ returned a dry whisper. ‘Wait till the river 
goes down. I thought we should reach camp before the 
dawn. Polly knows. She’ll meet me.’ 

One of the litter-men stared across the river and caught 
a faint twinkle of light on the far side. He whispered to 
Tallantire, ‘There are his camp-fires, and his wife. They 
will cross in the morning, for they have better boats. 
Can he live so long?’ 

Tallantire shook his head. Yardley-Orde was very 
near to death. What need to vex his soul with hopes of a 
meeting thatcould notbe? Therivergulpedat the banks, 
broughtdown a cliff ofsand, and snarled the more hungrily. 
The litter-men sought for fuel in the waste—dried camel- 
thorn and refuse of the camps that had waited at the ford. 
Their sword-belts clinked as they moved softly in the 
haze of the moonlight, and Tallantire’s horse coughed to 
explain that he would like a blanket. 

‘I’m cold too,’ said the voice from the litter. ‘I fancy 
thisis the end. Poor Polly!’ 

Tallantire rearranged the blankets; Khoda Dad Khan, 
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seeing this, stripped off his own heavy-wadded sheepskin 
coat and added it to the pile. ‘I shall be warm by the 
fire presently,’ saidhe. Tallantire took the wasted body 
of his chief into his arms and held it against his breast. 
Perhaps if they kept him very warm Orde might live to 
see his wife once more. If only blind Providence would 
send a three-foot fall in the river! 

*That’s better,’ said Orde faintly. ‘Sorry to be a nui- 
sance, but is—is there anything to drink?’ 

They gave him milk and whisky, and Tallantire felt a 
little warmth against his own breast. Orde began to 
mutter. 

“It isn’t that I mind dying,’ he said. ‘It’s leaving 
Polly and the district. Thank God! we have no children. 
Dick, you know, I’m dipped—awfully dipped—debts in 
my first five years’ service. It isn’t much of a pension, 
butenoughforher. Shehasher mother at home. Get- 
ting there is the difficulty. .And—and—you see, not be- 
ing a soldier’s wife—’ 

‘We'll arrange the passage home, of course,’ said Tal- 
lantire quietly. 

‘It’s not nice to think of sending round the hat; but, 
good Lord! how many men I lie here and remember that 
had to do it! Morten’s dead—he was of my year. 
Shaughnessy is dead, and he had children; I remember 
he used to read us their school-letters; what a bore we 
thought him! Evans is dead—Kot-Kumharsen killed 
him! Ricketts of Myndonie is dead—and I’m going 
too. ‘‘Man that is born of a woman is small potatoes 
and few in the hill.””, That reminds me, Dick; the four 
Khusru Khey] villages in our border want a one-third 
remittance this spring. ‘That’s fair; their crops are bad. 
See that they get it, and speak to Ferris about the canal. 
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I should like to have lived till that was finished; it means 
so much for the North-Indus villages—but Ferris is an idle 
beggar—wake himup. You'll have charge of the district 
till my successor comes. I wish they would appoint you 
permanently; you know thefolk. I suppose it will be Bul- 
lows, though. ’Good man, but too weak forfrontier work; 
and he doesn’t understand the priests. The blind priest at 
Jagai will bear watching. You'll find it in my papers,—in 
the uniform case, I think. Call the Khusru Kheyl men up; 
I'll hold my last public audience. Khoda Dad Khan!’ 

The leader of the men sprang to the side of the litter, 
his companions following. 

‘Men, I’m dying,’ said Orde quickly, in the vernacu- 
far; ‘and soon there will be no more Orde Sahib to twist 
your tails and prevent you from raiding cattle.’ 

‘God forbid this thing!’ broke out the deep bass chorus. 
‘The Sahib is not going to die.’ 

‘Yes, he is; and then he will know whether Mahomed 
speaks truth, or Moses. But you must be good men 
when Iam not here. Such of you as live in our borders 
must pay your taxes quietly as before. I have spoken 
of the villages to be gently treated this year. Such of 
you as live in the hills must refrain from cattle-lifting 
and burn no more thatch, and turn a deaf ear to the voice 
of the priests, who, not knowing the strength of the Goy- 
ernment, would lead you into foolish wars, wherein you 
will surely die and your crops be eaten by strangers. 
And you must not sack any caravans, and must leave 
your arms at the police-post when you come in; as has 
been your custom, and my order. And Tallantire Sahib 
will be with you, but Idonot know who takes my place. I 
speak now true talk, for I am as it were already dead, my 
children,—for though ye be strong men, ye are children.” 

110 


THE PBAD OF LHE DISTRICT 


‘And thou art our father and our mother,’ broke in 
Khoda Dad Khan with an oath. ‘What shall we do, now 
there is no one to speak for us, or to teacu us to go wisely!’ 

“There remains Tallantire Sahib. Go to him; he knows 
your talk and your heart. Keep the young men quiet, 
listen to the old men, and obey. Khoda Dad Khan, 
take my ring. The watch and chain go to thy brother. 
Keep those things for my sake, and I will speak to 
whatever God I may encounter and tell him that the 
Khusru Kheylare goodmen. Ye have my leave to go.’ 

Khoda Dad Khan, the ring upon his finger, choked 
audibly as he caught the well-known formula that closed 
an interview. His brother turned to look across the 
river. The dawn was breaking, and a speck of white 
showed on the dull silver of the stream. ‘She comes,’ 
said the man under his breath. ‘Can he live for another 
two hours?’ And he pulled the newly-acquired watch 
out of his belt and looked uncomprehendingly at the dial, 
as he had seen Englishmen do. ; 

For two hours the bellying sail tacked and blundered 
up and down the river, Tallantire still clasping Orde in 
his arms, and Khoda Dad Khan chafing his feet. He 
spoke now and again of the district and his wife, but, 
as the end neared, more frequently of the latter. They 
hoped he did not know that she was even then risking her 
life in a crazy native boat to regain him. But the awful 
foreknowledge of the dying deceived them. Wrenching 
himself forward, Orde looked through the curtains and 
saw how near was the sail. ‘That’s Polly,’ he said 
simply, though his mouth was wried with agony. ‘Polly 
and—the grimmest practical joke ever played on a man. 
Dick—you’ll—have—to—explain.’ 

And an hour later Tallantire met on the bank a woman 
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in a gingham riding-habit and a sun-hat who cried out 
to him for her husband—her boy and her darling—while 
Khoda Dad Khan threw himself face-down on the sand 
and covered his eyes. 


II 


The very simplicity of the notion wasits charm. What 
more easy to win a reputation for far-seeing statesman- 
ship, originality, and, above all, deference to the desires 
of the people, than by appointing a child of the coun- 
try to the rule of that country? Two hundred millions 
of the most loving and grateful folk under Her Ma- 
jesty’s dominion would laud the fact, and their praise 
would endure forever. Yet he was indifferent to praise 
or blame, as befitted the Very Greatest of All the Vice- 
roys. His administration was based upon principle, 
and the principle must be enforced in season and out of 
season. His pen and tongue had created the New India 
teeming with possibilities—loud-voiced, insistent, a na- 
tion among nations—all his very own. Wherefore the 
Very Greatest of All the Viceroys took another step in 
advance, and with it counsel of those who should have 
advised him on the appointment of a successor to Yard- 
ley-Orde. There was a gentleman and a member of the 
Bengal Civil Service who had won his place and a uni- 
versity degree to boot in fair and open competition with 
the sons of the English. He was cultured, of the world, 
and, if report spoke truly, had wisely and, above all, 
sympathetically ruled a crowded district in South-East- 
ern Bengal. He had been to England and charmed 
many drawing-rooms there. His name, if the Viceroy 
recollected aright, was Mr. Grish Chunder De, M. A. 
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In short, did anybody see any objection to the appoint- 
ment, always on principle, of a man of the people to 
rule the people? ‘The district in South-Eastern Bengal 
might with advantage, he apprehended, pass over to a 
younger civilian of Mr. G. C. De’s nationality (who had 
written a remarkably clever pamphlet on the political 
value of sympathy in administration); and Mr. G. C. 
De could be transferred northward to Kot-Kumharsen. 
The Viceroy was averse, on principle, to interfering with 
appointments under control of the Provincial Govern- 
ments. He wished it to be understood that he merely 
recommended and advised in thisinstance. As regarded 
the mere question of race, Mr. Grish Chunder De was 
more English than the English, and yet possessed of 
that peculiar sympathy and insight which the best 
among the best Service in the world could only win to at 
the end of their service. 

The stern, black-bearded kings who sit about the 
Council-board of India divided on the step, with the in- 
evitable result of driving the Very Greatest of All the 
Viceroys into the borders of hysteria, and a bewildered 
obstinacy pathetic as that of a child. 

‘The principle is sound enough,’ said the weary-eyed 
Head of the Red Provinces in which Kot-Kumharsen lay, 
for he too held theories. ‘The only difficulty is—’ 

‘Put the screw on the district officials; brigade De 
with a very strong Deputy Commissioner on each side 
of him; give him the best assistant in the Province; rub 
the fear of God into the people beforehand; and if any- 
thing goes wrong, say that his colleagues didn’t back 
him up. All these lovely little experiments recoil on the 
District-Officer in the end,’ said the Knight of the Drawn 
Sword with a truthful brutality that made the Head of 
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the Red Provinces shudder. And ona tacit understand- 
ing of this kind the transfer was accomplished, as quietly 
as might be for many reasons. 

It is sad to think that what goes for public opinion in 
India did not generally see the wisdom of the Viceroy’s 
appointment. There were not lacking indeed hireling 
organs, notoriously in the pay of a tyrannous bureau- 
cracy, who more than hinted that His Excellency was a 
fool, a dreamer of dreams, a doctrinaire, and, worst of 
all, a trifler with the lives of men. ‘The Viceroy’s Ex- 
cellence Gazette,’ published in Calcutta, was at pains to 
thank ‘Our beloved Viceroy for once more and again 
thus gloriously vindicating the potentialities of the Ben- 
gali nations for extended executive and administrative 
duties in foreign parts beyond our ken. Wedo not at all 
doubt that our excellent fellow-townsman, Mr. Grish 
Chunder De, Esq., M. A., will uphold the prestige of the 
Bengali, notwithstanding what underhand intrigue and 
peshbundi may be set on foot to insidiously nip his fame 
and blast his prospects among the proud civilians, some 
of which will now have to serve under a despised native 
and take orders too. How will you like that, Misters? 
We entreat our beloved Viceroy still to substantiate 
himself superiorly to race-prejudice and colour-blindness, 
and to allow the flower of this now our Civil Service all 
the full pays and allowances granted to his more fortu- 

nate brethren.’ 


iil 


“When does this man take over charge? I’m alone 

just now, and I gather that I’m to stand fast under him.’ 

“Would you have cared for a transfer?’ said Bullows 
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keenly. Then, laying his hand on Tallantire’s shoulder: 
“We’re all in the same boat;don’t desertus. And yet, why 
the devil should you stay, if you can get another charge?’ 

“It was Orde’s,’ said Tallantire simply. 

“Well, it’s De’s now. He’s a Bengali of the Bengalis, 
crammed with code and case law; a beautiful man so far 
as routine and deskwork go, and pleasant to talk to. 
They naturally have always kept him in his own home 
district, where all his sisters and his cousins and his aunts 
lived, somewhere south of Dacca. He did no more than 
turn the place into a pleasant little family preserve, al- 
lowed his subordinates to do what they liked, and let 
everybody have a chance at the shekels. Consequently 
he’s immensely popular down there.’ 

‘I’ve nothing to do with that. How on earth am I to 
explain to the district that they are going to be governed 
by a Bengali? Do you—does the Government, I mean 
—suppose that the Khusru Kheyl will sit quiet when 
they once know? What will the Mahomedan heads of 
villages say? How will the police—Muzbi Sikhs and 
Pathans—how will they work under him? We couldn’t 
say anything if the Government appointed a sweeper; 
but my people will say a good deal, you knowthat. It’s 
a piece of cruel folly!’ 

‘My dear boy, I know all that, and more. I’ve rep- 
resented it, and have been told that I am exhibiting 
‘culpable and puerile prejudice.”” By Jove, if the Khu- 
sru Khey] don’t exhibitsomething worse than that I don’t 
know the Border! The chances are that you will have 
the district alight on your hands, and I shall have to 
leave my work and help you pull through. I needn’t 
ask you to stand by the Bengali man in every possible 
way. You'll do that for your own sake.’ 
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‘For Orde’s. I can’t say that I care twopence person- 
ally.’ 

‘Don’t be an ass. It’s grievous enough, God knows, 
and the Government will know later on; but that’s no 
reason for your sulking. You must try to run the dis- 
trict; you must stand between him and as much insult 
as possible; you must show him the ropes; you must pac- 
ify the Khusru Kheyl, and just warn Curbar of the Po- 
lice to look out for trouble by the way. I’m always at 
the end of a telegraph-wire, and willing to peril my repu- 
tation to hold the district together. You'll lose yours, 
of course. If you keep things straight, and he isn’t 
actually beaten with a stick when he’s on tour, he’ll get 
all the credit. If anything goes wrong, you'll be told 
that you didn’t support him loyally.’ 

‘I know what I’ve got to do,’ said Tallantire wearily, 
‘and I’m goingtoit. Butit’s hard,’ 

‘The work is with us, the event is with Allah,—as Orde 
used to say when he was more than usually in hot water.’ 
And Bullows rode away. 

That two gentlemen in Her Majesty’s Bengal Civil 
Service should thus discuss a third, also in that service, 
and a cultured and affable man withal, seems strange 
and saddening. Yet listen to the artless babble of the 
Blind Mullah of Jagai, the priest of the Khusru Kheyl, 
sitting upon a rock overlooking the Border. Five years 
before, a chance-hurled shell from a screw-gun battery 
had dashed earth in the face of the Mullah, then urging 
a rush of Ghazis against half a dozen British bayonets. 
So he became blind, and hated the English none the less 
for the little accident. Yardley-Orde knew his failing, 
and had many times laughed at him therefor. 

‘Dogs you are,’ said the Blind Mullah to the listening 
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tribesmen round the fire. ‘Whipped dogs! Because 
you listened to Orde Sahib and called him father and be- 
haved as his children, the British Government have 
proven how they regard you. Orde Sahib ye know is 
dead.’ 

“Ai! ai! ai!’ said half a dozen voices. 

‘He wasaman. Comes nowin his stead, whom think 
ye? A Bengali of Bengal—an eater of fish from the 
South.’ 

“A lie!’ said Khoda Dad Khan. ‘And but for the 
small matter of thy priesthood, I’d drive my gun butt- 
first down thy throat.’ 

“Oho, art thou there, lickspittle of the English? Go 
in to-morrow across the Border to pay service to Orde 
Sahib’s successor, and thou shalt slip thy shoes at the 
tent-door of a Bengali, as thou shalt hand thy offering 
toa Bengali’s black fist. This I know; and in my youth, 
when a young man spoke evil to a Mullah holding the 
doors of Heaven and Hell, the gun-butt was not rammed 
down the Mullah’s gullet. No!’ 

The Blind Mullah hated Khoda Dad Khan with Af- 
ghan hatred, both being rivals for the headship of the 
tribe; but the latter was feared for bodily as the other 
for spiritual gifts. Khoda Dad Khan looked at Orde’s 
ring and grunted, ‘I go in to-morrow because I am not 
an old fool, preaching war against the English. If the 
Government, smitten with madness, have done this, 
fiew = «| 

‘Then,’ croaked the Mullah, ‘thou wilt take out the 
young men and strike at the four villages within the 
Border?’ 

‘Or wring thy neck, black raven of Jehannum, for a 
bearer of ill-tidings.’ 
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Khoda Dad Khan oiled his long locks with great care, 
put on his best Bokhara belt, a new turban-cap, and fine 
green shoes, and accompanied by a few friends came 
down from the hills to pay a visit to the new Deputy 
Commissioner of Kot-Kumharsen. Also he bore tribute 
—four or five priceless gold mohurs of Akbar’s time in a 
white handkerchief. These the Deputy Commissioner 
would touch and remit. The little ceremony used to be 
a sign that, so far as Khoda Dad Khan’s personal in- 
fluence went, the Khusru Kheyl would be good boys,— 
till the next time; especially if Khoda Dad Khan hap- 
pened tolike thenew Deputy Commissioner. In Yardley- 
Orde’s consulship his visit concluded with a sumptuous 
dinner and perhaps forbidden liquors; certainly with 
some wonderful tales and great good-fellowship. Then 
Khoda Dad Khan would swagger back to his hold, 
vowing that Orde Sahib was one prince and Tallantire 
Sahib another, and that whosoever went a-raiding into 
British territory would be flayed alive. On this occa- 
sion he found the Deputy Commissioner’s tents looking 
much as usual. Regarding himself as privileged he 
strode through the open door to confront a suave, portly 
Bengali in English costume writing ata table. Unversed 
in the elevating influence of education, and not in the 
least caring for university degrees, Khoda Dad Khan 
promptly set the man down for a Babu—the native 
clerk of the Deputy Commissioner—a hated and de- 
spised animal. 

‘Ugh!’ said he cheerfully, ‘Where’s your master, Ba- 
bujee?’ 

‘I am the Deputy Commissioner,’ said the gentleman 
in English. 

Now he overvalued the effects of university degrees, 
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and stared Khoda Dad Khan in the face. But if from 
your earliest infancy you have been accustomed to look 
on battle, murder, and sudden death, if spilt blood af- 
fects your nerves as much as red paint, and, above all, 
if you have faithfully believed that the Bengali was the 
servant of all Hindustan, and that all Hindustan was 
vastly inferior to your own large, lustful self, you can 
endure, even though uneducated, a very large amount 
of looking over. You can even stare down a graduate 
of an Oxford college if the latter has been born in a hot- 
house, of stock bred in a hothouse, and fearing physical 
pain as some men fear sin; especially if your opponent’s 
mother has frightened him to sleep in his youth with 
horrible stories of devils inhabiting Afghanistan, and 
dismal legends of the black North. The eyes behind 
the gold spectacles sought the floor. Khoda Dad Khan 
chuckled, and swung out to find Tallantire hard by. 
‘Here,’ said he roughly, thrusting the coins before him, 
‘touch and remit. That answers for my good behav- 
iour. But, O Sahib, has the Government gone mad to 
send a black Bengali dog to us? And am I to pay ser- 
vice to such an one? And are you to work under him? 
What does it mean?’ 

‘It is an order,’ said Tallantire. He had expected 
something of this kind. ‘He isa very clever S-sahib.’ 

‘He a Sahib! He’s a kala admi—a black man—unfit 
to run at the tail of a potter’s donkey. All the peoples 
of the earth have harried Bengal. Itis written. Thou 
knowest when we of the North wanted women or plun- 
der whither went we? To Bengal—where else? What 
child’s talk is this of Sahibdom—after Orde Sahib too! 
Of a truth the Blind Mullah was right.’ 

‘What of him?’ asked Tallantire uneasily. He mis- 
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trusted that old man with his dead eyes and his deadly 
tongue. 

‘Nay, now, because of the oath that I sware to Orde 
Sahib when we watched him die by the river yonder, I 
will tell. In the first place, is it true that the English 
have set the heel of the Bengali on their own neck, and 
that there is no more English rule in the land?’ 

‘I am here,’ said Tallantire, ‘and I serve the Maha- 
ranee of England.’ 

‘The Mullah said otherwise, and further that because 
we loved Orde Sahib the Government sent us a pig to 
show that we were dogs, who till now have been held by 
the strong hand. Also that they were taking away the 
white soldiers, that more Hindustanis might come, and 
that all was changing?’ 

This is the worst of ill-considered handling of a very 
large country. What looks so feasible in Calcutta, so 
right in Bombay, so unassailable in Madras, is misunder- 
stood by the North, and entirely changes its complexion 
on the banks of the Indus. Khoda Dad Khan explained 
as clearly as he could that, though he himself intended to 
be good, he really could not answer for the more reckless 
members of his tribe under the leadership of the Blind 
Mullah. They might or they might not give trouble, but 
they certainly had no intention whatever of obeying the 
new Deputy Commissioner. Was Tallantire perfectly 
sure that in the event of any systematic border-raiding 
the force in the district could put it down promptly? 

‘Tell the Mullah if he talks any more fool’s talk,’ said 
Tallantire curtly, ‘that he takes his men on to certain 
death, and his tribe to blockade, trespass-fine, and blood- 
money. But why do I talk to one who no longer carries 
weight in the counsels of the tribe?’ 
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Khoda Dad Khan pocketed that insult. He had 
learned something that he much wanted to know, and 
returned to his hills to be sarcastically complimented by 
the Mullah, whose tongue raging round the camp-fires 
was deadlier flame than ever dung-cake fed. 


IV 


Be pleased to consider here for a moment the unknown 
district of Kot-Kumharsen. It lay cut lengthways 
by the Indus under the line of the Khusru hills—ram- 
parts of useless earth and tumbled stone. It was seventy 
miles long by fifty broad, maintained a population of 
something less than two hundred thousand, and paid 
taxes to the extent of forty thousand pounds a year 
on an area that was by rather more than half sheer, hope- 
less waste. The cultivators were not gentle people, the 
miners for salt were less gentle still, and the cattle- 
breeders least gentle of all. A police-post in the top 
right-hand corner and a tiny mud fort in the top left- 
hand corner prevented as much salt-smuggling and cattle- 
lifting as the influence of the civilians could not put 
down; and in the bottom right-hand corner lay Jumala, 
the district headquarters—a pitiful knot of lime-washed 
barns facetiously rented as houses, reeking with frontier 
fever, leaky in the rains, and ovens in the summer. 

It was to this place that Grish Chunder De was trav- 
elling, there formally to take over charge of the district. 
But the news of his coming had gone before. Bengalis 
were as scarce as poodles among the simple Borderers, 
who cut each other’s heads open with their long spades 
and worshipped impartially at Hindu and Mahomedan 
shrines. They crowded to see him, pointing at him, and 
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diversely comparing him to a gravid milch-buffalo, or a 
broken-down horse, as their limited range of metaphor 
prompted. They laughed at his police-guard, and wished 
to know how long the burly Sikhs were going to lead 
Bengali apes. They inquired whether he had brought 
his women with him, and advised him explicitly not 
to tamper with theirs. It remained for a wrinkled hag 
by the roadside to slap her lean breasts as he passed, 
crying, ‘I have suckled six that could have eaten six 
thousand of him. The Government shot them, and made 
this That a king!’ Whereat a blue-turbaned huge- 
boned plough-mender shouted, ‘Have hope, mother 0’ 
mine! He may yet go the way of thy wastrels.’ And 
the children, the little brown puff-balls, regarded curi- 
ously. It was generally a good thing for infancy to 
stray into Orde Sahib’s tent, where copper coins were to 
be won for the mere wishing, and tales of the most au- 
thentic, such as even their mothers knew but the first 
half of. No! This fat black man could never tell them 
how Pir Prith hauled the eye-teeth out of ten devils; 
how the big stones came to lie all in a row on top of the 
Khusru hills, and what happened if you shouted through 
the village-gate to the gray wolf at even ‘Badl Khas is 
dead.’ Meantime Grish Chunder De talked hastily and 
much to Tallantire, after the manner of those who are 
‘more English than the English,’—of Oxford and ‘home,’ 
with much curious book-knowledge of bump-suppers, 
cricket-matches, hunting-runs, and other unholy sports 
of the alien. ‘We must get these fellows in hand,’ he 
said once or twice uneasily; ‘get them well in hand, and 
drive them on a tight rein. No use, you know, being 
slack with your district.’ 


And a moment later Tallantire heard Debendra Nath 
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De, who brotherliwise had followed his kinsman’s for- 
tune and hoped for the shadow of his protection as a 
pleader, whisper in Bengali, ‘Better are dried fish at 
Dacca than drawn swords at Delhi. Brother of mine, 
these men are devils, as our mother said. And you will 
always have to ride upon a horse!’ 

That night there was a public audience in a broken- 
down little town thirty miles from Jumala, when the 
new Deputy Commissioner, in reply to the greetings of 
the subordinate native officials, delivered a speech. It 
was a carefully thought-out speech, which would have 
been very valuable had not his third sentence begun 
with three innocent words, ‘Hamara hookum hai—It is 
my order.’ ‘Then there was a laugh, clear and bell-like, 
from the back of the big tent, where a few border land- 
holders sat, and the laugh grew and scorn mingled with 
it, and the lean, keen face of Debendra Nath De paled, 
and Grish Chunder turning to Tallantire spake :‘ You— 
you put up this arrangement.’ Upon that instant the 
noise of hoofs rang without, and there entered Curbar, 
the District Superintendent of Police, sweating and 
dusty. The State had tossed him into a corner of the 
province for seventeen weary years, there to check smug- 
gling of salt, and to hope for promotion that never came. 
He had forgotten how to keep his white uniform clean, 
had screwed rusty spurs into patent-leather shoes, and 
clothed his head indifferently with a helmet or a turban. 
Soured, old, worn with heat and cold, he waited till he 
should be entitled to sufficient pension to keep him from 
starving. 

‘Tallantire,’ said he, disregarding Grish Chunder De, 
‘come outside. JI want to speak to you.’ They with- 
drew. ‘It’s this,’ continued Curbar. ‘The Khusru 
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Kheyl have rushed and cut up half a dozen of the coolies 
on Ferris’s new canal-embankment; killed a couple of 
men and carried off a woman. I wouldn’t trouble you 
about that—Ferris is after them and Hugonin, my as- 
sistant, with ten mounted police. But that’s only the 
beginning, I fancy. Their fires are out on the Hassan 
Ardeb heights, and unless we’re pretty quick there’ll be 
a flare-up all along our Border. They are sure to raid 
the four Khusru villages on our side of the line: there’s 
been bad blood between them for years; and you know 
the Blind Mullah has been preaching a holy war since 
Orde went out. What’s your notion?’ 

‘Damn!’ said Tallantire thoughtfully. ‘They’ve be- 
gun quick. Well, it seems to me I’d better ride off tc 
Fort Ziar and get what men I can there to picket among 
the lowland villages, if it’s not too late. Tcommy Dodc 
commands at Fort Ziar, I think. Ferris and Hugonir 
ought to teach the canal-thieves a lesson, and—No, we 
can’t have the Head of the Police ostentatiously guard. 
ing the Treasury. You go back to the canal. Ill wire 
Bullows to come in to Jumala with a strong police-guarc 
and sit on the Treasury. They won’t touch the place 
but it looks well.’ 

‘I—I—I insist upon knowing what this means,’ saic¢ 
the voice of the Deputy Commissioner, who had followe¢ 
the speakers. 

‘Oh!’ said Curbar, who being in the Police could no 
understand that fifteen years of education must, o1 
principle, change the Bengali into a Briton. ‘There ha 
been a fight on, the Border, and heaps of men are killed 
There’s going to be another fight, and heaps more will b 
killed.’ 

“What for?’ 
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“Because the teeming millions of this district don’t ex- 
actly approve of you, and think that under your benign 
rule they are going to have a good time. It strikes me 
that you had better make arrangements. . I act, as you 
know, by your orders. What do you advise?’ 

“I—I take you all to witness that I have not yet as- 
sumed charge of the district,’ stammered the Deputy 
Commissioner, not in the tones of the ‘more English.’ 

‘Ah, I thought so. Well, as I was saying, Tallantire, 
your plan is sound. Carry it out. Do you want an 
escort?’ 

“No; only a decent horse. But how about wiring to 
headquarters?’ 

‘I fancy, from the colour of his cheeks, that your su- 
perior officer will send some wonderful telegrams before 
the night’s over. Let him do that, and we shall have 
half the troops of the province coming up to see what’s 
the trouble. Well, run along, and take care of yourself 
—the Khusru Khey]l jab upwards from below, remember. 
Ho! Mir Khan, give Tallantire Sahib the best of the 
horses, and tell five men to ride to Jumala with the Dep- 
uty Commissioner Sahib Bahadur. There is a hurry 
toward.’ 

There was; and it was not in the least bettered by De- 
bendra Nath De clinging to a policeman’s bridle and de- 
manding the shortest, the very shortest way to Jumala. 
Now originality is fatal to the Bengali. Debendra Nath 
should have stayed with his brother, who rode stead- 
fastly for Jumala on the railway-line, thanking gods en- 
tirely unknown to the most catholic of universities that 
he had not taken charge of the district, and could still— 
happy resource of a fertile race !—fall sick. 

And I grieve to say that when he reached his goal two 
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policemen, not devoid of rude wit, who had been con- 
ferring together as they bumped in their saddles, ar- 
ranged an entertainment for his behoof. It consisted 
of first one and then the other entering his room with 
prodigious details of war, the massing of bloodthirsty 
and devilish tribes, and the burning of towns. It was 
almost as good, said these scamps, as riding with Curbar 
after evasive Afghans. Each invention kept the hearer 
at work for half an hour on telegrams which the sack 
of Delhi would hardly have justified. To every power 
that could move a bayonet or transfer a terrified man, 
Grish Chunder De appealed telegraphically. He was 
alone, his assistants had fled, and in truth he had not 
taken over charge of the district. Had the telegrams 
been despatched many things would have occurred; but 
since the only signaller in Jumala had gone to bed, and 
the station-master, after one look at the tremendous pile 
of paper, discovered that railway regulations forbade 
the forwarding of imperial messages, policemen Ram 
Singh and Nihal Singh were fain to turn the stuff into a 
pillow and slept on it very comfortably. 

Tallantire drove his spurs into a rampant skewbald 
Stallion with china-blue eyes, and settled himself for 
the forty-mile ride to Fort Ziar. Knowing his district 
blindfold, he wasted no time hunting for short cuts, 
but headed across the richer grazing-ground to the ford 
where Orde had died and been buried. The dusty 
ground deadened the noise of his horse’s hoofs, the moon 
threw his shadow, a restless goblin, before him, and the 
heavy dew drenched him to the skin. Hillock, scrub 
that brushed against the horse’s belly, unmetalled road 
where the whip-like foliage of the tamarisks lashed his 
forehead, illimitable levels of lowland furred with bent 
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and speckled with drowsing cattle, waste, and hillock 
anew, dragged themselves past, and the skewbald was 
labouring in the deep sand of the Indus-ford. Tallan- 
tire was conscious of no distinct thought till the nose of 
the dawdling ferry-boat grounded on the farther side, 
and his horse shied snorting at the white headstone of 
Orde’s grave. Then he uncovered, and shouted that 
the dead might hear, ‘They’re out, old man! Wish me 
luck.’ In the chill of the dawn he was hammering with 
a stirrup-iron at the gate of Fort Ziar, where fifty sabres 
of that tattered regiment, the Belooch Beshaklis, were 
supposed to guard Her Majesty’s interests along a few 
hundred miles of Border. ‘This particular fort was com- 
manded by a subaltern who, born of the ancient family 
of the Derouletts, naturally answered to the name of 
Tommy Dodd. Him Tallantire found robed in a sheep- 
skin coat, shaking with fever like an aspen, and trying 
to read the native apothecary’s list of invalids. 

‘So you’ve come, too,’ said he. ‘Well, we’re all sick 
here, and I don’t think I can horse thirty men; but we’re 
bub—bub—bub blessed willing. Stop, does this impress 
you as a trap or a lie?’ He tossed a scrap of paper to 
Tallantire, on which was written painfully in crabbed 
Gurmukhi, ‘We cannot hold young horses. They will 
feed after the moon goes down in the four border villages 
issuing from the Jagai pass on the next night.’ Then in 
English round hand— Your sincere friend.’ 

‘Good man!’ said Tallantire. ‘That’s Khoda Dad 
Khan’s work, I know. It’s the only piece of English he 
could ever keep in his head, and he is immensely proud 
of it. He is playing against the Blind Mullah for his 
own hand—the treacherous young ruffian!’ 

‘Don’t know the politics of the Khusru Khey]l, but if 
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you're satisfied, I am. That was pitched in over the 
gatehead last night, and I thought we might pull our- 
selves together and see what was on. Oh, but we’re sick 
with fever here and no mistake! Is this going to be a 
big business, think you?’ said Tommy Dodd. 

Tallantire gave him briefly the outlines of the case, 
and Tommy Dodd whistled and shook with fever alter- 
nately. That day he devoted to strategy, the art of war, 
and the enlivenment of the invalids, till at dusk there 
stood ready forty-two troopers, lean, worn, and dishev- 
elled, whom Tommy Dodd surveyed with pride, and 
addressed thus, ‘O men! If you die you will go to Hell. 
Therefore endeavor to keep alive. But if you go to Hell 
that place cannot be hotter than this place, and we are 
not told that we shall there suffer from fever. Conse- 
quently be not afraid of dying. File out there!’ They 
grinned, and went. 


V 


It will be long ere the Khusru Khey] forget their night 
attack on the lowland villages. The Mullah had promised 
an easy victory and unlimited plunder; but behold, armed 
troopers of the Queen had risen out of the very earth, 
cutting, slashing, and riding down under the stars, so 
that no man knew where to turn, and all feared that 
they had brought an army about their ears, and ran 
back to the hills. In the panic of that flight more men 
were seen to drop from wounds inflicted by an Afghan 
knife jabbed upwards, and yet more from long-range 
carbine-fire. ‘Then there rose a cry of treachery, and 
when they reached their own guarded heights, they had 
left, with some forty dead and sixty wounded, all their 
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confidence in the Blind Mullah on the plains below. 
They clamoured, swore, and argued round the fires; the 
women wailing for the lost, and the Mullah shrieking 
curses on the returned. 

Then Khoda Dad Khan, eloquent and unbreathed, 
for he had taken no part in the fight, rose to improve the 
occasion. He pointed out that the tribe owed every 
item of its present misfortune to the Blind Mullah, who 
had hed in every possible particular and talked them 
into a trap. It was undoubtedly an insult that a Ben- 
gali, the son of a Bengali, should presume to administer 
the Border, but that fact did not, as the Mullah pre- 
tended, herald a general time of license and lifting; and 
the inexplicable madness of the English had not in the 
least impaired their power of guarding their marches. 
On the contrary, the baffled and out-generalied tribe 
would now, just when their food-stock was lowest, be 
blockaded from any trade with Hindustan until they 
had sent hostages for good behaviour, paid compensa- 
tion for disturbance, and blood-money at the rate of 
thirty-six English pounds per head for every villager that 
they might have slain. ‘And ye know that those low- 
land dogs will make oath that we have slain scores. 
Will the Mullah pay the fines or must we sell our guns?’ 
A low growl ran round the fires. ‘Now, seeing that all 
this is the Mullah’s work, and that we have gained nothing 
but promises of Paradise thereby, it is in my heart that 
we of the Khusru Kheyl lack a shrine whereat to pray. 
We are weakened, and henceforth how shall we dare to 
cross into the Madar Khey] border, as has been our cus- 
tom, to kneel to Pir Sajji’s tomb? The Madar men will 
fall upon us, and rightly. But our Mullah is a holy 
man. He has helped two score of us into Paradise this 
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night. Let him therefore accompany his flock, and we 
will build over his body a dome of the blue tiles of Mool- 
tan, and burn lamps at his feet every Friday night. He 
shall be a saint: we shall have a shrine; and there our 
women shall pray for fresh seed to fill the gaps in our 
fighting-tale. How think you?’ 

A grim chuckle followed the suggestion, and the soft 
‘wheep, wheep’ of unscabbarded knives followed the 
chuckle. It was anexcellent notion, and met a long-felt 
want of the tribe. The Mullah sprang to his feet, glar- 
ing with withered eyeballs at the drawn death he could 
not see, and calling down the curses of God and Mahomed 
on the tribe. Then began a game of blind man’s buff 
round and between the fires, whereof Khuruk Shah, the 
tribal poet, has sung in verse that will not die. 

They tickled him gently under the armpit with the 
knife-point. He leaped aside screaming, only to feel a 
cold blade drawn lightly over the back of his neck, or a 
rifle-muzzle rubbing his beard. He called on his adher- 
ents to aid him, but most of these lay dead on the plains, 
for Khoda Dad Khan had been at some pains to arrange 
their decease. Men described to him the glories of the 
shrine they would build, and the little children clapping 
their hands cried, ‘Run, Mullah, run! There’s a man 
behind you!’ In the end, when the sport wearied, 
Khoda Dad Khan’s brother sent a knife home between 
his ribs. ‘Wherefore,’ said Khoda Dad Khan with 
charming simplicity, ‘I am now Chief of the Khusru 
Kheyl!’ No man gainsaid him; and they all went to 
sleep very stiff and sore. 

On the plain below Tommy Dodd was lecturing on 
the beauties of a cavalry charge by night, and Tallantire, 
bowed on his saddle, was gasping hysterically because 
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there was a sword dangling from his wrist flecked with 
the blood of the Khusru Kheyl, the tribe that Orde had 
kept in leash so well. When a Rajput trooper pointed 
out that the skewbald’s right ear had been taken off at 
the root by some blind slash of its unskilled rider, Tal- 
lantire broke down altogether, and laughed and sobbed 
till Tommy Dodd made him lie down and rest. 

“We must wait about till the morning,’ said he. ‘I 
wired to the Colonel just before we left, to send a wing 
of the Beshaklis after us. He’ll be furious with me for 
monopolising the fun, though. Those beggars in the 
hiils won’t give us any more trouble.’ 

‘Then tell the Beshaklis to go. on and see what has 
happened to Curbar on the canal. We must patrol the 
whole line of the Border. You’re quite sure, Tommy, 
that—that stuff was—was only the skewbald’s ear?’ 

‘Oh, quite,’ said Tommy. ‘You just missed cutting 
off his head. I saw you when we went into the mess, 
Sleep, old man.’ 

Noon brought two squadrons of Beshaklis and a knot 
of furious brother officers demanding the court-martial 
of Tommy Dodd for ‘spoiling the picnic,’ and a gallop 
across country to the canal-works where Ferris, Curbar, 
and Hugonin were haranguing the terror-stricken coolies 
on the enormity of abandoning good work and high pay, 
merely because half a dozen of their fellows had been 
cutdown. ‘The sight of a troop of the Beshaklis restored 
wavering confidence, and the police-hunted section of 
the Khusru Kheyl had the joy of watching the canal- 
bank humming with life as usual, while such of their men 
as had taken refuge in the watercourses and ravines 
were being driven out by the troopers. By sundown be- 
gan the remorseless patrol of the Border by police and 
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trooper, most like the cow-boys’ eternal ride round rest~ 
less cattle. 

‘Now,’ said Khoda Dad Khan to his fellows, pointing 
out a line of twinkling fires below, ‘ye may see how far 
the old order changes. After their horse will come the 
little devil-guns that they can drag up to the tops of the 
hills, and, for aught I know, to the clouds when we crown 
the hills. If the tribe-council thinks good, I will go to 
Tallantire Sahib—who loves me—and see if I can stave 
off at least the blockade. Do I speak for the tribe?’ 

‘Ay, speak for the tribe in God’s name. How those 
accursed fires wink! Do the English send their troops 
on the wire—or is this the work of the Bengali?’ 

As Khoda Dad Khan went down the hill he was de- 
layed by an interview with a hard-pressed tribesman, 
which caused him to return hastily for something he 
had forgotten. Then, handing himself over to the two 
troopers who had been chasing his friend, he claimed es- 
cort to Tallantire Sahib, then with Bullows at Jumala. 
The Border was safe, and the time for reasons in writing 
had begun. 

‘Thank Heaven!’ said Bullows, ‘that the trouble came 
at once. Of course we can never put down the reason 
in black and white, but all India will understand. And 
it is better to have a sharp short outbreak than five years 
of impotent administration inside the Border. It costs 
less. Grish Chunder De has reported himself sick, and 
has been transferred to his own province without any 
sort of reprimand. He was strong on not having taken 
over the district.’ 

“Of course,’ said Tallantire bitterly. ‘Well, what am 
I supposed to have done that was wrong?’ 

“Oh, you will be told that you exceeded all your powers, 
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and should have reported, and written, and advised for 
three weeks until the Khusru Kheyl could really come 
down in force. But I don’t think the authorities will 
dare to make a fuss about it. They’ve had their lesson. 
Have you seen Curbar’s version of the affair? He can’t 
write a report, but he can speak the truth.’ 

“What’s the use of the truth? He’d much better tear 
up the report. I’m sick and heart-broken over it all. 
It was so utterly unnecessary—except in that it rid us of 
that Babu.’ 

Entered unabashed Khoda Dad Khan, a stuffed forage- 
net in his hand, and the troopers behind him. 

‘May you never be tired!’ said he cheerily. ‘Well, 
Sahibs, that was a good fight, and Naim Shah’s mother 
is in debt to you, Tallantire Sahib. A clean cut, they 
tell me, through jaw, wadded coat, and deep into the 
collar-bone. Well done! But I speak for the tribe. 
There has been a fault—a great fault. Thou knowest 
that I and mine, Tallantire Sahib, kept the oath we sware 
to Orde Sahib on the banks of the Indus.’ 

‘As an Afghan keeps his knife—sharp on one side, blunt 
on the other,’ said Tallantire. 

‘The better swing in the blow, then. But I speak 
God’s truth. Only the Blind Mullah carried the young 
men on the tip of his tongue, and said that there was no 
more Border-law because a Bengali had been sent, and 
we need not fear the English at all. So they came down 
to avenge that insult and get plunder. Ye know what 
befell, and how far I helped. Now five score of us are 
dead or wounded, and we are all shamed and sorry, and 
desire no further war. Moreover, that ye may better 
listen to us, we have taken off the head of the Blind 
Mullah, whose evil counsels have led us to folly. I 
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bring it for proof’—and he heaved on the floor the head. 
‘He will give no more trouble, for I am chief now, and so 
I sit in a higher place at all audiences. Yet there is an 
offset to this head. That was another fault. One of 
the men found that black Bengali beast, through whom 
this trouble arose, wandering on horseback and weeping. 
Reflecting that he had caused loss of much good life, 
Alla Dad Khan, whom, if you choose, I will to-morrow 
shoot, whipped off this head, and I bring it to you to 
cover your shame, that ye may bury it. See, no man 
kept the spectacles, though they were of gold.’ 

Slowly rolled to Tallantire’s feet the crop-haired head 
of a spectacled Bengali gentleman, open-eyed, open- 
mouthed—the head of Terror incarnate. Bullows bent 
down. ‘Yet another blood-fine and a heavy one, Khoda 
Dad Khan, for this is the head of Debendra Nath, the 
man’s brother. The Babu is safe long since. All but 
the fools of the Khusru Kheyl! know that.’ 

‘Well, I care not for carrion. Quick meat for me. 
The thing was under our hills asking the road to Jumala, 
and Alla Dad Khan showed him the road to Jehannum, 
being, as thou sayest, but a fool. Remains now what 
the Government willdo tous. As to the blockade—’ 

‘Who art thou, seller of dog’s flesh,’ thundered Tallan- 
tire, ‘to speak of terms and treaties? Get hence to the 
hills—go, and wait there starving, till it shall please the 
Government to call thy people out for punishment— 
children and fools that ye be! Count your dead, and be 
still. Rest assured that the Government will send you 
aman!’ 

‘Ay,’ returned Khoda Dad Khan, ‘for we also be men.’ 

As he looked Tallantire between the eyes, he added, 
‘And by God, Sahib, mayest thou be that man!’ 
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(1890) 


Before my Spring I garnered Autumn’s gain, 
Out of her time my field was white with grain, 
The year gave up her secrets to my woe. 
Forced and deflowered each sick season lay, 
In mystery of increase and decay. 
I saw the sunset ere men saw the day, 
Who am too wise in that I should not know. 
‘Bitter Waters.’ 


: UT if it be a girl?’ 
‘Lord of my life, it cannot be. I have prayed 


for so many nights, and sent gifts to Sheikh 

Badl’s shrine so often, that I know God will give us a son 
—a man-child that shall grow into a man. Think of 
this and be glad. My mother shall be his mother till I 
can take him again, and the mullah of the Pattan mosque 
shall cast his nativity—God send he be born in an aus- 
picious hour!—and then, and then thou wilt never weary 
of me, thy slave.’ 

‘Since when hast thou been a slave, my queen?’ 

‘Since the beginning—till this mercy came to me. 
How could I be sure of thy love when I knew that I had 
been bought with silver?’ 
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‘Nay, that was the dowry. I paid it to thy mother.’ 

‘And she has buried it and sits upon it all day long 
like a hen. What talk is yours of dower! I was bought 
as though I had been a Lucknow dancing-girl instead of 
a child.’ 

‘Art thou sorry for the sale?’ 

‘I have sorrowed; but to-day Iam glad. Thou wilt 
never cease to love me now?—answer, my king.’ 

‘Never—never. No.’ 

‘Not even though the mem-log—the white women 
of thy own blood—love thee? And remember, I have 
watched them driving in the evening; they are very fair.’ 

‘I have seen fire-balloons by the hundred. I have 
seen the moon, and—then I saw no more fire-balloons.’ 

Ameera clapped her hands and laughed. ‘Very good 
talk,’ she said. Then with an assumption of great state- 
liness, ‘It is enough. Thou hast my permission to de- 
part,—if thou wilt.’ 

The man did not move. He was sitting on a low red- 
lacquered couch in a room furnished only with a blue 
and white floor-cloth, some rugs, and a very complete 
collection of native cushions. At his feet sat a woman of 
sixteen, and she was all but all the world in his eyes. By 
every rule and law she should have been otherwise, for 
he was an Englishman, and she a Mussulman’s daughter 
bought two years before from her mother, who, being 
left without money, would have sold Ameera shrieking 
to the Prince of Darkness if the price had been sufficient. 

It was a contract entered into with a ight heart; but 
even before the girl had reached her bloom she came to 
fill the greater portion of John Holden’s life. For her, 
and the withered hag her mother, he had taken a little 
house overlooking the great red-walled city, and found, 
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—when the marigolds had sprung up by the well in the 
courtyard, and Ameera had established herself accord- 
ing to her own ideas of comfort, and her mother had 
ceased grumbling at the inadequacy of the cooking- 
places, the distance from the daily market, and at mat- 
ters of house-keeping in general,—that the house was to 
him his home. Any one could enter his bachelor’s bun- 
galow by day or night, and the life that he led there was 
an unlovely one. In the house in the city his feet only 
could pass beyond the outer courtyard to the women’s 
rooms; and when the big wooden gate was bolted behind 
him he was king in his own territory, with Ameera for 
queen. And there was going to be added to this king- 
dom a third person whose arrival Holden felt inclined to 
resent. It interfered with his perfect happiness. It 
disarranged the orderly peace of the house that was his 
own. But Ameera was wild with delight at the thought 
of it, and her mother not less so. The love of a man, 
and particularly a white man, was at the best an incon- 
stant affair, but it might, both women argued, be held 
fast by a baby’s hands. ‘And then,’ Ameera would al- 
ways say, ‘then he will never care for the white mem- 
log. I hate them all—I hate them all.’ 

‘He will go back to his own people in time,’ said the 
mother; ‘but by the blessing of God that time is yet afar 
off.’ 

Holden sat silent on the couch thinking of the future, 
and his thoughts were not pleasant. The drawbacks of 
a double life are manifold. The Government, with sin- 
gular care, had ordered him out of the station for a fort- 
night on special duty in the place of a man who was 
watching by the bedside of a sick wife. The verbal 
notification of the transfer had been edged by a cheerful 
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remark that Holden ought to think himself lucky in be- 
ing a bachelor and a free man. He came to break the 
news to Ameera. 

‘It is not good,’ she said slowly, ‘but it is not all bad. 
There is my mother here, and no harm will come to me 
—unless indeed I die of pure joy. Go thou to thy work 
and think no troublesome thoughts. When the days are 
doneI believe . . . nay,Ilamsure. And—and then I 
shall lay him in thy arms, and thou wilt love me for ever. 
The train goes to-night, at midnight is it not? Go now, 
and do not let thy heart be heavy by cause of me. But 
thou wilt not delay in returning? Thou wilt not stay 
on the road to talk to the bold white mem-log. Come 
back to me swiftly, my life.’ 

As he left the courtyard to reach his horse that was 
tethered to the gate-post, Holden spoke to the white- 
haired old watchman who guarded the house, and bade 
him under certain contingencies despatch the filled-up 
telegraph-form that Holden gave him. It was all that 
could be done, and with the sensations of a man who has 
attended his own funeral Holden went away by the night 
mail to his exile. Every hour of the day he dreaded the 
arrival of the telegram, and every hour of the night he 
pictured to himself the death of Ameera. In conse- 
quence his work for the State was not of first-rate quality, 
nor was his temper towards his colleagues of the most 
amiable. The fortnight ended without a sign from his 
home, and, torn to pieces by his anxieties, Holden re- 
turned to be swallowed up for two precious hours by a 
dinner at the club, wherein he heard, as a man hears ina 
swoon, voices telling him how execrably he had _ per- 
formed the other man’s duties, and how he had endeared 
himself to all his associates. Then he fled on horseback 
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through the night with his heart in his mouth. There 
was no answer at first to his blows on the gate, and he 
had just wheeled his horse round to kick it in when Pir 
Khan appeared with a lantern and held his stirrup. 

‘Has aught occurred?’ said Holden. 

“The news does not come from my mouth, Protector 
of the Poor, but—’ He held out his shaking hand as 
befitted the bearer of good news who is entitled to a re- 
ward. 

Holden hurried through the courtyard. A light burned 
in the upper room. His horse neighed in the gateway, 
and he heard a shrill little wail that sent all the blood 
into the apple of his throat. It was a new voice, but it 
did not prove that Ameera was alive. 

“Who is there?’ he called up the narrow. brick stair- 
case. 

There was a cry of delight from Ameera, and then the 
voice of the mother, tremulous with old age and pride— 
“We be two women and—the—man—thy—son.’ 

On the threshold of the room Holden stepped on a 
naked dagger, that was laid there to avert ill-luck, and it 
broke at the hilt under his impatient heel. 

‘God is great!’ cooed Ameera in the half-light. ‘Thou 
hast taken his misfortunes on thy head.’ 

‘Ay, but how is it with thee, life of my life? Old wo- 
man, how is it with her?’ 

‘She has forgotten her sufferings for joy that the child 
is born. ‘There is no harm; but speak softly,’ said the 
mother. 

‘It only needed thy presence to make me all well,’ said 
Ameera. ‘My king, thou hast been very long away. 
What gifts hast thou for me? Ah, ah! It is I that 
bring gifts this time. Look, my life, look. Was there 
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ever such a babe? Nay, I am too weak even to clear 
my arm from him.’ 

‘Rest then, and donottalk. Iam here, bachari [little 
woman.’ 

‘Well said, for there is a bond and a heel-rope [pee- 
charee] between us now that nothing can break. Look, 
—canst thou see in this light? He is without spot or 
blemish. Never was such a man-child. Ya illah! he 
shall be a pundit—no, a trooper of the Queen. And, my 
life, dost thou love me as well as ever, though I am faint 
and sick and worn? Answer truly.’ 

‘Yea. I love asI have loved, with all my soul. Lie 
still, pearl, and rest.’ 

‘Then do not go. Sit by my side here—so. Mother, 
the lord of this house needs acushion. Bringit.’ There 
was an almost imperceptible movement on the part of 
the new life that lay in the hollow of Ameera’s arm. 
‘Aho!’ she said, her voice breaking with love. ‘The babe 
is a champion from his birth. He is kicking me in the 
side with mighty kicks. Was there ever such a babe! 
And he is ours to us—thine and mine. Put thy hand on 
his head, but carefully, for he is very young, and men are 
unskilled in such matters.’ 

Very cautiously Holden touched with the tips of his 
fingers the downy head. 

‘He is of the Faith,’ said Ameera; ‘for lying here in 
the night-watches I whispered the call to prayer and the 
profession of faith into his ears. And it is most marvel- 
lous that he was born upon a Friday, as I was born. Be 
careful of him, my life; but he can almost grip with his 
hands.’ 

Holden found one helpless little hand that closed fee- 
bly on his finger. And the clutch ran through his body 
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till it settled about his heart. Till then his sole thought 
had been for Ameera. He began to realise that there 
was some one else in the world, but he could not feel that 
it was a veritable son with a soul. He sat down to think 
and Ameera dozed lightly. 

“Get hence, Sahib,’ said her mother under her breath. 
“It is not good that she should find you here on waking. 
She must be still.’ 

‘I go,’ said Holden submissively. ‘Here be rupees. 
See that my baba gets fat and finds all that he needs.’ 

The chink of the silver roused Ameera. ‘I am his 
mother, and no hireling,’ she said weakly. ‘Shall I look 
to him more or less for the sake of money? Mother, 
give it back. Ihave borne my lord a son.’ 

The deep sleep of weakness came upon her almost be- 
fore the sentence was completed. Holden went down 
to the courtyard very softly with his heart at ease. Pir 
Khan, the old watchman, was chuckling with delight. 
‘This house is now complete,’ he said, and without fur- 
ther comment thrust into Holden’s hands the hilt of a 
sabre worn many years ago when he, Pir Khan, served 
the Queen in the Police. The bleat of a tethered goat 
came from the well-kerb. 

‘There be two,’ said Pir Khan, ‘two goats of the best. 
I bought them, and they cost much money; and since 
there is no birth-party assembled their flesh will be all 
mine. Strikecraftily, Sahib! ’Tis an ill-balanced sabre 
at the best. Wait till they raise their heads from crop- 
ping the marigolds.’ 

‘And why?’ said Holden, bewildered. 

‘For the birth-sacrifice. What else? Otherwise the 
child being unguarded from fate may die. The Protec- 
tor of the Poor knows the fitting words to be said.’ 
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Holden had learned them once with little thought that 
he would ever speak them in earnest. The touch of the 
cold sabre-hilt in his palm turned suddenly to the cling- 
ing grip of the child upstairs—the child that was his own 
son—and a dread of loss filled him. 

“Strike!” said Pir Khan. “Never life came into the 
world but life was paid forit. See, the goats have raised 
their heads. Now! With a drawing cut!’ 

Hardly knowing what he did, Holden cut twice as he 
muttered the Mahomedan prayer thatruns: ‘Almighty! 
In place of this my son I offer life for life, blood for 
blood, head for head, bone for bone, hair for hair, skin 
for skin.’ The waiting horse snorted and bounded in 
his pickets at the smell of the raw blood that spirted 
over Holden’s riding-boots. 

‘Well smitten!’ said Pir Khan, wiping the sabre. ‘A 
swordsman was lost in thee. Go with a light heart, 
Heaven-born. Jam thy servant, and the servant of thy 
son. May the Presence live a thousand yearsand .. . 
the flesh of the goats is all mine?’ Pir Khan drew back 
richer by a month’s pay. Holden swung himself into 
the saddle and rode off through the low-hanging wood- 
smoke of the evening. He was full of riotous exultation, 
alternating with a vast vague tenderness directed to- 
wards no particular object, that made him choke as he 
bent over the neck of his uneasy horse. ‘I never felt 
like this in my life,’ he thought. ‘Ill go to the club and 
pull myself together.’ 

A game of pool was beginning, and the room was full 
ofmen. Holden entered, eager to get to the light and the 
company of his fellows, singing at the top of his voice— 


“In Baltimore a-walking, a lady I did meet!’ 
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‘Did you?’ said the club-secretary from his corner. 
‘Did she happen to tell you that your boots were wring- 
ing wet? Great goodness, man, it’s blood?’ 

‘Bosh!’ said Holden, picking his cue from the rack. 
“May I cut in? It’s dew. I’ve been riding through 
high crops. My faith! my boots are in a mess though! 


‘And if it be a girl she shall wear a wedding-ring, 
And if it be a boy he shall fight for his king, 

With his dirk, and his cap, and his little jacket blue, 
He shall walk the quarter-deck—’ 


“Yellow on blue—green next player,’ said the marker 
monotonously. 

*“He shall walk the quarter-deck,’—Am I green, 
marker? ‘‘Heshall walk the quarter-deck,’’—eh! that’s 
a bad shot,—‘“‘ As his daddy used to do!”’ ’ 

‘I don’t see that you have anything to crow about,’ 
said a zealous junior civilian acidly. ‘The Government 
is not exactly pleased with your work when you relieved 
Sanders.’ 

‘Does that mean a wigging from headquarters?’ said 
Holden with an abstracted smile. ‘I think I can stand it.’ 

The talk beat up round the ever-fresh subject of each 
man’s work, and steadied Holden till it was time to go to 
his dark empty bungalow, where his butler received him 
as one who knew all his affairs. Holden remained awake 
for the greater part of the night, and his dreams were 
pleasant ones. 


II 
‘How old is he now?’ 


‘Ya illah! What a man’s question! He is all but 
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six weeks old; and on this night I go up to the house-top 
with thee, my life, to count the stars. For that is aus- 
picious. And he was born on a Friday under the sign of 
the Sun, and it has been told to me that he will outlive 
us both and get wealth. Can we wish for aught better, 
beloved?’ 

‘There is nothing better. Let us go up to the roof, 
and thou shalt count the stars—-but a few only, for the 
sky is heavy with cloud.’ 

‘The winter rains are late, and maybe they come out 
of season. Come, before all the stars are hid. I have 
put on my richest jewels.’ 

‘Thou hast forgotten the best of all.’ 

‘Ai! Ours? Hecomes also. He has never yet seen 
the skies.’ 

Ameera climbed the narrow staircase that led to the 
flat roof. The child, placid and unwinking, lay in the 
hollow of her right arm, gorgeous in silver-fringed mus- 
lin with a small skull-cap on his head. Ameera wore 
all that she valued most. The diamond nose-stud that 
takes the place of the Western patch in drawing atten- 
tion to the curve of the nostril, the gold ornament in the 
centre of the forehead studded with tallow-drop emer- 
alds and flawed rubies, the heavy circlet of beaten gold 
that was fastened round her neck by the softness of 
the pure metal, and the chinking curb-patterned silver 
anklets hanging low over the rosy ankle-bone. She was 
dressed in jade-green muslin as befitted a daughter of 
the Faith, and from shoulder to elbow and elbow to 
wrist ran bracelets of silver tied with floss silk, frail glass 
bangles slipped over the wrist in proof of the slenderness 
of the hand, and certain heavy gold bracelets that had 
no part in her country’s ornaments, but, since they were 
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Holden’s gift and fastened with a cunning European 
snap, delighted her immensely. 

They sat down by the low white parapet of the roof, 
overlooking the city and its lights. 

‘They are happy down there,’ said Ameera. ‘But I 
do not think that they are as happy as we. Nor do I 
think the white mem-log are as happy. And thou?’ 

‘I know they are not.’ 

“How dost thou know?’ 

“They give their children over to the nurses.’ 

‘T have never seen that,’ said Ameera with a sigh, ‘nor 
do I wish to see. Ahi!’—she dropped her head on Hol- 
den’s shoulder,—‘I have counted forty stars, and I am 
tired. Look at the child, love of my life, he is counting 
too.’ 

The baby was staring with round eyes at the dark of 
the heavens. Ameera placed him in Holden’s arms, and 
he lay there without a cry. 

‘What shall we call him among ourselves?’ she said. 
“Look! Art thou ever tired of looking? He carries thy 
very eyes. But the mouth—’ 

‘Is thine, most dear. Who should know better than 
ee 

‘*Tis such a feeble mouth. Oh, sosmall! And yet it 
holds my heart between its lips. Give him to me now. 
He has been too long away.’ 

‘Nay, let him lie; he has not yet begun to cry.’ 

‘When he cries thou wilt give him back—eh? What 
a man of mankind thou art! If he cried he were only 
the dearer to me. But, my life, what little name shall 
we give him?’ 

The small body lay close to Holden’s heart. It was 
utterly helpless and very soft. He scarcely dared to 
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breathe for fear of crushing it. The caged green parrot 
that is regarded as a sort of guardian-spirit in most na- 
tive households moved on its perch and fluttered a 
drowsy wing. 

‘There is the answer,’ said Holden. ‘Mian Mittu has 
spoken. He shall be the parrot. When he is ready he 
will talk mightily and run about. Mian Mittu is the 
parrot in thy—in the Mussulman tongue, is it not?’ 

“Why put me so far off?’ said Ameera fretfully. “Let 
it be like unto some English name—but not wholly. 
For he is mine.’ 

‘Then call him Tota, for that is likest English.’ 

‘Ay, Tota, and that is still the parrot. Forgive me, 
my lord, for a minute ago, but in truth he is too little to 
wear all the weight of Mian Mittu for name. He shall 
be Tota—our Tota tous. Hearest thou, oh, small one? 
Littlest, thou art Tota.’ She touched the child’s cheek, 
and he waking wailed, and it was necessary to return 
him to his mother, who soothed him with the wonderful 
rhyme of Are koko, Jare koko! which says— 





‘Ohcrow! Gocrow! Baby’s sleeping sound, 

And the wild plums grow in the jungle, only a penny a 
pound. 

Only a penny a pound, baba, only a penny a pound.’ 


Reassured many times as to the price of those plums, 
Tota cuddled himself down to sleep. The two sleek, 
white well-bullocks in the courtyard were steadily chew- 
ing the cud of their evening meal; old Pir Khan squatted 
at the head of Holden’s horse, his police sabre across his 
knees, pulling drowsily at a big water-pipe that croaked 
like a bull-frog in a pond. Ameera’s mother sat spin- 
ning in the lower veranda, and the wooden gate was shut 
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and barred. The music of a marriage-procession came 
to the roof above the gentle hum of the city, and a string 
of flying-foxes crossed the face of the low moon. 

‘I have prayed,’ said Ameera after a long pause, ‘I 
have prayed for two things. First, that I may die in 
thy stead if thy death is demanded, and in the second, 
that I may die in the place of the child. I have prayed 
to the Prophet and to Beebee Miriam [the Virgin Mary]. 
Thinkest thou either will hear?’ 

‘From thy lips who would not hear the lightest word?’ 

‘I asked for straight talk, and thou hast given me 
sweet talk. Will my prayers be heard?’ 

“How can I say? God is very good.’ 

‘Of that Iam not sure. Listen now. When I die, or 
the child dies, what is thy fate? Living, thou wilt 
return to the bold white mem-log, for kind calls to 
kind.’ 

‘Not always.’ 

“With a woman, no; with aman it is otherwise. Thou 
wilt in this life, later on, go back to thine own folk. That 
I could almost endure, for I should be dead. But in thy 
very death thou wilt be taken away to a strange place 
and a paradise that I do not know.’ 

“Will it be paradise?’ 

‘Surely, for who would harm thee? But we two—I 
and the child—shall be elsewhere, and we cannot come 
to thee, nor canst thou come to us. In the old days, be- 
fore the child was born, I did not think of these things; 
but now I think of them always. It is very hard talk.’ 

‘Tt will fall as it willfall. To-morrow we do not know, 
but to-day and love we know well. Surely we are happy 
now.’ 

‘So happy that it were well to make our happiness as- 
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sured. And thy Beebee Miriam should listen to me; for 
she is alsoa woman. But then she would envy me! It 
is not seemly for men to worship a woman.’ 

Holden laughed aloud at Ameera’s little spasm of jeal- 
ousy. 

‘Is it not seemly? Why didst thou not turn me from 
worship of thee, then?’ 

‘Thou a worshipper! And of me? My king, for all 
thy sweet words, well I know that I am thy servant and 
thy slave, and the dust under thy feet. And I would 
not have it otherwise. See!’ 

Before Holden could prevent her she stooped forward 
and touched his feet; recovering herself with a little laugh 
she hugged Tota closer to her bosom. Then, almost 
savagely— 

‘Is it true that the bold white mem-log live for three 
times the length of my life? Is it true that they make 
their marriages not before they are old women?’ 

“They marry as do others—when they are women.’ 

“That I know, but they wed when they are twenty- 
five. Is that true?’ 

*That is true.’ 

“Ya illah! At twenty-five! Who would of his own 
will take a wife even of eighteen? She is a woman— 
aging every hour. Twenty-five! I shall be an old wo- 
man at that age, and—Those mem-log remain young for 
ever. How I hate them!’ 

“What have they to do with us?’ 

‘I cannot tell. I know only that there may now be 
alive on this earth a woman ten years older than I who 
may come to thee and take thy love ten years after I am 
an old woman, gray-headed, and the nurse of Tota’s son. 
That is unjust and evil. They should die too.’ 
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‘Now, for all thy years thou art a child, and shalt be 
picked up and carried down the staircase.’ 

“Tota! Have a care for Tota, my lord! Thou at 
least art as foolish as any babe!’ Ameera tucked Tota out 
of harm’s way in the hollow of her neck, and was carried 
downstairs laughing in Holden’sarms, while Tota opened 
his eyes and smiled after the manner of the lesser angels. 

He was a silent infant, and, almost before Holden could 
realise that he was in the world, developed into a smal] 
sold-coloured little god and unquestioned despot of 
the house overlooking the city. Those were months of 
absolute happiness to Holden and Ameera—happiness 
withdrawn from the world, shut in behind the wooden 
gate that Pir Khan guarded. By day Holden did his 
work with an immense pity for such as were not so for- 
tunate as himself, and a sympathy for small children 
that amazed and amused many mothers at the little 
station-gatherings. At nightfall he returned to Ameera, 
—Ameera, full of the wondrous doings of Tota; how he 
had been seen to clap his hands together and move his 
fingers with intention and purpose—which was mani- 
festly a miracle—how later, he had of his own initiative 
crawled out of his low bedstead on to the floor and swayed 
on both feet for the space of three breaths. 

‘And they were long breaths, for my heart stood still 
with delight,’ said Ameera. 

Then Tota took the beasts into his councils—the well- 
bullocks, the little gray squirrels, the mongoose that 
lived in a hole near the well, and especially Mian Mittu, 
the parrot, whose tail he grievously pulled, and Mian 
Mittu screamed till Ameera and Holden arrived. 

‘Oh villain! Child of strength! This to thy brother 
on the house-top! Tobah, tobah! Fie! Fie! But I 
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know a charm to make him wise as Suleiman and Afla- 
toun [Solomon and Plato]. Now look, said Ameera 
She drew from an embroidered bag a handful of almonds. 
‘See! we count seven. In the name of God!’ 

She placed Mian Mittu, very angry and rumpled, on 
the top of his cage, and seating herself between the babe 
and the bird she cracked and peeled an almond less white 
than her teeth. ‘This is a true charm, my life, and do 
not laugh. See! I give the parrot one-half and Tota 
the other.’ Mian Mittu with careful beak took his share 
from between Ameera’s lips, and she kissed the other 
half into the mouth of the child, who ate it slowly with 
wondering eyes. ‘This I will do each day of seven, and 
without doubt he who is ours will be a bold speaker and 
wise. Eh, Tota, what wilt thou be when thou art a man 
and I am gray-headed?’ ‘Tota tucked his fat legs into 
adorable creases. He could crawl, but he was not going 
to waste the spring of his youth in idle speech. He 
wanted Mian Mittu’s tail to tweak. 

When he was advanced to the dignity of a silver belt 
—which, with a magic square engraved on silver and 
hung round his neck, made up the greater part of his 
clothing—he staggered on a perilous journey down the 
garden to Pir Khan, and proffered him all his jewels in 
exchange for one little ride on Holden’s horse, having 
seen his mother’s mother chaffering with pedlars in the 
veranda. Pir Khan wept and set the untried feet on 
his own gray head in sign of fealty, and brought the bold 
adventurer to his mother’s arms, vowing that Tota 
would be a leader of men ere his beard was grown. 

One hot evening, while he sat on the roof between his 
father and mother watching the never-ending warfare 
of the kites that the city boys flew, he demanded a kite 
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of his own with Pir Khan to fly it, because he had a fear 
of dealing with anything larger than himself, and when 
Holden called him a ‘spark,’ he rose to his feet and an- 
swered slowly in defence of his new-found individuality, 
“Hum ’park nahin hai. Hum admi hai [I am no spark, 
butiaman|;” 

The protest made Holden choke and devote himself 
very seriously to a consideration of Tota’s future. He 
need hardly have taken the trouble. The delight of 
that life was too perfect to endure. ‘Therefore it was 
taken away as many things are taken away in India— 
suddenly and without warning. ‘The little lord of the 
house, as Pir Khan called him, grew sorrowful and com- 
plained of pains who had never known the meaning of 
pain. Ameera, wild with terror, watched him through 
the night, and in the dawning of the second day the life 
was shaken out of him by fever—the seasonal autumn 
fever. Itseemed altogether impossible that he could die, 
and neither Ameera nor Holden at first believed the evi- 
dence of the little body on the bedstead. Then Ameera 
beat her head against the wall and would have flung her- 
self down the well in the garden had Holden not re- 
strained her by main force. 

One mercy only was granted to Holden. He rode to 
his office in broad daylight and found waiting him an 
unusually heavy mail that demanded concentrated at- 
tention and hard work. He was not, however, alive to 
this kindness of the gods. 


III 


The first shock of a bullet is no more than a brisk 
pinch. The wrecked body does not send in its protest 
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to the soul till ten or fifteen seconds later. Holden real- 
ised his pain slowly, exactly as he had realised his happi- 
ness, and with the same imperious necessity for hiding 
all trace of it. In the beginning he only felt that there 
had been a loss, and that Ameera needed comforting, 
where she sat with her head on her knees shivering as 
Mian Mittu from the house-top called, ‘Tota! Tota! 
Tota!’ Later all his world and the daily life of it rose 
up to hurt him. It was an outrage that any one of the 
children at the band-stand in the evening should be alive 
and clamorous, when his own child lay dead. It was 
more than mere pain when one of them touched him, and 
stories told by over-fond fathers of their children’s latest 
performances cut him to the quick. He could not de- 
clare his pain. He had neither help, comfort, nor sym- 
pathy; and Ameera at the end of each weary day would 
lead him through the hell of self-questioning reproach 
which is reserved for those who have lost a child, and be- 
heve that with a little—just a little more care—it might 
have been saved. 

‘Perhaps,’ Ameera would say, ‘I did not take sufficient 
heed. Did I, or did I not? The sun on the roof that 
day when he played so long alone and I was—ahi! braid- 
ing my hair—it may be that the sun then bred the fever. 
If I had warned him from the sun he might have lived. 
But, oh my life, say that Iam guiltless! Thou knowest 
that I loved him as I love thee. Say that there is no 
blame on me, or I shall die—I shall die!’ 

“There is no blame,—before God, none. It was writ- 
ten, and how could we do aught to save? What has been, 
has been. Let it go, beloved.’ 

‘He was all my heart tome. Howcan I let the thought 
go when my arm tells me every night that he is not 
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here? Ahi! Ahi! Oh, Tota, come back to me—come 
back again, and let us be all together as it was before!’ 

“Peace, peace! For thine own sake, and for mine also 
if thou lovest me—rest.’ 

‘By this I know thou dost not care; and how shouldst 
thou? The white men have hearts of stone and souls of 
iron. Oh, that I had married a man of mine own people 
—though he beat me—and had never eaten the bread of 
an alien!’ 

“Am I an alien—mother of my son?’ 

“What else—Sahib? . . . Oh, forgive me—for- 
give! The death has driven me mad. Thou art the 
life of my heart, and the light of my eyes, and the breath 
of my life, and—and I have put thee from me, though it 
was but fora moment. If thou goest away, to whom 
shall I look for help? Donot beangry. Indeed, it was 
the pain that spoke and not thy slave.’ 

‘I know, I know. We be two who were three. The 
greater need therefore that we should be one.’ 

They were sitting on the roof as of custom. The night 
was a warm one in early spring, and sheet-lightning was 
dancing on the horizon to a broken tune played by far- 
off thunder. Ameera settled herself in Holden’s arms. 

‘The dry earth is lowing like a cow for the rain, and I 
—I am afraid. It was not like this when we counted 
the stars. But thou lovest meas much as before, though 
a bond is taken away? Answer!’ 

‘IT love more because a new bond has come out of the 
sorrow that we have eaten together, and that thou know- 
est.’ 

‘Yea, I knew,’ said Ameera in a very small whisper. 
‘But it is good to hear thee say so, my life, who art so 
strong to help. I will be a child no more, but a woman 
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and an aid to thee. Listen! Give me my sitar and I 
will sing bravely.’ 

She took the light silver-studded sitar and began a 
song of the great hero Rajah Rasalu. The hand failed 
on the strings, the tune halted, checked, and at a low 
note turned off to the poor little nursery-rhyme about 
the wicked crow— 


‘And the wild plums grow in the jungle, only a penny a 
pound. 
Only a penny a pound, baba—only 


> 


Then came the tears, and the piteous rebellion against 
fate till she slept, moaning a little in her sleep, with the 
right arm thrown clear of the body as though it protected 
something that was not there. It was after this night 
that life became a little easier for Holden. The ever- 
present pain of loss drove him into his work, and the 
work repaid him by filling up his mind for nine or ten 
hoursaday. Ameera sat alone in the house and brooded, 
but grew happier, according to the custom of women, 
when she understood that Holden was more at ease. 
They touched happiness again, but this time with cau- 
tion. 

‘It was because we loved Tota that he died. The jeal- 
ousy of God was upon us,’ said Ameera. ‘I have hung 
up a large black jar before our window to turn the evil 
eye from us, and we must make no protestations of de- 
light, but go softly underneath the stars, lest God find 
usout. Is that not good talk, worthless one?’ 

She had shifted the accent on the word that means ‘be- 
loved,’ in proof of the sincerity of her purpose. But the 
kiss that followed the new christening was a thing that 
any deity might have envied. They went about hence- 
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forward saying, ‘It is naught, it is naught’; and hoping 
that all the Powers heard. 

The Powers were busy on other things. They had al- 
lowed thirty million people four years of plenty, wherein 
men fed well and the crops were certain, and the birth- 
rate rose year by year; the districts reported a purely 
agricultural population varying from nine hundred to 
two thousand to the square mile of the overburdened 
earth; and the Member for Lower Tooting, wandering 
about India in top-hat and frock-coat, talked largely of 
the benefits of British rule, and suggested as the one 
thing needful the establishment of a duly qualified elec- 
toral system and a general bestowal of the franchise. 
His long-suffering hosts smiled and made him welcome, 
and when he paused to admire, with pretty picked words, 
the blossom of the blood-red dhak-tree that had flow- 
ered untimely for a sign of what was coming, they smiled 
more than ever. 

It was the Deputy Commissioner of Kot-Kumharsen, 
staying at the club for a day, who lightly told a tale that 
made Holden’s blood run cold as he overheard the end. 

‘He won’t bother any one any more. Never saw a 
man so astonished in my life. By Jove, I thought he 
meant to ask a question in the House about it. Fellow- 
passenger in his ship—dined next him—bowled over by 
cholera and died in eighteen hours. You needn’t laugh, 
you fellows. ‘The Member for Lower Tooting is awfully 
angry about it; but he’s more scared. I think he’s go- 
ing to take his enlightened self out of India.’ 

‘I’d give a good deal if he were knocked over. It might 
keep a few vestrymen of his kidney to their own parish. 
But what’s thisaboutcholera? It’sfullearlyforanything 
of that kind,’ said the warden of an unprofitable salt-lick. 
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‘Don’t know,’ said the Deputy Commissioner reflec- 
tively. ‘We’ve got locusts with us. There’s sporadic 
cholera all along the north—at least we’re calling it spo- 
radic for decency’s sake. The spring crops are short in 
five districts, and nobody seems to know where the rains 
are. It’s nearly March now. I don’t want to scare 
anybody, but it seems to me that Nature’s going to audit 
her accounts with a big red pencil this summer.’ 

‘Just when I wanted to take leave, too!’ said a voice 
across the room. 

‘There won’t be much leave this year, but there ought 
to be a great deal of promotion. I’ve come in to per- 
suade the Government to put my pet canal on the list of 
famine-relief works. It’s an ill wind that blows no good. 
I shall get that canal finished at last.’ 

‘Is it the old programme then,’ said Holden; ‘famine, 
fever, and cholera?’ 

‘Oh no. Only local scarcity and an unusual preva- 
lence of seasonal sickness. You'll find it all in the re- 
ports if you live till next year. You’re a lucky chap. 
You haven’t got a wife to send out of harm’s way. The 
hill-stations ought to be full of women this year.’ 

‘I think you’re inclined to exaggerate the talk in the 
bazars,’ said a young civilian in the Secretariat. ‘Now 
I have observed—’ 

‘I daresay you have,’ said the Deputy Commissioner, 
‘but you’ve a great deal more to observe, my son. In 
the meantime, I wish to observe to you—’ and he drew 
him aside to discuss the construction of the canal that 
was so dear to his heart. Holden went to his bungalow 
and began to understand that he was not alone in the 
world, and also that he was afraid for the sake of another, 
—which is the most soul-satisfying fear known to man. 
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Two months later, as the Deputy had foretold, Na- 
ture began to audit her accounts with a red pencil. On 
the heels of the spring-reapings came a cry for bread, 
and the Government, which had decreed that no man 
should die of want, sent wheat. Then came the cholera 
from all four quarters of the compass. It struck a pil- 
grim-gathering of half a million at a sacred shrine. Many 
died at the feet of their god; the others broke and ran 
over the face of the land carrying the pestilence with 
them. It smote a walled city and killed two hundred a 
day. The people crowded the trains, hanging on to the 
footboards and squatting on the roofs of the carriages, 
and the cholera followed them, for at each station they 
dragged out the dead and the dying. They died by the 
roadside, and the horses of the Englishmen shied at the 
corpses in the grass. The rains did not come, and the 
earth turned to iron lest man should escape death by 
hiding in her. The English sent their wives away to the 
hills and went about their work, coming forward as they 
were bidden to fill the gaps in the fighting-line. Holden, 
sick with fear of losing his chiefest treasure on earth, had 
done his best to persuade Ameera to go away with her 
mother to the Himalayas. 

‘Why should I go?’ said she one evening on the roof. 

‘There is sickness, and people are dying, and all the 
white mem-log have gone.’ 

‘All of them?’ 

‘All—unless perhaps there remain some old scald-head 
who vexes her husband’s heart by running risk of death.’ 

‘Nay; who stays is my sister, and thou must not abuse 
her, for I will be a scald-head too. I am glad all the 
bold mem-log are gone.’ 

‘Do I speak to a woman or a babe? Go to the hills, 
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and I will see to it that thou goest like a queen’s daugh- 
ter. Think, child. In a red-lacquered bullock cart, 
veiled and curtained, with brass peacocks upon the pole 
and red cloth hangings. I will send two orderlies for 
guard and—’ 

‘Peace! Thou art the babe in speaking thus. What 
use are those toys to me? He would have patted the 
bullocks and played with the housings. For his sake, 
perhaps,—thou hast made me very English—I might 
have gone. Now, I willnot. Let the mem-log run.’ 

‘Their husbands are sending them, beloved.’ 

‘Very good talk. Since when hast thou been my hus- 
band to tellme what todo? Ihave but borne thee a son. 
Thou art only all the desire of my soul to me. How 
shall I depart when I know that if evil befall thee by the 
breadth of so much as my littlest finger-nail—is that not 
small?—I should be aware of it though I were in para- 
dise. And here, this summer thou mayest die—ai, janee, 
die! and in dying they might call to tend thee a white 
woman, and she would rob me in the last of thy love!’ 

‘But love is not born in a moment or on a death-bed!’ 

“What dost thou know of love, stoneheart? She 
would take thy thanks at least and, by God and the Pro- 
phet and Beebee Miriam the mother of thy Prophet, 
that I will never endure! My lord and my love, let there 
be no more foolish talk of going away. Where thou art 
Iam. It isenough.’ She put an arm round his neck 
and a hand on his mouth. 

There are not many happinesses so complete as those 
that are snatched under the shadow of the sword. They 
sat together and laughed, calling each other openly by 
every pet name that could move the wrath of the gods. 
The city below them was locked up in its own torments. 
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Sulphur fires blazed in the streets; the conches in the 
Hindu temples screamed and bellowed, for the gods were 
inattentive in those days. There was a service in the 
Mahomedan shrine, and the call to prayer from the min- 
arets was almost unceasing. They heard the wailing in 
the houses of the dead, and once the shriek of a mother 
who had lost a child and was calling for its return. In 
the gray dawn they saw the dead borne out through the 
city gates, each litter with its own little knot of mourn- 
ers. Wherefore they kissed each other and shivered. 

It was a red and heavy audit, for the land was very 
sick and needed a little breathing-space ere the torrent 
of cheap life should flood it anew. The children of im- 
mature fathers and undeveloped mothers made no resis- 
tance. They were cowed and sat still, waiting till the 
sword should be sheathed in November if it were so willed. 
There were gaps among the English, but the gaps were 
filled. The work of superintending famine-relief, cholera- 
sheds, medicine-distribution, and what little sanitation 
was possible, went forward because it was so ordered. 

Holden had been told to keep himself in readiness to 
move to replace the next man who should fall. There 
were twelve hours in each day when he could not see 
Ameera, and she might die in three. He was consider- 
ing what his pain would be if he could not see her for 
three months, orif she died out of his sight. He was ab- 
solutely certain that her death would be demanded—so 
certain, that when he looked up from the telegram and 
saw Pir Khan breathless in the doorway, he laughed 
aloud. ‘And?’ said he,— 

‘When there is a cry in the night and the spirit flutters 
into the throat, who has a charm that will restore? Come 
swiftly, Heaven-born! It is the black cholera.’ 
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Holden galloped to his home. The sky was heavy 
with clouds, for the long-deferred rains were near and the 
heat was stifling. Ameera’s mother met him in the 
courtyard, whimpering, ‘She is dying. She is nursing 
herself into death. She is all but dead. What shall I 
do, Sahib?’ 

Ameera was lying in the room in which Tota had been 
born. She made no sign when Holden entered, because 
the human soul is a very lonely thing and, when it is get- 
ting ready to go away, hides itself in a misty borderland 
where the living may not follow. The black cholera 
does its work quietly and without explanation. Ameera 
was being thrust out of life as though the Angel of Death 
had himself put his hand upon her. The quick breath- 
ing seemed to show that she was either afraid or in pain, 
but neither eyes nor mouth gave any answer to Holden’s 
kisses. There was nothing to be said or done. Holden 
could only wait and suffer. The first drops of the rain 
began to fall on the roof and he could hear shouts of joy 
in the parched city. 

The soul came back a little and the lips moved. Hol- 
den bent down to listen. ‘Keep nothing of mine,’ said 
Ameera. ‘Take no hair from my head. She would 
make thee burn it later on. That flame I should feel. 
Lower! Stooplower! Remember only that I was thine 
and bore thee a son. Though thou wed a white woman 
to-morrow, the pleasure of receiving in thy arms thy 
first son is taken from thee forever. Remember me when 
thy son is born—the one that shall carry thy name before 
allmen. His misfortunes be on my head. I bear witness 
—I bear witness ’—the lips were forming the words on his 
ear—‘ that there is no God but—thee, beloved!’ 

Then she died. Holden sat still, and all thought was 
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taken from him,—till he heard Ameera’s mother lift the 
curtain. 

“Is she dead, Sahib?’ 

‘She is dead.’ 

‘Then I will mourn, and afterwards take an inventory 
of the furniture in this house. For that will be mine. 
The Sahib does not mean to resume it? It is so little, so 
very little, Sahib, and Iam an old woman. _ I would like 
to lie softly.’ 

‘For the mercy of God be silent a while. Go out and 
mourn where I cannot hear.’ 

‘Sahib, she will be buried in four hours.’ 

‘I know the custom. I shall go ere she is taken away. 
That matter is in thy hands. Look to it, that the bed 
on which—on which she lies—’ 

‘Aha! That beautiful red-lacquered bed. I have long 
desired—’ 

‘That the bed is left here untouched for my disposal. 
All else in the house is thine. Hire a cart, take every- 
thing, go hence, and before sunrise let there be nothing 
in this house but that which I have ordered thee to re- 
spect.’ 

‘ITamanold woman. I wouldstay at least for the days 
of mourning, and the rains have just broken. Whither 
shall I go?’ 

‘What is that tome? My order is that there is a go- 
ing. The house-gear is worth a thousand rupees and 
my orderly shall bring thee a hundred rupees to-night.’ 

‘That is very little. Think of the cart-hire.’ 

‘It shall be nothing unless thou goest, and with speed. 
O woman, get hence and leave me with my dead!’ 

The mother shuffled down the staircase, and in her 
anxiety to take stock of the house-fittings forgot to 
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mourn. Holden stayed by Amecra’s side and the rain 
roared on the roof. He could not think connectedly by 
reason of the noise, though he made many attempts to 
do so. Then four sheeted ghosts glided dripping into 
the room and stared at him through their veils. They 
were the washers of the dead. Holden left the room 
and went out to his horse. He had come in a dead, 
stifling calm through ankle-deep dust. He found the 
courtyard a rain-lashed pond alive with frogs; a torrent 
of yellow water ran under the gate, and a roaring wind 
drove the bolts of the rain like buckshot against the mud- 
walls. Pir Khan was shivering in his little hut by the 
gate, and the horse was stamping uneasily in the water. 

‘I have been told the Sahib’s order,’ said Pir Khan. 
‘It is well. This house is now desolate. I go also, for my 
monkey-face would be a reminder of that which has been. 
Concerning the bed, I will bring that to thy house yon- 
der in the morning; but remember, Sahib, it will be to 
thee a knife turning in a green wound. I go upona 
pilgrimage, and I will take no money. I have grown 
fat in the protection of the Presence whose sorrow is my 
sorrow. For the last time I hold his stirrup.’ 

He touched Holden’s foot with both hands and the 
horse sprang out into the road, where the creaking bam- 
boos were whipping the sky and all the frogs were chuck- 
ling. Holden could not see for the rain in his face. He 
put his hands before his eyes and muttered— 

‘Oh you brute! You utter brute!’ 

The news of his trouble was already in his bungalow. 
He read the knowledge in his butler’s eyes when Ahmed 
Khan brought in food, and for the first and last time in 
his life laid a hand upon his master’s shoulder, saying, 
‘Eat, Sahib, eat. Meat is good against sorrow. I also 
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have known. Moreover the shadows come and go, Sa- 
hib; the shadows come and go. These be curried eggs.’ 

Holden could neither eat nor sleep. The heavens sent 
down eight inches of rain in that night and washed the 
earth clean. ‘The waters tore down walls, broke roads, 
and scoured open the shallow graves on the Mahome- 
dan burying-ground. Allnext day it rained, and Holden 
sat still in his house considering his sorrow. On the 
morning of the third day he received a telegram which 
said only, ‘Ricketts, Myndonie. Dying, Holden re- 
lieve. Immediate.’ Then he thought that before he 
departed he would look at the house wherein he had 
been master and lord. There was a break in the weather 
and the rank earth steamed with vapour. 

He found that the rains had torn down the mud pillars 
of the gateway, and the heavy wooden gate that had 
guarded his life hung lazily from one hinge. There 
was grass three inches high in the courtyard; Pir Khan’s 
lodge was empty, and the sodden thatch sagged between 
the beams. A gray squirrel was in possession of the ver- 
anda, as if the house had been untenanted for thirty 
years instead of three days. Ameera’s mother had re- 
moved everything except some mildewed matting. The 
‘tick-tick’ of the little scorpions as they hurried across 
the floor was the only sound in the house. Ameera’s room 
and the other one where Tota had lived were heavy 
with mildew; and the narrow staircase leading to the 
roof was streaked and stained with rain-borne mud. Hol- 
den saw all these things, and came out again to meet 
in the road Durga Dass, his landlord,—portly, affable, 
clothed in white muslin, and driving a Cee-spring buggy. 
He was overlooking his property to see how the roofs 
stood the stress of the first rains. 
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‘I have heard,’ said he, ‘you will not take this place 
any more, Sahib?’ 

‘What are you going to do with it?’ 

‘Perhaps I shall let it again.’ 

‘Then I will keep it on while I am away.’ 

Durga Dass was silent for some time. ‘You shall not 
take it on, Sahib,’ he said. ‘When I was a young man I 
also—, but to-day I am a member of the Municipality. 
Ho! Ho! No. When the birds have gone what need 
to keep the nest? I will have it pulled down—the tim- 
ber will sell for something always. It shall be pulled 
down, and the Municipality shall make a road across, 
as they desire, from the burning-ghaut to the city wall, 
so that no man may say where this house stood.’ 
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The sky is lead and our faces are red, 

And the gates of Hell are opened and riven, 

And the winds of Hell are loosened and driven, 
And the dust flies up in the face of Heaven, 

And the clouds come down in a fiery sheet, 
Heavy to raise and hard to be borne. 

And the soul of man is turned from his meat, 
Turned from the trifles for which he has striven 

Sick in his body, and heavy hearted, 

And his soul flies up like the dust in the sheet 

Breaks from his flesh and is gone and departed, 
As the blasts they blow on the cholera-horn. 

‘Himalayan.’ 


suit of happiness,’ sat at a table playing whist. The 
thermometer marked—for them—one hundred and 
one degrees of heat. The room was darkened till it was 
only just possible to distinguish the pips of the cards and 
the very white faces of the players. A tattered rotten 
punkah of white-washed calico was puddling the hot air 
and whining dolefully at each stroke. Outside lay gloom 
of a November day in London. ‘There was neither sky, 
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sun, nor horizon,—nothing but a brown purple haze of 
heat. It was as though the earth were dying of apoplexy. 

From time to time clouds of tawny dust rose from the 
cround without wind or warning, flung themselves table- 
clothwise among the tops of the parched trees, and came 
down again. Then a whirling dust-devil would scutter 
across the plain for a couple of miles, break, and fall out- 
ward, though there was nothing to check its flight save a 
long lowline of piled railway-sleepers white with the dust, 
a cluster of huts made of mud, condemned rails, and can- 
vas, and the one squat four-roomed bungalow that be- 
longed to the assistant engineer in charge of a section of 
the Gaudhari State line then under construction. 

The four, stripped to the thinnest of sleeping-suits, 
played whist crossly, with wranglings as to leads and re- 
turns. It was not the best kind of whist, but they had 
taken some trouble to arrive at it. Mottram of the In- 
dian Survey had ridden thirty and railed one hundred 
miles from his lonely post in the desert since the night 
before; Lowndes of the Civil Service, on special duty in 
the political department, had come as far to escape for 
an instant the miserable intrigues of an impoverished 
native State whose king alternately fawned and blustered 
for more money from the pitiful revenues contributed 
by hard-wrung peasants and despairing camel-breeders; 
Spurstow, thedoctorof the line, had left a cholera-stricken 
camp of coolies to look after itself for forty-eight hours 
while he associated with white men once more. Hum- 
mil, the assistant engineer, was the host. He stood fast 
and received his friends thus every Sunday if they could 
come in. When one of them failed to appear, he would 
send a telegram to his last address in order that he might 
know whether the defaulter were dead or alive. There 
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are very many places in the East where it is not gcod or 
kind to let your acquaintances drop out of sight even for 
one short week. 

The players were not conscious of any special regard 
for each other. They squabbled whenever they met; 
but they ardently desired to meet, as men without water 
desire to drink. They were lonely folk who understood 
the dread meaning of loneliness. They were all under 
thirty years of age,—which is too soon for any man to 
possess that knowledge. 

‘Pilsener?’ said Spurstow, after the second rubber, 
mopping his forehead. 

‘Beer’s out, I’m sorry to say, and there’s hardly 
enough soda-water for to-night,’ said Hummil. 

‘What filthy bad management!’ Spurstow snarled. 

‘Can’t helpit. I’ve written and wired; but the trains 
don’t come through regularly yet. Last week the ice 
ran out,—as Lowndes knows.’ 

‘Glad I didn’t come. I could ha’ sent you some if I 
had known, though. Phew! it’s too hot to go on play- 
ing bumblepuppy.’ This with a savage scowl at Lown- 
des, who only laughed. He was a hardened offender. 

Mottram rose from the table and looked out of a chink 
in the shutters. 

“What a sweet day!’ said he. 

The company yawned all together and betook them- 
selves to an aimless investigation of all Hummil’s posses- 
sions,—guns, tattered novels, saddlery, spurs, and the 
like. They had fingered them a score of times before, 
but there was really nothing else to do. 

‘Got anything fresh?’ said Lowndes. 

‘Last week’s ‘‘ Gazette of India,” and a cutting from a 
homepaper. Myfathersentitout. It’srather amusing.’ 

167 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


‘One of those vestrymen that call ’emselves M. P.’s 
again, is it?’ said Spurstow, who read his newspapers 
when he could get them. 

‘Yes. Listen tothis. It’s to your address, Lowndes. 
The man was making a speech to his constituents, and 
he piled it on. Here’s a sample, ‘‘And I assert unhesi- 
tatingly that the Civil Service in India is the preserve— 
the pet preserve—of the aristocracy of England. What 
does the democracy—what do the masses—get from that 
country, which we have step by step fraudulently an- 
nexed? JI answer, nothing whatever. It is farmed with 
a single eye to their own interests by the scions of the 
aristocracy. They take good care to maintain their lav- 
ish scale of incomes, to avoid or stifle any inquiries into 
the nature and conduct of their administration, while 
they themselves force the unhappy peasant to pay with 
the sweat of his brow for all the luxuries in which they 
are lapped.” > Hummil waved the cutting above his 
head. ‘’Ear! ear!’ said his audience. 

Then Lowndes, meditatively, ‘I’d give—I’d give three 
months’ pay to have that gentleman spend one month 
with me and see how the free and independent native 
prince works things. Old Timbersides’—this was his flip- 
pant title foran honoured and decorated feudatory prince 
—‘has been wearing my life out this week past for money. 
By Jove, his latest performance was to send me one of his 
women as a bribe!’ 

‘Good for you! Did you accept it?’ said Mottram. 

‘No. I rather wish I had, now. She was a pretty 
little person, and she yarned away to me about the horri- 
ble destitution among the king’s women-folk. The dar- 
lings haven’t had any new clothes for nearly a month, 
and the old man wants to buy a new drag from Calcutta, 
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—solid silver railings and silver lamps, and trifles of that 
kind. I’ve tried to make him understand that he has 
played the deuce with the revenues for the last twenty 
years and must go slow. He can’t see it.’ 

‘But he has the ancestral treasure-vaults to draw on. 
There must be three millions at least in jewels and coin 
under his palace,’ said Hummil. 

‘Catch a native king disturbing the family treasure! 
The priests forbid it except as the last resort. Old Tim- 
bersides has added something like a quarter of a million 
to the deposit in his reign.’ 

“Where the mischief does it all come from?’ said Mot- 
tram. 

‘The country. The state of the people is enough to 
make you sick. I’ve known the tax-men wait by a 
milch-camel till the foal was born and then hurry off the 
mother for arrears. And what can I do? I can’t get 
the court clerks to give me any accounts; I can’t raise 
anything more than a fat smile from the commander-in- 
chief when I find out the troops are three months in ar- 
rears; and old Timbersides begins to weep when I speak 
to him. He has taken to the King’s Peg heavily,—li- 
queur brandy for whisky, and Heidsieck for soda-water.’ 

‘That’s what the Rao of Jubela took to. Even a na- 
tive can’t last long at that,’ said Spurstow. ‘He'll go 
out.’ 

‘And a good thing, too. Then I suppose we’ll have a 
council of regency, and a tutor for the young prince, and 
hand him back his kingdom with ten years’ accumula- 
tions.’ 

‘Whereupon that young prince, having been taught 
all the vices of the English, will play ducks and drakes 
with the money and undo ten years’ work in eighteen 
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months. I’ve seen that business before,’ said Spurstow. 
‘I should tackle the king with a light hand if I were you, 
Lowndes. They’ll hate you quite enough under any 
circumstances.’ 

‘That’s all very well. The man who looks on can talk 
about the light hand; but you can’t clean a pig-stye with 
a pen dipped in rose-water. I know my risks; but noth- 
ing has happened yet. My servant’s an old Pathan, 
and he cooks for me. ‘They are hardly likely to bribe 
him, and I don’t accept food from my true friends, as 
they call themselves. Oh, but it’s weary work! I'd 
sooner be with you, Spurstow. There’s shooting near 
your camp.’ 

‘Would you? Idon’tthinkit. About fifteen deaths 
a day don’t incite a man to shoot anything but himself. 
And the worst of it is that the poor devils look at you as 
though you ought tosave them. Lord knows, I’ve tried 
everything. My last attempt was empirical, but it 
pulled an old man through. He was brought to me ap- 
parently past hope, and I gave him gin and Worcester 
sauce with cayenne. It cured him; but I don’t recom- 
mend it.’ 

‘How do the cases run generally?’ said Hummil. 

‘Very simply indeed. Chlorodyne, opium pill, chloro- 
dyne, collapse, nitre, bricks to the feet, and then—the 
burning-ghaut. The last seems to be the only thing 
that stops the trouble. It’s black cholera you know. 
Poor devils! But, I will say, little Bunsee Lal, my 
apothecary, works likeademon. I’ve recommended him 
for promotion if he comes through it all alive.’ 

‘And what are your chances, old man?’ said Mottram. 

‘Don’t know; don’t care much; but I’ve sent the let- 
terin. What are you doing with yourself generally?’ 
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‘Sitting under a table in the tent and spitting on the 
sextant to keep it cool,’ said the man of the survey. 
‘Washing my eyes to avoid ophthalmia, which I shall 
certainly get, and trying to make a sub-surveyor under- 
stand that an error of five degrees in an angle isn’t quite 
so small asit looks. I’m altogether alone, y’know, and 
shall be till the end of the hot weather.’ 

‘Hummil’s the lucky man,’ said Lowndes, flinging 
himself into along chair. ‘He has an actual roof—torn 
as to the ceiling-cloth, but still a roof—over his head. 
He sees one train daily. He can get beer and soda- 
water and ice ’em when God is good. He has books, pic- 
tures, —they were torn from the ‘Graphic,’-—‘and the 
society of the excellent sub-contractor Jevins, besides 
the pleasure of receiving us weekly.’ 

Hummil smiled grimly. ‘Yes, I’m the lucky man, I 
suppose. Jevins is luckier.’ 

‘How? Not—’ 

“Yes. Wentout. Last Monday.’ 

‘By his own hand?’ said Spurstow quickly, hinting 
the suspicion that was in everybody’s mind. There was 
no cholera near Hummil’s section. Even fever gives a 
man at least a week’s grace, and sudden death generally 
implied self-slaughter. 

‘I judge no man this weather,’ said Hummil. ‘He 
had a touch of the sun, I fancy; for last week, after you 
fellows had left, he came into the veranda and told me 
that he was going home to see his wife, in Market Street, 
Liverpool, that evening. 

‘I got the apothecary in to look at him, and we tried 
to make him lie down. After an hour or two he rubbed 
his eyes and said he believed he had had a fit,—hoped he 
hadn’t said anything rude. Jevins had a great idea of 
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bettering himself socially. He was very like Chucks in 
his language.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘Then he went to his own bungalow and began clean- 
ing a rifle. He told the servant that he was going to 
shoot buck in the morning. Naturally he fumbled with 
the trigger, and shot himself through the head—accident- 
ally. The apothecary sent in a report to my chief, and 
Jevins is buried somewhere out there. I’d have wired 
to you, Spurstow, if you could have done anything.’ 

‘You’re a queer chap,’ said Mottram. ‘If you’d 
killed the man yourself you couldn’t have been more 
quiet about the business.’ 

‘Good Lord! what does it matter?’ said Hummil 
calmly. ‘I’ve got to do a lot of his overseeing work in 
addition to my own. I’m the only person that suffers. 
Jevins is out of it,—by pure accident, of course, but out 
of it. The apothecary was going to write a long screed 
on suicide. Trust a babu to drivel when he gets the 
chance.’ 

“Why didn’t you let it go in as suicide?’ said Lowndes. 

“No direct proof. A man hasn’t many privileges in 
this country, but he might at least be allowed to mis- 
handle his own rifle. Besides, some day I may need a 
man to smother up an accident to myself. Live and let 
live. Die and let die.’ 

“You take a pill,’ said Spurstow, who had been watch- 
ing Hummil’s white face narrowly. ‘Take a pill, and 
don’t be anass. That sort of talk is skittles. Anyhow 
suicide is shirking your work. If I were Job ten times 
over, I should be so interested in what was going to hap- 
pen next that I’d stay on and watch.’ 

‘Ah! I’ve lost that curiosity,’ said Hummil. 
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‘Liver out of order?’ said Lowndes feelingly. 

“No. Can’tsleep. That’s worse.’ 

‘By Jove, it is!’ said Mottram. ‘I’m that way every 
now and then, and the fit has to wear itself out. What 
do you take for it?’ 

‘Nothing. What’s the use? I haven’t had ten min- 
utes’ sleep since Friday morning.’ 

‘Poor chap! Spurstow, you ought to attend to this,’ 
said Mottram. ‘Now you mention it, your eyes are 
rather gummy and swollen.’ 

Spurstow, still watching Hummil, laughed lightly. ‘I'll 
patch him up, later on. Isit too hot, do you think, to go 
for a ride?’ 

“Where to?’ said Lowndes wearily. ‘We shall have 
to go away at eight, and there'll be riding enough for us 
then. I hate a horse when I have to use him as a neces- 
sity. Oh heavens! what is there to do?’ 

‘Begin whist again, at chick points [‘a chick’ is sup- 
posed to be eight shillings] and a gold mohur on the rub,’ 
said Spurstow promptly. 

‘Poker. A month’s pay all round for the pool,—no 
limit,—and fifty-rupee raises. Somebody would be 
broken before we got up,’ said Lowndes. 

‘Can’t say that it would give me any pleasure to break 
any man in this company,’ said Mottram. ‘There isn’t 
enough excitement in it, and it’s foolish.’ He crossed 
over to the worn and battered little camp-piano,—wreck- 
age of a married household that had once held the bun- 
galow,—and opened the case. 

‘It’s used up long ago,’ said Hummil. ‘The servants 
have picked it to pieces.’ 

The piano was indeed hopelessly out of order, but 
Mottram managed to bring the rebellious notes into a 
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sort of agreement, and there rose from the ragged key- 
board something that might once have been the ghost of 
a popular music-hall song. The men in the long chairs 
turned with evident interest as Mottram banged the 
more lustily. 

‘That’s good!’ said Lowndes. ‘By Jove! the last time 
I heard that song was in ’79, or thereabouts, just before 
I came out.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Spurstow with pride, ‘I was home in ’80.’ 
And he mentioned a song of the streets popular at that 
date. 

Mottram executed it roughly. Lowndes criticised and 
volunteered emendations. Mottram dashed into another 
ditty, not of the music-hall character, and made as if to 
rise. 

‘Sit down,’ said Hummil. ‘I didn’t know that you 
had any music in your composition. Go on playing un- 
til you can’t think of anything more. Ill have that 
piano tuned up before you come again. Play something 
festive.’ 

Very simple indeed were the tunes to which Mot- 
tram’s art and the limitations of the piano could give 
effect, but the men listened with pleasure, and in the 
pauses talked all together of what they had seen or heard 
when they were last at home. A dense dust-storm sprang 
up outside, and swept roaring over the house, enveloping 
it in the choking darkness of midnight, but Mottram con- 
tinued unheeding, and the crazy tinkle reached the ears of 
the listeners above the flapping of the tattered ceiling- 
cloth. 

In the silence after the storm he glided from the more 
directly personal songs of Scotland, half humming them 
as he played, into the Evening Hymn. 
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‘Sunday,’ said he, nodding his head. 

“Goon. Don’t apologise for it,’ said Spurstow. 

Hummil laughed long and riotously. ‘Play it, by all 
means. You’re full of surprises to-day. I didn’t know 
you had such a gift of finished sarcasm. How does that 
thing go?’ 

Mottram took up the tune. 

“Too slow by half. You miss the note of gratitude,’ 
said Hummil. ‘It ought to go to the ‘“‘Grasshopper’s 
Polka,’—this way.’ And he chanted, prestissimo,— 


‘Glory to thee, my God, this night, 
For all the blessings of the light. 


That shows we really feel our blessings. How does it 
go on?— 


‘Tf in the night I sleepless lie, 
My soul with sacred thoughts supply; 
May no ill dreams disturb my rest,— 


Quicker, Mottram !— 


‘Or powers of darkness me molest!’ 


‘Bah! what an old hypocrite you are!’ 

‘Don’t bean ass,’ said Lowndes. ‘You are at full lib- 
erty to make fun of anything else you like, but leave 
that hymn alone. It’s associated in my mind with the 
most sacred recollections—’ 

‘Summer evenings in the country,—stained-glass win- 
dow,—light going out, and you and she jamming your 
heads together over one hymn-book,’ said Mottram. 

‘Yes, and a fat old cockchafer hitting you in the eye 
when you walked home. Smell of hay, and a moon as 
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big as a band-box sitting on the top of a haycock; bats, 
—roses,—milk and midges,’ said Lowndes. 

‘Also mothers. I can just recollect my mother sing- 
ing me to sleep with that when I was a little chap,’ said 
Spurstow. 

The darkness had fallen on the room. They could 
hear Hummil squirming in his chair. 

‘Consequently,’ said he testily, “you sing it when you 
are seven fathom deep in Hell! It’s an insult to the in- 
telligence of the Deity to pretend we’re anything but 
tortured rebels.’ 

‘Take two pills,’ said Spurstow; ‘that’s tortured liver.’ 

‘The usually placid Hummil is in a vile bad temper. 
I’m sorry for his coolies to-morrow,’ said Lowndes, as 
the servants brought in the lights and prepared the table 
for dinner. 

As they were settling into their places about the miser- 
able goat-chops, and the smoked tapioca pudding, Spur- 
stow took occasion to whisper to Mottram, ‘ Well done, 
David!’ 

‘Look after Saul, then,’ was the reply. 

‘What are you two whispering about?’ said Hummil 
suspiciously. 

‘Only saying that you are a damned poor host. This 
fowl can’t be cut,’ returned Spurstow with a sweet smile. 
‘Call this a dinner?’ 

‘I can’t help it. You don’t expect a banquet, dc 
you?’ 

Throughout that meal Hummil contrived laboriously 
to insult directly and pointedly all his guests in succes: 
sion, and at each insult Spurstow kicked the aggrievec 
persons under the table; but he dared not exchange < 
glance of intelligence with either of them. Hummil’ 
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face was white and pinched, while his eyes were unnat- 
urally large. No man dreamed for a moment of resent- 
ing his savage personalities, but as soon as the meal was 
over they made haste to get away. 

‘Don’t go. You’re just getting amusing, you fellows. 
I hope ! haven’t said anything that annoyed you. You’re 
such touchy devils.’ Then, changing the note into one 
of almost abject entreaty, Hummil added, ‘I say, you 
surely aren’t going?’ 

‘In the language of the blessed Jorrocks, where I dines 
I sleeps,’ said Spurstow. ‘I want to have a look at your 
coolies to-morrow, if you don’t mind. You can give me 
a place to lie down in, I suppose?’ 

The others pleaded the urgency of their several duties 
next day, and, saddling up, departed together, Hummil 
begging them to come next Sunday. As they jogged off 
Lowndes unbosomed himself to Mottram— 

‘, . . And I never felt so like kicking a man at his 
own table in my life. He said I cheated at whist, and 
reminded me I was in debt! °’Told you you were as 
good as a liar to your face! You aren’t half indignant 
enough over it.’ 

‘Not I,’ said Mottram. ‘Poor devil! Did you ever 
know old Hummy behave like that before or within a 
hundred miles of it?’ 

‘That’s no excuse. Spurstow was hacking my shin 
all the time, so I kept a hand on myself. Else I should 
have—’ 

‘No, you wouldn’t. You’d have done as Hummy did 
about Jevins; judge no man this weather. By Jove! 
the buckle of my bridle is hot in my hand! Trot out a 
bit, and ’ware rat-holes.’ 

Ten minutes’ trotting jerked out of Lowndes one very 
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sage remark when he pulled up, sweating from every 
pore— 

‘*Good thing Spurstow’s with him to-night.’ 

‘“Ye-es. Good man, Spurstow. Our roads turn here. 
See you again next Sunday, if the sun doesn’t bowl me 
over!’ 

‘S’pose so, unless old Timbersides’ finance minister 
manages to dress some of my food. Good-night, and— 
God bless you!’ 

“What’s wrong now?’ 

‘Oh, nothing.’ Lowndes gathered up his whip, and, as 
he flicked Mottram’s mare on the flank, added, ‘ You’re 
not a bad little chap,—that’s all.’ And the mare bolted 
half a mile across the sand, on the word. 

In the assistant engineer’s bungalow Spurstow and 
Hummil smoked the pipe of silence together, each nar- 
rowly watching the other. The capacity of a bachelor’s 
establishment is as elastic as its arrangements are simple. 
A servant cleared away the dining-room table, brought 
in a couple of rude native bedsteads made of tape strung 
on a light wood frame, flung a square of cool Calcutta 
matting over each, set them side by side, pinned two 
towels to the punkah so that their fringes should just 
sweep clear of the sleeper’s nose and mouth, and an- 
nounced that the couches were ready. 

The men flung themselves down, ordering the punkah- 
coolies by all the powers of Hell to pull. Every door 
and window was shut, for the outside air was that of an 
oven. ‘The atmosphere within was only 104 degrees, as 
the thermometer bore witness, and heavy with the foul 
smell of badly-trimmed kerosene lamps; and this stench, 
combined with that of native tobacco, baked brick, and 
dried earth, sends the heart of many a strong man down 
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to his boots, for it is the smell of the Great Indian Em- 
pire when she turns herself for six months into a house 
of torment. Spurstow packed his pillows craftily so 
that he reclined rather than lay, his head at a safe eleva- 
tion above his feet. It is not good to sleep on a low 
pillow in the hot weather if you happen to be of thick- 
necked build, for you may pass with lively snores and 
gsugglings from natural sleep into the deep slumber of 
heat-apoplexy. 

‘Pack your pillows,’ said the doctor sharply, as he saw 
Hummil preparing to lie down at full length. 

The night-light was trimmed; the shadow of the pun- 
kah wavered across the room, and the ‘flick’ of the pun- 
kah-towel and the soft whine of the rope through the 
wall-hole followed it. Then the punkah flagged, al- 
most ceased. The sweat poured from Spurstow’s brow. 
Should he go out and harangue the coolie? It started 
forward again with a savage jerk, and a pin came out of 
the towels. When this was replaced, a tomtom in the 
coolie-lines began to beat with the steady throb of a 
swollen artery inside some brain-fevered skull. Spur- 
stow turned on his side and swore gently. ‘There was no 
movement on Hummil’s part. The man had composed 
himself as rigidly as a corpse, his hands clinched at his 
sides. The respiration was too hurried for any suspi- 
cion of sleep. Spurstow looked at the set face. The 
jaws were clinched, and there was a pucker round the 
quivering eyelids. 

‘He’s holding himself as tightly as ever he can,’ thought 
Spurstow. ‘What in the world is the matter with him? 
—Hummil!’ 

‘Yes,’ in a thick constrained voice. 

‘Can’t you get to sleep?’ 
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‘No.’ 

‘Head hot?’ ’Throat feeling bulgy? or how?’ 

‘Neither, thanks. I don’t sleep much, you know.’ 

‘’Feel pretty bad?’ 

‘Pretty bad, thanks. There isa tomtom outside, isn’t 
there? Ithoughtit was my head at first. . . . Oh, 
Spurstow, for pity’s sake give me something that will 
put me asleep,—sound asleep,—if it’s only for six hours. 
He sprang up, trembling from head to foot. ‘I haven’t 
been able to sleep naturally for days, and I can’t stand 
it!—I can’t stand it!’ 

‘Poor old chap!’ 

‘That’s no use. Give me something to make me 
sleep. I tell you I’m nearly mad. I don’t know what 
I say half my time. For three weeks I’ve had to think 
and spell out every word that has come through my lips 
before I dared say it. Isn’t that enough to drive a man 
mad? I can’t see things correctly now, and I’ve lost my 
sense of touch. Myskin aches—my skin aches! Make 
me sleep. Oh, Spurstow, for the love of God make me 
sleep sound. It isn’t enough merely to let me dream. 
Let me sleep!’ 

‘All right, old man, all right. Go slow; you aren’t 
half as bad as you think.’ 

The flood-gates of reserve once broken, Hummil was 
clinging to him like a frightened child. ‘You’re pinch- 
ing my arm to pieces.’ 

‘I'll break your neck if you don’t do something for me. 
No, I didn’t mean that. Don’t be angry, old fellow.’ 
He wiped the sweat off himself as he fought to regain 
composure. ‘I’m a bit restless and off my oats, and 
perhaps you could recommend some sort of sleeping mix- 
ture,—bromide of potassium.’ 
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‘Bromide of skittles! Why didn’t you tell me this 
sefore? Let go of my arm, and I'll see if there’s any- 
hing in my cigarette-case to suit your complaint.’ 
spurstow hunted among his day-clothes, turned up the 
amp, opened alittle silver cigarette-case, and advanced on 
he expectant Hummil with the daintiest of fairy squirts. 

‘The last appeal of civilisation,’ said he, ‘and a thing 
[ hate to use. Hold out your arm. Well, your sleep- 
essness hasn’t ruined your muscle; and what a thick 
ide itis! Might as well inject a buffalo subcutaneously. 
Now in a few minutes the morphia will begin working. 
ie down and wait.’ 

A smile of unalloyed and idiotic delight began to 
reep over Hummil’s face. ‘I think,’ he whispered,—‘I 
hink I’m going off now. Gad! it’s positively heavenly! 
spurstow, you must give me that case to keep; you—’ 
The voice ceased as the head fell back. 

‘Not for a good deal,’ said Spurstow to the unconscious 
orm. ‘And now, my friend, sleeplessness of your kind 
yeing very apt to relax the moral fibre in little matters 
f life and death, I’ll just take the liberty of spiking your 
uns.” 

He paddled into Hummil’s saddle-room in his bare 
eet and uncased a twelve-bore rifle, an express, and a re- 
rolver. Of the first he unscrewed the nipples and hid 
hem in the bottom of a saddlery-case; of the second he 
bstracted the lever, kicking it behind a big wardrobe. 
The third he merely opened, and knocked the doll-head 
olt of the grip up with the heel of a riding-boot. 

‘That’s settled,’ he said, as he shook the sweat off his 
ands. ‘These little precautions will at least give you 
ime to turn. You have too much sympathy with gun- 
oom accidents.’ 
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And as he rose from his knees, the thick muffled voice 
of Hummil cried in the doorway, ‘ You fool!’ 

Such tones they use who speak in the lucid intervals 
of delirium to their friends a little before they die. 

Spurstow started, dropping the pistol. _Hummil stood 
in the doorway, rocking with helpless laughter. 

‘That was awf’ly good of you, I’m sure,’ he said, very 
slowly, feeling for his words. ‘I don’t intend to go out 
by my own hand at present. I say, Spurstow, that stuff 
won’t work. WhatshallI do? WhatshallI do?’ And 
panic terror stood in his eyes. 

‘Lie down and give itachance. Lie down at once.’ 

‘I daren’t. It will only take me half-way again, and 
I shan’t be able to get away this time. Do you know it 
was all I could do to come out just now? Generally I 
am as quick as lightning; but you had clogged my feet. I 
was nearly caught.’ 

“Oh yes, I understand. Go and lie down.’ 

“No, it isn’t delirium; but it was an awfully mean trick 
to play onme. Do you know I might have died?’ 

As a sponge rubs a slate clean, so some power un- 
known to Spurstow had wiped out of Hummil’s face all 
that stamped it for the face of a man, and he stood at 
the doorway in the expression of his lost innocence. He 
had slept back into terrified childhood. 

‘Is he going to die on the spot?’ thought Spurstow. 
Then, aloud. ‘All right, my son. Come back to bed, 
and tell me all about it. You couldn’t sleep; but what 
was all the rest of the nonsense?’ 

‘A place,—a place down there,’ said Hummil, with 
simple sincerity. The drug was acting on him by waves 
and he was flung from the fear ofa strong man to the fright 
of a child as his nerves gathered sense or were dulled. 
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‘Good God! I’ve been afraid of it for months past, 
Spurstow. It has made every night hell to me; and yet 
I’m not conscious of having done anything wrong.’ 

‘Be still, and I'll give you another dose. We’ll stop 
your nightmares, you unutterable idiot!’ 

“Yes, but you must give me so much that I can’t get 
away. You must make me quite sleepy,—not just a 
little sleepy. It’s so hard to run then.’ 

‘IT know it;I knowit. Ive feltit myself. The symp- 
toms are exactly as you describe.’ 

‘Oh, don’t laugh at me, confound you! Before this 
awful sleeplessness came to me I’ve tried to rest on my 
elbow and put a spur in the bed to sting me when I fell 
back. Look!’ 

‘By Jove! the man has been rowelled like a horse! 
Ridden by the nightmare with a vengeance! And we 
all thought him sensible enough! Heaven send us un- 
derstanding! You like to talk, don’t you?’ 

‘Yes, sometimes. Not when I’m frightened. Then 
Iwanttorun. Don’t you?’ 

‘Always. Before I give you your second dose try to 
tell me exactly what your trouble is.’ 

Hummil spoke in broken whispers for nearly ten min- 
utes, whilst Spurstow looked into the pupils of his eyes 
and passed his hand before them once or twice. 

At the end of the narrative the silver cigarette-case 
was produced, and the last words that Hummil said as 
he fell back for the second time were, ‘Put me quite to 
sleep; for if I’m caught I die,—I die!’ 

‘Yes, yes; we all do that sooner or later,—thank Hea- 
ven who has set a term to our miseries,’ said Spurstow, 
settling the cushions under the head. ‘It occurs to me 
that unless I drink something I shall go out before my 
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time. I’ve stopped sweating, and—I wear a seventeen- 
inch collar... He brewed himself scalding hot tea, which 
is an excellent remedy against heat-apoplexy if you take 
three or four cups of it in time. Then he watched the 
sleeper. 

‘A blind face that cries and can’t wipe its eyes, a blind 
face thatchases him down corridors! H’m! Decidedly, 
Hummil ought to go on leave as soon as possible; and, 
sane or otherwise, he undoubtedly did rowel himself 
most cruelly. Well, Heaven send us understanding!’ 

At mid-day Hummil rose, with an evil taste in his 
mouth, but an unclouded eye and a joyful heart. 

‘I was pretty bad last night, wasn’t I?’ said he. 

‘I have seen healthier men. You must have had a 
touch of the sun. Look here: if I write you a swingeing 
medical certificate, will you apply for leave on the spot?’ 

INO. 

“Why not? ‘You want it.’ 

“Yes, but I can hold on till the weather’s a little cooler.’ 

“Why should you, if you can get relieved on the spot?’ 

‘Burkett is the only man who could be sent; and he’s 
a born fool.’ 

‘Oh, never mind about the line. You aren’t so im- 
portant as all that. Wire for leave, if necessary.’ 

Hummil looked very uncomfortable. 

‘I can hold on till the Rains,’ he said evasively. 

“Youcan’t. Wire to headquarters for Burkett.’ 

‘I won’t. If you want to know why, particularly, 
Burkett is married, and his wife’s just had a kid, and 
she’s up at Simla, in the cool, and Burkett has a very 
nice billet that takes him into Simla from Saturday to 
Monday. That little woman isn’t at all well. If Bur- 
kett was transferred she’d try to follow him. If she left 
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the baby behind she’d fret herself to death. If she 
came,—and Burkett’s one of those selfish little beasts 
who are always talking about a wife’s place being with 
her husband,—she’d die. It’s murder to bring a woman 
here just now. Burkett hasn’t the physique of a rat. 
If he came here he’d go out; and I know she hasn’t any 
money, and I’m pretty sure she’d go out too. I’m salted 
in a sort of way, and I’m not married. Wait till the 
Rains, and then Burkett can get thin down here. It’ll 
do him heaps of good.’ 

‘Do you mean to say that you intend to face—what 
you have faced, till the Rains break?’ 

‘Oh, it won’t be so bad, now you’ve shown me a way out 
of it. I can always wire to you. Besides, now I’ve once 
got into the way of sleeping, it’ll be all right. Anyhow, I 
shan’t putinforleave. That’sthelong and the short of it.’ 

‘My great Scott! Ithought all that sort of thing was 
dead and done with.’ 

‘Bosh! You’d do the same yourself. I feel a new 
man, thanks to that cigarette-case. You’re going over 
to camp now, aren’t you?’ 

‘Yes; but I’ll try to look you up every other day, if I 
ean, 

‘I’m not bad enough for that. I don’t want you to 
bother. Give the coolies gin and ketchup.’ 

‘Then you feel all right?’ 

‘Fit to fight for my life, but not to stand out in the sun 
talking to you. Go along, old man, and bless you!’ 

Hummil turned on his heel to face the echoing desola- 
tion of his bungalow, and the first thing he saw standing 
in the veranda was the figure of himself. He had met a 
similar apparition once before, when he was suffering from 
overwork and the strain of the hot weather. 
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‘This is bad,—already,’ he said, rubbing his eyes. ‘If 
the thing slides away from me all in one piece, like a 
ghost, I shall know it is only my eyes and stomach that 
are out of order. If it walks—my head is going.’ 

He approached the figure, which naturally kept at an 
unvarying distance from him, as is the use of all spectres 
that are born of overwork. It slid through the house 
and dissolved into swimming specks within the eyeball! 
as soon as it reached the burning light of the garden. 
Hummil went about his business till even. When he 
came in to dinner he found himself sitting at the table. 
The vision rose and walked out hastily. Except that it 
cast no shadow it was in all respects real. 

No living man knows what that week held for Hummil. 
An increase of the epidemic kept Spurstow in camp 
among the coolies, and all he could do was to telegraph 
to Mottram, bidding him go to the bungalow and sleep 
there. But Mottram was forty miles away from the 
nearest telegraph, and knew nothing of anything save 
the needs of the survey till he met, early on Sunday 
morning, Lowndes and Spurstow heading towards Hum- 
mil’s for the weekly gathering. 

‘Hope the poor chap’s in a better temper,’ said the 
former, swinging himself off his horse at the door. ‘I 
suppose he isn’t up yet.’ 

‘T’ll just have a look at him,’ said the doctor. ‘If he’s 
asleep there’s no need to wake him.’ 

And an instant later, by the tone of Spurstow’s voice 
calling upon them to enter, the men knew what had hap- 
pened. There was no need to wake him. 

The punkah was still being pulled over the bed, but 
Hummil had departed this life at least three hours. 

The body lay on its back, hands clinched by the side, 
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as Spurstow had seen it lying seven nights previously. 
In the staring eyes was written terror beyond the ex- 
pression of any pen. 

Mottram, who had entered behind Lowndes, bent 
over the dead and touched the forehead lightly with his 
lips. ‘Oh, you lucky, lucky devil!’ he whispered. 

But Lowndes had seen the eyes, and withdrew shud- 
dering to the other side of the room. 

‘Poor chap! poor old chap! And the last time I met 
him I was angry. Spurstow, we should have watched 
him. Has he—?’ 

Deftly Spurstow continued his investigations, ending 
by a search round the room. 

“No, he hasn’t,’ he snapped. ‘There’s no trace of any- 
thing. Call the servants.’ 

They came, eight or ten of them, whispering and peer- 
ing over each other’s shoulders. 

‘When did your Sahib go to bed?’ said Spurstow. 

‘At eleven or ten, we think,’ said Hummil’s personal 
servant. 

‘He was well then? But how should you know?’ 

‘He was not ill, as far as our comprehension extended. 
But he had slept very little for three nights, This I 
know, because I saw him walking much, and specially in 
the heart of the night.’ 

As Spurstow was arranging the sheet, a big straight- 
necked hunting-spur tumbled on the ground. The doc- 
tor groaned. ‘The personal servant peeped at the body. 

‘What do you think, Chuma?’ said Spurstow, catch- 
ing the look on the dark face. 

‘Heaven-born, in my poor opinion, this that was my 
master has descended into the Dark Places, and there 
has been caught because he was not able to escape with 
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sufficient speed. We have the spur for evidence that he 
fought with Fear. Thus have I seen men of my race do 
with thorns when a spell was laid upon them to over- 
take them in their sleeping hours and they dared not 
sleep.’ 

‘Chuma, you’re a mud-head. Go out and prepare 
seals to be set on the Sahib’s property.’ 

‘God has made the Heaven-born. God has made me. 
Who are we, to inquire into the dispensations of God? 
I will bid the other servants hold aloof while you are 
reckoning the tale of the Sahib’s property. They are 
all thieves, and would steal.’ 

‘As far as I can make out, he died from—oh, anything; 
stoppage of the heart’s action, heat-apoplexy, or some 
other visitation,’ said Spurstow to his companions. ‘We 
must make an inventory of his effects, and so on.’ 

‘He was scared to death,’ insisted Lowndes. ‘Look 
at those eyes! For pity’s sake don’t let him be buried 
with them open!’ 

‘Whatever it was, he’s clear of all the trouble now,’ 
said Mottram softly. 

Spurstow was peering into the open eyes. 

“Come here,’ said he. ‘Can you see anything there?’ 

‘I can’t face it!’ whimpered Lowndes. ‘Cover up 
the face! Is there any fear on earth that can turna man 
into that likeness? It’s ghastly. Oh, Spurstow, cover 
it up!’ 

‘No fear—on earth,’ said Spurstow. Mottram leaned 
over his shoulder and looked intently. 

‘I see nothing except some gray blurs in the pupil. 
There can be nothing there, you know.’ 

‘Even so. Well, let’s think. It'll take half a day to 
knock up any sort of coffin; and he must have died at 
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midnight. Lowndes, old man, go out and tell the coolies 
to break ground next to Jevins’s grave. Mottram, go 
round the house with Chuma and see that the seals are 
putonthings. Senda couple of men to me here, and I’ll 
arrange.’ 

The strong-armed servants when they returned to 
their own kind told a strange story of the doctor Sahib 
vainly trying to call their master back to life by magie 
arts,—to wit, the holding of a little green box that clicked 
to each of the dead man’s eyes, and of a bewildered mut- 
tering on the part of the doctor Sahib, who took the little 
green box away with him. 

The resonant hammering of a coffin-lid is no pleasant 
thing to hear, but those who haveexperiencemaintain that 
much more terrible is the soft swish of the bed-linen, the 
reeving and unreeving of the bed-tapes, when he who 
has fallen by the roadside is apparelled for burial, sink- 
ing gradually as the tapes are tied over, till the swaddled 
shape touches the floor and there is no protest against 
the indignity of hasty disposal. 

At the last moment Lowndes was seized with scruples 
of conscience. ‘Ought you to read the service,—from 
beginning to end?’ said he to Spurstow. 

‘I intend to. You’re my senior as a civilian. You 
can take it if you like.’ 

‘I didn’t mean that fora moment. I only thought if 
we could get a chaplain from somewhere,—I’m willing 
to ride anywhere,—and give poor Hummil a better 
chance. That’s all.’ 

‘Bosh!’ said Spurstow, as he framed his lips to the tre- 
mendous words that stand at the head of the burial ser- 


vice. 
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After breakfast they smoked a pipe in silence to the 
memory of the dead. Then Spurstow said absently— 

‘*Tisn’t in medical science.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Things in a dead man’s eye.’ 

‘For goodness’ sake leave that horror alone!’ said 
Lowndes. ‘I’ve seen a native die of pure funk when a 
tiger chivied him. J know what killed Hummil.’ 

‘The deuce you do! I’m going to try to see.’ And 
the doctor retreated into the bath-room with a Kodak 
camera. After a few minutes there was the sound of 
something being hammered to pieces, and he emerged, 
very white indeed. 

‘Have you gota picture?’ said Mottram. ‘What does 
the thing look like?’ 

‘It was impossible, of course. You needn’t look, Mot- 
tram. I’ve torn up the films. There was nothing 
there. It was impossible.’ 

‘That,’ said Lowndes, very distinctly, watching the 
shaking hand striving to relight the pipe, ‘is a damned 
he.’ 

Mottram laughed uneasily. ‘Spurstow’s right,’ he 
said. ‘We’re all in such a state now that we’d believe 
anything. For pity’s sake let’s try to be rational.’ 

There was no further speech foralongtime. The hot 
wind whistled without, and the dry trees sobbed. Pres- 
ently the daily train, winking brass, burnished steel, and 
spouting steam, pulled up panting in the intense glare. 
“We'd better go on on that,’ said Spurstow. ‘Go back 
to work. I’ve written my certificate. Wecan’t do any 
more good here, and work’ll keep our wits together. 
Come on.’ 

No one moved. It is not pleasant to face railway 
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journeys at mid-day in June. Spurstow gathered up 
his hat and whip, and, turning in the doorway, said— 


“There may be Heaven,—there must be Hell. 
Meantime, there is our life here. We-ell?’ 


Neither Mottram nor Lowndes had any answer to the 
question. 
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HEN three obscure gentlemen in San Francisco 

\ / \ / argued on insufficient premises they condemned 

a fellow-creature to a most unpleasant death 

in a far country, which had nothing whatever to do with 
the United States. They forgathered at the top of a 
tenement-house in Tehama Street, an unsavoury quar- 
ter of the city, and, there calling for certain drinks, they 
conspired because they were conspirators by trade, offi- 
cially known as the Third Three of the I. A. A.—an in- 
stitution for the propagation of pure light, not to be con- 
founded with any others, though it is affiliated to many. 
The Second Three live in Montreal, and work among the 
poor there; the First Three have their home in New York 
not far from Castle Garden, and write regularly once a 
week to a small house near one of the big hotels at 
Boulogne. What happens after that, a particular sec- 
tion of Scotland Yard knows too well, and laughs at. <A 
conspirator detests ridicule. More men have been stabbed 
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with Lucrezia Borgia daggers and dropped into the 
Thames for laughing at Head Centres and Triangles 
than for betraying secrets; for this is human nature. 

The Third Three conspired over whisky cock-tails and 
a clean sheet of notepaper against the British Empire 
and all that lay therein. This work is very like what 
men without discernment call politics before a general 
election. You pick out and discuss, in the company of 
congenial friends, all the weak points in your opponents’ 
organisation, and unconsciously dwell upon and exagger- 
ate all their mishaps, till it seems to you a miracle that 
the hated party holds together for an hour. 

‘Our principle is not so much active demonstration— 
that we leave to others—as passive embarrassment, to 
weaken and unnerve,’ said the first man. ‘Wherever an 
organisation is crippled, wherever a confusion is thrown 
into any branch of any department, we gain a step for 
those who take on the work; we are but the forerunners.’ 
He was a German enthusiast, and editor of a newspaper, 
from whose leading articles he quoted frequently. 

‘That cursed Empire makes so many blunders of her 
own that unless we doubled the year’s average I guess it 
wouldn’t strike her anything special had occurred,’ said 
the second man. ‘Are you prepared to say that all our 
resources are equal to blowing off the muzzle of a hun- 
dred-ton gun or spiking a ten-thousand-ton ship on a 
plain rock in clear daylight? They can beat us at our 
own game. ‘Better join hands with the practical 
branches; we’re in funds now. ‘Try a direct scare in a 
crowded street. They value their greasy hides.’ He 
was the drag upon the wheel, and an Americanised Irish- 
man of the second generation, despising his own race 
and hating the other. He had learned caution. 
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The third man drank his cock-tail and spoke no word. 
He was the strategist, but unfortunately his knowledge 
of life was limited. He picked a letter from his breast- 
pocket and threw it across the table. That epistle to 
the heathen contained some very concise directions from 
the First Three in New York. It said— 

‘The boom in black iron has already affected the east- 
ern markets, where our agents have been forcing down 
the English-held stock among the smaller buyers who 
watch the turn of shares. Any immediate operations, 
such as western bears, would increase their willingness 
to unload. This, however, cannot be expected till they 
see clearly that foreign iron-masters are willing to co- 
operate. Mulcahy should be dispatched to feel the 
pulse of the market, and act accordingly. Mavericks 
are at present the best for our purpose.—P. D. Q.’ 

Asa message referring to an iron crisis in Pennsylvania 
it was interesting, if not lucid. As a new departure in 
organised attack on an outlying English dependency, it 
was more than interesting. 

The second man read it through and murmured— 

‘Already? Surely they are in too great a hurry. All 
that Dhulip Singh could do in India he has done, down 
to the distribution of his photographs among the peasan- 
try. Ho! Ho! The Paris firm arranged that, and he 
has no substantial money backing from the Other Power. 
Even our agents in India know he hasn’t. What is the 
use of our organisation wasting men on work that is al- 
ready done? Of course the Irish regiments in India are 
half mutinous as they stand.’ 

This shows how near a lie may come to the truth. An 
Irish regiment, for just so long as it stands still, is gener- 
ally a hard handful to control, being reckless and rough. 
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When, however, it is moved in the direction of musketry- 
firing, it becomes strangely and unpatriotically content 
with its lot. It has even been heard to cheer the Queen 
with enthusiasm on these occasions. 

But the notion of tampering with the army was, from 
the point of view of Tehama Street, an altogether sound 
one. ‘There is no shadow of stability in the policy of an 
English Government, and the most sacred oaths of Eng- 
land would, even if engrossed on vellum, find very few 
buyers among colonies and dependencies that have suf- 
fered from vain beliefs. But there remains to England 
always her army. ‘That cannot change except in the 
matter of uniform and equipment. ‘The officers may 
write to the papers demanding the heads of the Horse 
Guards in default of cleaner redress for grievances; the 
men may break loose across a country town and seriously 
startle the publicans; but neither officers nor men have 
it in their composition to mutiny after the continental 
manner. The English people, when they trouble to 
think about the army at all, are, and with justice, abso- 
lutely assured that it is absolutely trustworthy. Im- 
agine fora moment their emotions on realising that such 
and such a regiment was in open revolt from causes di- 
rectly due to England’s management of Ireland. They 
would probably send the regiment to the polls forthwith 
and examine their own consciences as to their duty to 
Erin; but they would never be easy any more. And it 
was this vague, unhappy mistrust that the I. A. A. were 
labouring to produce. 

‘Sheer waste of breath,’ said the second man after a 
pause in the council. ‘I don’t see the use of tampering 
with their fool-army, but it has been tried before and we 
must try it again. It looks well in the reports. If we 
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send one man from here you may bet your life that other 
men are going too. Order up Mulcahy.’ 

They ordered him up—a slim, slight, dark-haired 
young man, devoured with that blind rancorous hatred 
of England that only reaches its full growth across the 
Atlantic. He had sucked it from his mother’s breast in 
the little cabin at the back of the northern avenues of 
New York; he had been taught his rights and his wrongs 
in German and Irish, on the canal fronts of Chicago; and 
San Francisco held men who told him strange and awful 
things of the great blind Power over the seas. Once, 
when business took him across the Atlantic, he had 
served in an English regiment, and being insubordinate 
had suffered extremely. He drew all his ideas of Eng- 
land that were not bred by the cheaper patriotic prints 
from one iron-fisted colonel and an unbending adjutant. 
He would go to the mines if need be to teach his gospel. 
And he went as his instructions advised p. d. q.—which 
means ‘with speed’—to introduce embarrassment into 
an Irish regiment, ‘already half-mutinous, quartered 
among Sikh peasantry, all wearing miniatures of His 
Highness Dhulip Singh, Maharaja of the Punjab, next 
their hearts, and all eagerly expecting his arrival.’ 
Other information equally valuable was given him by his 
masters. He was to be cautious, but never to grudge 
expense in winning the hearts of the men in the regiment. 
His mother in New York would supply funds, and he 
was to write to her once amonth. Life is pleasant for a 
man who has a mother in New York to send him two 
hundred pounds a year over and above his regimental 
pay. 

In process of time, thanks to his intimate knowledge 
of drill and musketry exercise, the excellent Mulcahy, 
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wearing the corporal’s stripe, went out in a troopship 
and joined Her Majesty’s Royal Loyal Musketeers, 
commonly known as the ‘Mavericks,’ because they were 
masterless and unbranded cattle—sons of small farm- 
ers in County Clare, shoeless vagabonds of Kerry, herd- 
ers of Ballyvegan, much-wanted ‘moonlighters’ from 
the bare rainy headlands of the south coast, officered by 
O’Mores, Bradys, Hills, Kilreas, and the like. Never 
to outward seeming was there more promising material 
to work on. The First Three had chosen their regiment 
well. It feared nothing that moved or talked save the 
colonel and the regimental Roman Catholic chaplain, 
the fat Father Dennis, who held the keys of heaven and 
hell, and blared like an angry bull when he desired to be 
convincing. Him also it loved because on occasions of 
stress he was used to tuck up his cassock and charge with 
the rest into the merriest of the fray, where he always 
found, good man, that the saints sent him a revolver 
when there was a fallen private to be protected, or—but 
this came as an afterthought—his own gray head to be 
guarded. 

Cautiously as he had been instructed, tenderly and 
with much beer, Mulcahy opened his projects to such as 
he deemed fittest to listen. And these were, one and all, 
of that quaint, crooked, sweet, profoundly irresponsible 
and profoundly lovable race that fight like fiends, argue 
like children, reason like women, obey like men, and jest 
like their own goblins of the rath through rebellion, loy- 
alty, want, woe, or war. The underground work of a con- 
spiracy is always dull and very much the same the world 
over. At the end of six months—the seed always falling 
on good ground—Mulcahy spoke almost explicitly, hint- 
ing darkly in the approved fashion at dread powers 
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behind him, and advising nothing more nor less than mu- 
tiny. Were they not dogs, evilly treated? had they not 
all their own and their national revenges to satisfy? Who 
in these days would do aught to nine hundred men in 
rebellion? Who, again, could stay them if they broke 
for the sea, licking up on their way other regiments only 
too anxioustojoin? Andafterwards . . ._ here fol- 
lowed windy promises of gold and preferment, office, and 
honour, ever dear to a certain type of Irishman. 

As he finished his speech, in the dusk of a twilight, to 
his chosen associates, there was a sound of a rapidly un- 
slung belt behind him. The arm of one Dan Grady flew 
out in the gloom and arrested something. Then said 
Dan— 

‘Mulcahy, you’re a great man, an’ you do credit to 
whoever sent you. Walk about a bit while we think of 
it.” Mulcahy departed elate. He knew his words would 
sink deep. 

“Why the—did ye not let me belt him?’ grunted a 
voice. 

‘Because I’m not a fat-headed fool. Boys, ’tis what 
he’s been driving at these six months—our superior cor- 
pril with his education and his copies of the Irish papers 
and his everlasting beer. He’s been sent for the purpose 
and that’s where the money comes from. Can ye not 
see? That man’s a gold-mine, which Horse Egan here 
would have destroyed with a belt-buckle. It would be 
throwing away the gifts of Providence not to fall in with 
his little plans. Of coorse we'll mut’ny till all’s dry. 
Shoot the colonel on the parade-ground, massacree the 
company Officers, ransack the arsenal, and then—Boys, 
did he tell you what next? He told me the other night 
when he was beginning to talk wild. ‘Then we’re to join 
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with the niggers, and look for help from Dhulip Singh 
and the Russians!’ 

“And spoil the best campaign that ever was this side 
of Hell! Danny, I’d have lost the beer to ha’ given him 
the belting he requires.’ 

‘Oh, let him go this awhile, man! He’s got no—no 
constructiveness, but that’s the egg-meat of his plan, 
and you must understand that I’m in with it, an’ so are 
you. We'll want oceans of beer to convince us—firma- 
ments full. We'll give him talk for his money, and one 
by one all the boys’ll come in and he’ll have a nest of nine 
hundred mutineers to squat in an’ give drink to.’ 

“What makes me killing-mad is his wanting us to do 
what the niggers did thirty years gone. That an’ his 
pig’s cheek in saying that other regiments would come 
along,’ said a Kerry man. 

‘That’s not so bad as hintin’ we should loose off on the 
colonel.’ | 

‘Colonel be sugared! I'd as soon as not put a shot 
through his helmet to see him jump and clutch his old 
horse’s head. But Mulcahy talks o’ shootin’ our com- 
p’ny orf’cers accidental.’ 

“He said that, did he?’ said Horse Egan. 

‘Somethin’ like that, anyways. Can’t ye fancy ould 
Barber Brady wid a bullet in his lungs, coughin’ like a 
sick monkey, an’ sayin’, ““Bhoys, I do not mind your 
gettin’ dhrunk, but you must hould your liquor like men. 
The man that shot me is dhrunk. I'll suspend investi- 
gations for six hours, while I get this bullet cut out, an’ 
then—’”’’ 

‘An’ then,’ continued Horse Egan, for the peppery 
Major’s peculiarities of speech and manner were as well 
known as his tanned face; ‘ “‘an’ then, ye dissolute, half- 
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baked, putty-faced scum o’ Connemara, if I find a man 
so much as lookin’ confused, begad, I’ll coort-martial 
the whole company. A man that can’t get over his li- 
quor in six hours is not fit to belong to the Mavericks!”’ ’ 

A shout of laughter bore witness to the truth of the 
sketch. 

‘It’s pretty to think of,’ said the Kerry man slowly. 
“Mulcahy would have us do all the devilmint, and get 
clear himself, someways. He wudn’t be takin’ all this 
fool’s throuble in shpoilin’ the reputation of the regi- 
ment—’ 

‘Reputation of your grandmother’s pig!’ said Dan. 

‘Well, an’ he had a good reputation tu; so it’s all right. 
Mulcahy must see his way to clear out behind him, or 
he’d not ha’ come so far, talkin’ powers of darkness.’ 

‘Did you hear anything of a regimental court-martial 
among the Black Boneens, these days? Half a company 
of *em took one of the new draft an’ hanged him by his 
arms with a tent-rope from a third-story veranda. They 
Zave no reason for so doin’, but he was half dead. I’m 
thinking that the Boneens are short-sighted. It was a 
friend of Mulcahy’s, ora man in the same trade. They’d 
a deal better ha’ taken his beer,’ returned Dan reflec- 
tively. 

‘Better still ha’ handed him up to the colonel,’ said 
Horse Egan, ‘onless—but sure the news wud be all over 
the counthry an’ give the reg’ment a bad name.’ 

‘An’ there’d be no reward for that man—he but went 
about talkin’,’ said the Kerry man artlessly. 

‘You speak by your breed,’ said Dan with a laugh. 
‘There was never a Kerry man yet that wudn’t sell his 
brother for a pipe o’ tobacco an’ a pat on the back from 
a p liceman.’ 
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‘Praise God I’m not a bloomin’ Orangeman,’ was the 
answer. 

‘No, nor never will be,’ said Dan. ‘They breed men 
in Ulster. Would you like to thry the taste of one?’ 

The Kerry man looked and longed, but forbore. The 
odds of battle were too great. 

‘Then you'll not even give Mulcahy a—a strike for his 
money,’ said the voice of Horse Egan, who regarded what 
he called ‘trouble’ of any kind as the pinnacle of felicity. 

Dan answered not at all, but crept on tip-toe, with 
large strides, to the mess-room, the men following. The 
room was empty. In a corner, cased like the King of 
Dahomey’s state umbrella, stood the regimental colours. 
Dan lifted them tenderly and unrolled in the light of the 
candles the record of the Mavericks—tattered, worn, 
and hacked. The white satin was darkened everywhere 
with big brown stains, the gold threads on the crowned 
harp were frayed and discoloured, and the Red Bull, the 
totem of the Mavericks, was coffee-hued. The stiff, 
embroidered folds, whose price is human life, rustled 
down slowly. The Mavericks keep their colours long 
and guard them very sacredly. 

‘Vittoria, Salamanca, Toulouse, Waterloo, Moodkee, 
Ferozshah, an’ Sobraon—that was fought close next 
door here, against the very beggars he wants us to join. 
Inkermann, The Alma, Sebastopol! What are those 
little businesses compared to the campaigns of General 
Mulcahy? The Mut’ny, think o’ that; the Mut’ny an’ 
some dirty little matters in Afghanistan; an’ for that an’ 
these an’ those’—Dan pointed to the names of glorious 
battles—‘that Yankee man with the partin’ in his hair 
comes an’ says aseasy as ““haveadrink.” . . . Holy 
Moses, there’s the captain!’ 

201 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


But it was the mess-sergeant who came in just as the 
men clattered out, and found the colours uncased. 

From that day dated the mutiny of the Mavericks, to 
the joy of Mulcahy and the pride of his mother in New 
York—the good lady who sent the money for the beer. 
Never, so far as words went, was such a mutiny. ‘The 
conspirators, led by Dan Grady and Horse Egan, poured 
in daily. They were sound men, men to be trusted, and 
they all wanted blood; but first they must have beer. 
They cursed the Queen, they mourned over Ireland, 
they suggested hideous plunder of the Indian country- 
side, and then, alas!—some of the younger men would 
go forth and wallow on the ground in spasms of wicked 
laughter. The genius of the Irish for conspiracies is re- 
markable. None the less they would swear no oaths but 
those of their own making, which were rare and curious, 
and they were always at pains to impress Mulcahy with 
the risks they ran. Naturally the flood of beer wrought 
demoralisation. But Mulcahy confused the causes of 
things, and when a very muzzy Maverick smote a ser- 
geant on the nose or called his commanding officer a 
bald-headed old lard-bladder, and even worse names, he 
fancied that rebellion and not liquor was at the bottom 
of the outbreak. Other gentlemen who have concerned 
themselves in larger conspiracies have made the same 
error. 

The hot season, in which they protested no man could 
rebel, came to an end, and Mulcahy suggested a visible 
return for his teachings. As to the actual upshot of the 
mutiny he cared nothing. Itwould be enough if the Eng- 
lish, infatuatedly trusting to the integrity of their army, 
should be startled with news of an Irish regiment re- 
volting from political considerations. His persistent 
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demands would have ended, at Dan’s instigation, in a 
regimental belting which in all probability would have 
killed him and cut off the supply of beer, had not he been 
sent on special duty some fifty miles away from the can- 
tonment to cool his heels in a mud fort and dismount 
obsolete artillery. Then the colonel of the Mavericks, 
reading his newspaper diligently, and scenting Frontier 
trouble from afar, posted to the army headquarters and 
pled with the Commander-in-chief for certain privileges, 
to be granted under certain contingencies; which contin- 
gencies came about only a week later, when the annual 
little war on the Border developed itself, and the colonel 
returned to carry the good news to the Mavericks. He 
held the promise of the Chief for active service, and the 
men must get ready. 

On the evening of the same day, Mulcahy, an uncon- 
sidered corporal—yet great in conspiracy—returned to 
cantonments, and heard sounds of strife and howlings 
from afar off. ‘The mutiny had broken out and the bar- 
racks of the Mavericks were one white-washed pande- 
monium. A private tearing through the barrack-square 
Sasped im his ear, “service!” Active Service: It’s a 
burnin’ shame.’ Oh joy, the Mavericks had risen on 
the eve of battle! They would not—noble and loyal 
sons of Ireland—serve the Queen longer. The news 
would flash through the country-side and over to Eng- 
land, and he—Mulcahy—the trusted of the Third Three 
had brought about the crash. The private stood in the 
middle of the square and cursed colonel, regiment, offi- 
cers, and doctor, particularly the doctor, by his gods. An 
orderly of the native cavalry regiment clattered through 
the mob of soldiers. He was half lifted, half dragged 
from his horse, beaten on the back with mighty hand- 
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claps till his eyes watered, and called all manner of en- 
dearing names. Yes, the Mavericks had fraternised with 
the native troops. Who then was the agent among the 
latter that had blindly wrought with Mulcahy so well? 

An officer slunk, almost ran, from the mess to a bar- 
rack. He was mobbed by the infuriated soldiery, who 
closed round but did not kill him, for he fought his way 
to shelter, flying for the hfe. Mulcahy could have wept 
with pure joy and thankfulness. ‘The very prisoners in 
the guard-room were shaking the bars of their cells and 
howling like wild beasts, and from every barrack poured 
the booming as of a big war-drum. 

Mulcahy hastened to his own barrack. He could 
hardly hear himself speak. Eighty men were pounding 
with fist and heel the tables and trestles—eighty men, 
flushed with mutiny, stripped to their shirt sleeves, their 
knapsacks half-packed for the march to the sea, made 
the two-inch boards thunder again as they chanted to a 
tune that Mulcahy knew well, the Sacred War Song of 
the Mavericks— 


‘Listen in the north, my boys, there’s trouble on the 
wind; 
Tramp o’ Cossack hooves in front, gray great-coats be- 
hind, 
Trouble on the Frontier of a most amazin’ kind, 
Trouble on the waters o’ the Oxus!’ 


Then, asa table broke under the furious accompaniment— 


‘Hurrah! hurrah! it’s north by west we go; 
Hurrah! hurrah! the chance we wanted so; 
Let ’em hear the chorus from Umballa to Mos-cow, 
As we go marchin’ to the Kremling.’ 
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“Mother of all the saints in bliss and all the devils 
in cinders, where’s my fine new sock widout the heel?’ 
howled Horse Egan, ransacking everybody’s valise but 
his own. He was engaged in making up deficiencies of 
kit preparatory to a campaign, and in that work he 
steals best who steals last. ‘Ah, Mulcahy, you’re in 
good time,’ he shouted. ‘We’ve got the route, and we’re 
off on Thursday for a pic-nic wid the Lancers next door.’ 

An ambulance orderly appeared with a huge basket 
full of lint rolls, provided by the forethought of the Queen 
for such as might need them later on. Horse Egan un- 
rolled his bandage, and flicked it under Mulcahy’s nose, 
chanting— 


“Sheepskin an’ bees’ wax, thunder, pitch, and plaster, 

The more you try to pull it off, the more it sticks the 
faster. 

As I was goin’ to New Orleans— 


“You know the rest of it, my Irish American-Jew boy. 
By gad, ye have to fight for the Queen in the inside ava 
fortnight, my darlin’.’ 

A roar of laughter interrupted. Mulcahy looked va- 
cantly down the room. Bid a boy defy his father when 
the pantomime-cab is at the door; or a girl develop a will 
of her own when her mother is putting the last touches 
to the first ball-dress; but do not ask an Irish regiment to 
embark upon mutiny on the eve of a campaign; when it 
has fraternised with the native regiment that accom- 
panies it, and driven its officers into retirement with ten 
thousand clamorous questions, and the prisoners dance 
for joy, and the sick men stand in the open, calling down 
all known diseases on the head of the doctor, who has 
certified that they are ‘medically unfit for active service.’ 
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At even the Mavericks might have been mistaken for 
mutineers by one so unversed in their natures as Mul- 
cahy. At dawna girls’ school might have learned deport- 
ment from them. They know that their colonel’s hand 
had closed, and that he who broke that iron discipline 
would not go to the front: nothing in the world will per- 
suade one of our soldiers when he is ordered to the north 
on the smallest of affairs, that he is not immediately go- 
ing gloriously to slay Cossacks and cook his kettles in 
the palace of the Czar. A few of the younger men 
mourned for Mulcahy’s beer, because the campaign was 
to be conducted on strict temperance principles, but as 
Dan and Horse Egan said sternly, ‘We've got the beer- 
man with us. He shall drink now on his own hook.’ 

Mulcahy had not taken into account the possibility of 
being sent on active service. He had made up his mind 
that he would not go under any circumstances, but for- 
tune was against him. 

‘Sick—you?’ said the doctor, who had served an un- 
holy apprenticeship to his trade in Tralee poorhouses. 
“You're only home-sick, and what you call varicose veins 
come from over-eating. A little gentle exercise will 
cure that.’ And later, ‘Mulcahy, my man, everybody 
is allowed to apply for a sick-certificate once. If he tries 
it twice we call him by an ugly name. Go back to your 
duty, and let’s hear no more of your diseases.’ 

I am ashamed to say that Horse Egan enjoyed the 
study of Mulcahy’s soul in those days, and Dan took an 
equal interest. Together they would communicate to 
their corporal all the dark lore of death which is the por- 
tion of those who have seen men die. Egan had the 
larger experience, but Dan the finer imagination. Mul- 
cahy shivered when the former spoke of the knife as an 
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intimate acquaintance, or the latter dwelt with loving 
particularity on the fate of those who, wounded and help- 
less, had been overlooked by the ambulances, and had 
fallen into the hands of the Afghan women-folk. 

Mulcahy knew that the mutiny, for the present at 
least, was dead, knew, too, that a change had come over 
Dan’s usually respectful attitude towards him, and 
Horse Egan’s laughter and frequent allusions to abortive 
conspiracies emphasised all that the conspirator had 
guessed. The horrible fascination of the death-stories, 
however, made him seek the men’s society. He learnt 
much more than he had bargained for; and in this man- 
ner. It was on the last night before the regiment en- 
trained to the front. The barracks were stripped of 
everything movable, and the men were too excited to 
sleep. The bare walls gave out a heavy hospital smell 
of chloride of lime. 

‘And what,’ said Mulcahy in an awe-stricken whisper, 
after some conversation on the eternal subject, ‘are you 
going to do to me, Dan?’ This might have been the 
language of an able conspirator conciliating a weak 
spirit. 

‘You'll see,’ said Dan grimly, turning over in his cot, 
‘or I rather shud say you'll not see.’ 

This was hardly the language of a weak spirit. Mul- 
cahy shook under the bed-clothes. 

‘Be easy with him,’ put in Egan from the next cot. 
‘He has got his chanst o’ goin’ clean. Listen, Mulcahy, 
all we want is for the good sake of the regiment that you 
take your death standing up, as a man shud. There’s 
be heaps an’ heaps of enemy—plenshus heaps. Go there 
an’ do all youcan and die decent. You'll die with a good 
name there. ’Tis not a hard thing considerin’.’ 
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Again Mulcahy shivered. 

‘An’ how could a man wish to die better than fightin’,’ 
added Dan consolingly. 

‘And if I won’t,’ said the corporal in a dry whisper. 

‘There’ll be a dale of smoke,’ returned Dan, sitting up 
and ticking off the situation on his fingers, ‘sure to be, 
an’ the noise of the firin’ “Il be tremenjus, an’ we'll be 
running about up and down, the regiment will. But we, 
Horse and I—we’ll stay by you, Mulcahy, and never let 
you go. Maybe there’ll be an accident.’ 

‘It’s playimg it lowon me. Let me go. For pitys 
sakeletme go. I never did you harm, and—and I stood 
you as much beer as I could. Oh, don’t be hard on me, 
Dan! You are—you were init too. You won’t kill me 
up there, will you?’ 

‘I’m not thinkin’ of the treason; though you shud be 
glad any honest boys drank with you. It’s for the regi- 
ment. We can’t have the shame o’ you bringin’ shame 
onus. You went to the doctor quiet as a sick cat to get 
and stay behind an’ live with the women at the depot— 
you that wanted us to run to the sea in wolf-packs like 
the rebels none of your black blood dared to be! But 
we knew about your goin’ to the doctor, for he told in 
mess, and it’s all over the regiment. Bein’, as we are, 
your best friends, we didn’t allow any one to molest you 
yet. We will see to you ourselves. Fight which you 
will—us or the enemy—you’ll never lie in that cot again, 
and there’s more glory and maybe less kicks from fightin’ 
theenemy. That’s fair speakin’.’ 

‘And he told us by word of mouth to go and join with 
the niggers—you’ve forgotten that, Dan,’ said Horse 
Egan, to justify sentence. 

“What's the use of plaguin’ the man. One shot pays 
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for all. Sleep ye sound, Mulcahy. But you onder- 
stand, do ye not?’ 

Mulcahy for some weeks understood very little of any- 
thing at all save that ever at his elbow, in camp, or at 
parade, stood two big men with soft voices adjuring him 
to commit hari-kari lest a worse thing should happen— 
to die for the honour of the regiment in decency among 
the nearest knives. But Mulcahy dreaded death. He 
remembered certain things that priests had said in his 
infancy, and his mother—not the one at New York— 
starting from her sleep with shrieks to pray for a hus- 
band’s soul in torment. It is well to be of a cultured in- 
telligence, but in time of trouble the weak human mind 
returns to the creed it sucked in at the breast, and if that 
creed be not a pretty one trouble follows. Also, the 
death he would have to face would be physically painful. 
Most conspirators have large imaginations. Mulcahy 
could see himself, as he lay on the earth in the night, dy- 
ing from various causes. They were all horrible; the 
mother in New York was very far away, and the regi- 
ment, the engine that, once you fall in its grip, moves 
you forward whether you will or won’t, was daily com- 
ing closer to the enemy! 


They were brought to the field of Marzun-Katai, and 
with the Black Boneens to aid, they fought a fight that 
has never been set down in the newspapers. In response, 
many believe, to the fervent prayers of Father Dennis, 
the enemy not only elected to fight in the open, but made 
a beautiful fight, as many weeping Irish mothers knew 
later. They gathered behind walls or flickered across 
the open in shouting masses, and were pot-valiant in ar- 
tillery. It was expedient to hold a large reserve and 
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wait for the psychological moment that was being pre- 
pared by the shrieking shrapnel. Therefore the Maver- 
icks lay down in open order on the brow of a hill to watch 
the play till their call should come. Father Dennis, 
whose duty was in the rear, to smooth the trouble of the 
wounded, had naturally managed to make his way to 
the foremost of his boys, and lay like a black porpoise at 
length on the grass. To him crawled Mulcahy, ashen- 
gray, demanding absolution. 

‘Wait till you’re shot,’ said Father Dennis sweetly. 
‘There’s a time for everything.’ 

Dan Grady chuckled as he blew for the fiftieth time 
into the breech of his speckless rifle. Mulcahy groaned 
and buried his head in his arms till a stray shot spoke 
like a snipe immediately above his head, and a general 
heave and tremor rippled the line. Other shots followed 
and a few took effect, as a shriek or a grunt attested. 
The officers, who had been lying down with the men, rose 
and began to walk steadily up and down the front of 
their companies. 

This manceuvre, executed, not for publication, but as 
a guarantee of good faith, to soothe men, demands nerve. 
You must not hurry, you must not look nervous, though 
you know that you are a mark for every rifle within ex- 
treme range, and above all, if you are smitten you must 
make as little noise as possible and roll inwards through 
the files. It is at this hour, when the breeze brings the 
first salt whiff of the powder to noses rather cold at the 
tip, and the eye can quietly take in the appearance of 
each red casualty, that the strain on the nerves is strong- 
est. Scotch regiments can endure for half a day and 
abate no whit of their zeal at the end; English regiments 
sometimes sulk under punishment, while the Irish, like 
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the French, are apt to run forward by ones and twos, 
which is just as bad as running back. The truly wise 
commandant of highly-strung troops allows them, in 
seasons of waiting, to hear the sound of their own voices 
uplifted in song. There is a legend of an English regi- 
ment that lay by its arms under fire chanting ‘Sam Hall,’ 
to the horror of its newly appointed and pious colonel. 
The Black Boneens, who were suffering more than the 
Mavericks, on a hill half a mile away, began presently 
to explain to all who cared to listen— 


‘We'll sound the jubilee, from the centre to the sea, 
And Ireland shall be free, says the Shan-van Vogh.’ 


‘Sing, boys,’ said Father Dennis softly. ‘It looks as 
if we cared for their Afghan peas.’ 

Dan Grady raised himself to his knees and opened his 
mouth in a song imparted to him, as to most of his com- 
rades, in the strictest confidence by Mulcahy—that Mul- 
cahy then lying limp and fainting on the grass, the chill 
fear of death upon him. 

Company after company caught up the words which, 
the I. A. A. say, are to herald the general rising of Erin, 
and to breathe which, except to those duly appointed to 
hear, isdeath. Wherefore they are printed in this place. 


‘The Saxon in Heaven’s just balance is weighed, 

His doom like Belshazzar’s in death has been cast, 
And the hand of the venger shall never be stayed 

Till his race, faith, and speech are a dream of the past.’ 


They were heart-filling lines and they ran with a swirl; 
the I. A. A. are better served by their pens than their 
petards. Dan clapped Mulcahy merrily on the back, 
asking him to sing up. ‘The officers lay down again. 
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There was no need to walk any more. Their men were 
soothing themselves thunderously, thus— 


‘St. Mary in Heaven has written the vow 
That the land shall not rest till the heretic blood, 
From the babe at the breast to the hand at the plough 
Has rolled to the ocean like Shannon in flood!’ 


‘T’ll speak to you after all’s over,’ said Father Dennis 
authoritatively in Dan’s ear. ‘What’s the use of con- 
fessing to me when you do this foolishness? Dan, you’ve 
been playing with fire! Ill lay you more penance in a 
week than—’ 

‘Come along to Purgatory with us, Father dear. The 
Boneens are on the move; they’ll let us go now!’ 

The regiment rose to the blast of the bugle as one man; 
but one man there was who rose more swiftly than all 
the others, for half an inch of bayonet was in the fleshy 
part of his leg. 

‘You’ve got to doit,’ said Dan grimly. ‘Do it decent, 
anyhow’; and the roar of the rush drowned his words, for 
the rear companies thrust forward the first, still singing 
as they swung down the slope 





‘From the child at the breast to the hand at the plough 
Shall roll to the ocean like Shannon in flood!’ 


They should have sung it in the face of England, not 
of the Afghans, whom it impressed as much as did the 
wild Irish yell. 

“They came down singing,’ said the unofficial report 
of the enemy, borne from village to village the next day. 
‘They continued to sing, and it was written that our 
men could not abide when they came. It is believed 
that there was magic in the aforesaid song.’ 

PAD 


THE MUTINY OF THE MAVERICKS 


Dan and Horse Egan kept themselves in the neigh- 
bourhood of Mulcahy. Twice the man would have 
bolted back in the confusion. Twice he was heaved, 
kicked, and shouldered back again into the unpaintable 
inferno of a hotly contested charge. 

At the end, the panic excess of his fear drove him into 
madness beyond all human courage. His eyes staring 
at nothing, his mouth open and frothing, and breathing 
as one in a cold bath, he went forward demented, while 
Dan toiled after him. The charge checked at a high 
mud wall. It was Mulcahy who scrambled up tooth 
and nail and hurled down among the bayonets the amazed 
Afghan who barred his way. It was Mulcahy, keeping 
to the straight line of the rabid dog, who led a collection 
of ardent souls at a newly unmasked battery, and flung 
himself on the muzzle of a gun as his companions danced 
among the gunners. It was Mulcahy who ran wildly on 
from that battery into the open plain, where the enemy 
were retiring in sullen groups. His hands were empty, 
he had lost helmet and belt, and he was bleeding from a 
wound in the neck. Dan and Horse Egan, panting and 
distressed, had thrown themselves down on the ground by 
the captured guns when they noticed Mulcahy’s charge. 

‘Mad,’ said Horse Egan critically. ‘Mad with fear! 
He’s going straight to his death, an’ shouting’s no use.’ 

‘Let him go. Watch now! If we fire we’ll hit him 
maybe.’ 

The last of a hurrying crowd of Afghans turned at the 
noise of shod feet behind him, and shifted his knife ready 
to hand. This, he saw, was no time to take prisoners. 
Mulcahy tore on, sobbing; the straight-held blade went 
home through the defenceless breast, and the body 
pitched forward almost before a shot from Dan’s rifle 
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brought down the slayer and still further hurried the 
Afghan retreat. The two Irishmen went out to bring 
in their dead. 

‘He was given the point and that was an easy death,’ 
said Horse Egan, viewing the corpse. ‘But would you 
ha’ shot him, Danny, if he had lived?’ 

‘He didn’t live, so there’s no sayin’. But I doubt I 
wud have bekase of the fun he gave us—let alone the 
beer. Hike up his legs, Horse, and we’ll bring him in. 
Perhaps ’tis better this way.’ 

They bore the poor limp body to the mass of the regi- 
ment, lolling open-mouthed on their rifles; and there was 
a general snigger when one of the younger subalterns 
said, ‘That was a good man!’ 

‘Phew,’ said Horse Egan, when a burial-party had 
taken overthe burden. ‘I’m powerful dhry, and this re- 
minds me there'll be no more beer at all.’ 

‘Fwhy not?’ said Dan, with a twinkle in his eye as he 
stretched himself for rest. ‘Are we not conspirin’ all we 
can, an’ while we conspire are we not entitled to free 
dhrinks? Sure his ould mother in New York would not 
let her son’s comrades perish of drouth—if she can be 
reached at the end of a letter.’ 

‘You're a jJanius,’ said Horse Egan. ‘O’ coorse she 
will not. I wish this crool war was over, an’ we'd get 
back to canteen. Faith, the Commander-in-chief ought 
to be hanged in his own httle sword-belt for makin’ us 
work on wather.’ 

The Mavericks were generally of Horse Egan’s opin- 
ion. So they made haste to get their work done as soon 
as possible, and their industry was rewarded by unex- 
pected peace. ‘We can fight the sons of Adam,’ said 
the tribesmen, ‘but we cannot fight the sons of Eblis, 
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and this regiment never stays still in one place. Let us 
therefore come in.’ They came in and ‘this regiment’ 
withdrew to conspire under the leadership of Dan Grady. 

Excellent as a subordinate Dan failed altogether as a 
chief-in-command—possibly because he was too much 
swayed by the advice of the only man in the regiment 
who could manufacture more than one kind of handwrit- 
ing. The same mail that bore to Mulcahy’s mother in 
New York a letter from the colonel, telling her how val- 
iantly her son had fought for the Queen, and how assur- 
edly he would have been recommended for the Victoria 
Cross had he survived, carried a communication signed, 
I grieve to say, by that same colonel and all the officers 
of the regiment, explaining their willingness to do ‘any- 
thing which is contrary to the regulations and all kinds 
of revolutions’ if only a little money could be forwarded 
to cover incidental expenses. Daniel Grady, Esquire, 
would receive funds vice Mulcahy, who ‘was unwell at 
this present time of writing.’ 

Both letters were forwarded from New York to Te- 
hama Street, San Francisco, with marginal comments 
as brief as they were bitter. The Third Three read and 
looked at each other. Then the Second Conspirator— 
he who believed in ‘joining hands with the practical 
branches ’—began to laugh, and on recovering his gravity 
said, ‘Gentlemen, I consider this will be a lesson to us. 
We’re left again. Those cursed Irish have let us down. 
I knew they would, but’—here he laughed afresh—‘I’d 
give considerable to know what was at the back of it all.’ 

His curiosity would have been satisfied had he seen 
Dan Grady, discredited regimental conspirator, trying 
to explain to his thirsty comrades in India the non-arri- 
val of funds from New York. 
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Your Gods and my Gods—do you or I know which are 
the stronger?—Native Proverb. 


idence ceases; Man being there handed over to 

the power of the Gods and Devils of Asia, and 
the Church of England Providence only exercising an 
occasional and modified supervision in the case of Eng- 
lishmen. 

This theory accounts for some of the more unnecessary 
horrors of life in India. It may be stretched to explain 
my story. 

My friend Strickland of the Police, who knows as 
much of natives of India as is good for any man, can 
bear witness to the facts of the case. Dumoise, our doc- 
tor, also saw what Strickland and I saw. The inference 
which he drew from the evidence was entirely incorrect. 
He is dead now; he died in a rather curious manner, 
which has been elsewhere described. 

When Fleete came to India he owned a little money 
and some land in the Himalayas, near a place callec 
Dharmsala. Both properties had been left him by ar 
uncle, and he came out to finance them. He was a big 
heavy, genial, and inoffensive man. His knowledge o 
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iatives was, of course, limited, and he complained of the 
lifficulties of the language. 

He rode in from his place in the hills to spend New 
year in the station, and he stayed with Strickland. On 
New Year’s Eve there was a big dinner at the club, and 
he night was excusably wet. When men forgather 
rom the uttermost ends of the Empire they have a right 
oberiotous. The Frontier had sent down a contingent 
’ Catch-’em-Alive-O’s who had not seen twenty white 
aces for a year, and were used to ride fifteen miles to 
linner at the next Fort at the risk of a Khyberee bullet 
vhere their drinks should lie. ‘They profited by their 
lew security, for they tried to play pool with a curled- 
ip hedgehog found in the garden, and one of them car- 
ied the marker round the room in his teeth. Half a 
lozen planters had come in from the south and were 
alking ‘horse’ to the Biggest Liar in Asia, who was try- 
ng to cap all their stories at once. Everybody was 
here, and there was a general closing up of ranks and 
aking stock of our losses in dead or disabled that had 
allen during the past year. It was a very wet night, 
ind IJ remember that we sang ‘Auld Lang Syne’ with 
yur feet in the Polo Championship Cup, and our heads 
mong the stars, and swore that we were all dear friends. 
Phen some of us went away and annexed Burma, and 
ome tried to open up the Soudan and were opened up 
yy Fuzzies in that cruel scrub outside Suakim, and some 
ound stars and medals, and some were married, which 
vas bad, and some did other things which were worse, 
nd the others of us stayed in our chains and strove to 
nake money on insufficient experiences. 

Fleete began the night with sherry and bitters, drank 
hampagne steadily up to dessert, then raw, rasping 
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Capri with all the strength of whisky, took Benedictine 
with his coffee, four or five whiskies and sodas to improve 
his pool strokes, beer and bones at half-past two, wind- 
ing up with old brandy. Consequently, when he came 
out, at half-past three in the morning, into fourteen 
degrees of frost, he was very angry with his horse for 
coughing, and tried to leapfrog into the saddle. The 
horse broke away and went to his stable; so Strickland 
and I formed a Guard of Dishonour to take Fleete 
home. 

Our road lay through the bazaar, close to a little tem- 
ple of Hanuman, the Monkey-god, who is a leading di- 
vinity worthy of respect. All gods have good points, 
just as have all priests. Personally, I attach much im- 
portance to Hanuman and am kind to his people—the 
great gray apes of the Hills. One never knows when 
one may want a friend. 

There was a light in the temple, and as we passed we 
could hear voices of men chanting hymns. Ina native 
temple the priests rise at all hours of the night to do hon- 
our to their god. Before we could stop him, Fleete 
dashed up the steps, patted two priests on the back, and 
was gravely grinding the ashes of his cigar-butt into the 
forehead of the red stone image of Hanuman.  Strick- 
land tried to drag him out, but he sat down and said 
solemnly: 

‘Shee that? "Mark of the B—beasht! I made it. 
Ishn’t it fine?’ 

In half a minute the temple was alive and noisy, and 
Strickland, who knew what came of polluting gods, said 
that things might occur. He, by virtue of his official 
position, long residence in the country, and weakness 
for going among the natives, was known to the priests 
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and he felt unhappy. Fleete sat on the ground and re- 
fused to move. He said that ‘good old Hanuman’ 
made a very soft pillow. 

Then, without any warning, a Silver Man came out of 
a recess behind the image of the god. He was perfectly 
naked in that bitter, bitter cold, and his body shone like 
frosted silver, for he was what the Bible calls ‘a leper as 
white as snow.’ Also he had no face, because he was a 
leper of some years’ standing, and his disease was heavy 
upon him. We two stooped to haul Fleete up, and the 
temple was filling and filling with folk who seemed to 
spring from the earth, when the Silver Man ran in under 
our arms, making a noise exactly like the mewing of an 
otter, caught Fleete round the body and dropped his 
head on Fleete’s breast before we could wrench him away. 
Then he retired to a corner and sat mewing while the 
crowd blocked all the doors. 

The priests were very angry until the Silver Man 
touched Fleete. That nuzzling seemed to sober them. 

At the end of a few minutes’ silence one of the priests 
came to Strickland and said, in perfect English, ‘Take 
your friend away. He has done with Hanuman but 
Hanuman has not done with him.’ The crowd gave 
room and we carried Fleete into the road. 

Strickland was very angry. He said that we might 
all three have been knifed, and that Fleete should thank 
his stars that he had escaped without injury. 

Fleete thanked no one. He said that he wanted to go 
to bed. He was gorgeously drunk. 

We moved on, Strickland silent and wrathful, until 
Fleete was taken with violent shivering fits and sweating. 
He said that the smells of the bazaar were overpowering, 
and he wondered why slaughter-houses were permitted 
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so near English residences. ‘Can’t you smell the blood?’ 
said Fleete. 

We put him to bed at last, just as the dawn was break- 
ing, and Strickland invited me to have another whisky 
and soda. While we were drinking he talked of the 
trouble in the temple, and admitted that it baffled him 
completely. Strickland hates being mystified by na- 
tives, because his business in life is to overmatch them 
with their own weapons. He has not yet succeeded in 
doing this, but in fifteen or twenty years he will have 
made some small progress. 

‘They should have mauled us,’ he said, ‘instead of 
mewing at us. I wonder what they meant. I don’t 
like it one little bit.’ 

I said that the Managing Committee of the temple 
would in all probability bring a criminal action against 
us for insulting their religion. There was a section of 
the Indian Penal Code which exactly met Fleete’s 
offence. Strickland said he only hoped and prayed 
that they would do this. Before I left I looked into 
Fleete’s room, and saw him lying on his right side, 
scratching his left breast. Then I went to bed cold, 
depressed, and unhappy, at seven o’clock in the morn- 
ing. 

At one o’clock I rode over to Strickland’s house to in- 
quire after Fleete’s head. I imagined that it would be a 
sore one. Fleete was breakfasting and seemed unwell. 
His temper was gone, for he was abusing the cook for 
not supplying him with an underdone chop. A man 
who can eat raw meat after a wet night is a curiosity. [ 
told Fleete this and he laughed. 

“You breed queer mosquitoes in these parts,’ he said. 
‘I’ve been bitten to pieces, but only in one place.’ 
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‘Let’s have a look at the bite,’ said Strickland. ‘It 
may have gone down since this morning.’ 

While the chops were being cooked, Fleete opened his 
shirt and showed us, just over his left breast, a mark, 
the perfect double of the black rosettes—the five or six 
irregular blotches arranged in a circle—on a leopard’s 
hide. Strickland looked and said, ‘It was only pink 
this morning. It’s grown black now.’ 

Fleete ran to a glass. 

‘By Jove!’ he said, ‘this is nasty. What is it?’ 

We could not answer. Here the chops came in, all 
red and juicy, and Fleete bolted three in a most offen- 
sive manner. He ate on his right grinders only, and 
threw his head over his right shoulder as he snapped the 
meat. When he had finished it struck him that he had 
been behaving strangely, for he said apologetically, ‘I 
don’t think I ever felt so hungry in my life. -I’ve bolted 
like an ostrich.’ 

After breakfast Strickland said to me, ‘Don’t go. Stay 
here, and stay for the night.’ 

Seeing that my house was not three miles from Strick- 
jand’s, this request was absurd. But Strickland insisted 
and was going to say something, when Fleete interrupted 
by declaring in a shamefaced way that he felt hungry 
again. Strickland sent a man to my house to fetch over 
my bedding and a horse, and we three went down to 
Strickland’s stables to pass the hours until it was time 
to go out for a ride. The man who has a weakness for 
horses never wearies of inspecting them; and when two 
men are killing time in this way they gather knowledge 
and lies the one from the other. 

There were five horses in the stables, and I shall never 
forget the scene as we tried to look them over. They 

221 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


seemed to have gone mad. ‘They reared and screamed 
and nearly tore up their pickets; they sweated and shiv- 
ered and lathered and were distraught-with fear. Strick- 
land’s horses used to know him as well as his dogs; which 
made the matter more curious. We left the stable for 
fear of the brutes throwing themselves in their panic. 
Then Strickland turned back and called me. The horses 
were still frightened, but they let us ‘gentle’ and make 
much of them, and put their heads in our bosoms. 

‘They aren’t afraid of us,’ said Strickland. ‘D’you 
know, I’d give three months’ pay if Outrage here could 
talk.’ 

But Outrage was dumb, and could only cuddle up to 
his master and blow out his nostrils, as is the custom of 
horses when they wish to explain things but can’t. 
Fleete came up when we were in the stalls, and as soon 
as the horses saw him their fright broke out afresh. It 
was all that we could do to escape from the place un- 
kicked. Strickland said, ‘They don’t seem to love you, 
Fleete.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ said Fleete; ‘my mare will follow me like 
a dog.’ He went to her; she was in a loose-box; but as 
he slipped the bars she plunged, knocked him down, and 
broke away into the garden. I laughed, but Strickland 
was not amused. He took his moustache in both fists 
and pulled at it till it nearly came out. Fleete, instead 
of going off to chase his property, yawned, saying that 
he felt sleepy. He went to the house to lie down, which 
was a foolish way of spending New Year’s Day. 

Strickland sat with me in the stables and asked if I 
had noticed anything peculiar in Fleete’s manner. I 
said that he ate his food like a beast; but that this might 
have been the result of living alone in the hills out of the 
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reach of society as refined and elevating as ours for in- 
stance. Strickland was not amused. I do not think 
that he listened to me, for his next sentence referred to 
the mark on Fleete’s breast, and I said that it might have 
been caused by blister-flies, or that it was possibly a 
birth-mark newly born and now visible for the first time. 
We both agreed that it was unpleasant to look at, and 
Strickland found occasion to say that I was a fool. 

‘IT can’t tell you what I think now,’ said he, ‘because 
you would call me a madman; but you must stay with 
me for the next few days, if you can. I want you to 
watch Fleete, but don’t tell me what you think till I 
have made up my mind.’ 

‘But I am dining out to-night,’ I said. 

‘So am I,’ said Strickland, ‘and so is Fleete. At least 
if he doesn’t change his mind.’ 

We walked about the garden smoking, .but saying 
nothing—because we were friends, and talking spoils 
good tobacco—till our pipes were out. Then we went 
to wake up Fleete. He was wide awake and fidgeting 
about his room. 

‘I say, I want some more chops,’ he said. ‘Can I get 
them?’ 

We laughed and said, ‘Go and change. The ponies 
will be round in a minute.’ 

‘All right,’ said Fleete. ‘Ill go when I get the chops 
—underdone ones, mind.’ 

He seemed to be quite in earnest. It was four o’clock 
and we had had breakfast at one; still, for a long time, 
he demanded those underdone chops. Then he changed 
into riding clothes and went out into the veranda. His 
pony—the mare had not been caught—would not let 
him come near. All three horses were unmanageable— 
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mad with fear—and finally Fleete said that he would 
stay at home and get something to eat. Strickland and 
I rode out wondering. As we passed the temple of Han- 
uman the Silver Man came out and mewed at us. 

‘He is not one of the regular priests of the temple,’ 
said Strickland. ‘I think I should peculiarly like to lay 
my hands on him.’ 

There was no spring in our gallop on the race-course 
that evening. The horses were stale, and moved as 
though they had been ridden out. 

‘The fright after breakfast has been too much for 
them,’ said Strickland. 

That was the only remark he made through the re- 
mainder of the ride. Once or twice, I think, he swore 
to himself, but that did not count. 

We came back in the dark at seven o’clock, and saw 
that there were no lights in the bungalow. ‘Careless 
ruffians my servants are!’ said Strickland. 

My horse reared at something on the carriage drive, 
and Fleete stood up under its nose. 

‘What are you doing, grovelling about the garden?’ 
said Strickland. 

But both horses bolted and nearly threw us. We dis- 
mounted by the stables and returned to Fleete, who was 
on his hands and knees under the orange-bushes. 

“What the devil’s wrong with you?’ said Strickland. 

‘Nothing, nothing in the world,’ said Fleete, speaking 
very quickly and thickly. ‘I’ve been gardening—bot- 
anising, you know. ‘The smell of the earth is delightful. 
I think I’m going for a walk—a long walk—all night.’ 

Then I saw that there was something excessively out 
of order somewhere, and I said to Strickland, ‘I am not 
dining out.’ 
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“Bless you!’ said Strickland. ‘Here, Fleete, get up. 
You'll catch fever there. Come in to dinner and let’s 
have the lamps lit. We’ll all dine at home.’ 

Fleete stood up unwillingly, and said, ‘No lamps— 
no lamps. It’s much nicer here. Let’s dine outside 
and have some more chops—lots of ’em and underdone 
—bloody ones with gristle.’ 

Now a December evening in Northern India is bitterly 
cold, and Fleete’s suggestion was that of a maniac. 

“Come in,’ said Strickland sternly. ‘Come inat once.’ 

Fleete came, and when the lamps were brought we 
saw that he was literally plastered with dirt from head 
to foot. He must have been rolling in the garden. He 
shrank from the light and went to his room. His eyes 
were horrible tolookat. There wasa green light behind 
them, not in them, if you understand, and the man’s 
lower lip hung down. 

Strickland said, ‘There is going to be trouble—big 
trouble—to-night. Don’t you change your riding- 
things.’ 

We waited and waited for Fleete’s reappearance, and 
ordered dinner in the meantime. We could hear him 
moving about his own room, but there was no light there. 
Presently from the room came the long-drawn howl of a 
wolf. 

People write and talk lightly of blood running cold 
and hair standing up, and things of that kind. Both 
sensations are too horrible to be trifled with. My heart 
stopped as though a knife had been driven through it, 
and Strickland turned as white as the tablecloth. 

The howl was repeated, and was answered by another 
howl far across the fields. 

That set the gilded roof on the horror. Strickland 
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dashed into Fleete’s room. I followed, and we saw 
Fleete getting out of the window. He made beast- 
noises in the back of his throat. He could not answer 
us when we shouted at him. He spat. 

I don’t quite remember what followed, but I think 
that Strickland must have stunned him with the long 
boot-jack, or else I should never have been able to sit on 
his chest. Fleete could not speak, he could only snarl, 
and his snarls were those of a wolf, not of aman. The 
human spirit must have been giving way all day and 
have died out with the twilight. We were dealing with 
a beast that had once been Fleete. 

The affair was beyond any human and rational ex- 
perience. I tried to say ‘Hydrophobia,’ but the word 
wouldn’t come, because I knew that I was lying. 

We bound this beast with leather thongs of the punkah- 
rope, and tied its thumbs and big toes together, and 
gagged it with a shoe-horn, which makes a very efficient 
gag if you know how to arrange it. Then we carried it 
into the dining-room and sent a man to Dumoise, the 
doctor, telling him to come over at once. After we had 
despatched the messenger and were drawing breath, 
Strickland said, ‘It’s no good. This isn’t any doctor’s 
work.’ I, also, knew that he spoke the truth. 

The beast’s head was free, and it threw it about from 
side to side. Any one entering the room would have 
believed that we were curing a wolf’s pelt. That was 
the most loathsome accessory of all. 

Strickland sat with his chin in the heel of his fist, 
watching the beast as it wriggled on the ground, but say- 
ing nothing. The shirt had been torn open in the scuffle 
and showed the black rosette mark on the left breast. 
It stood out like a blister. 
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In the silence of the watching we heard something 
without mewing like a she-otter. We both rose to our 
feet and—I answer for myself, not Strickland—felt sick 
—actually and physically sick. We told each other, as 
did the men in ‘Pinafore,’ that it was the cat. 

Dumoise arrived, and I never saw a little man so un- 
professionally shocked. He said that it was a heart- 
rending case of hydrophobia, and that nothing could be 
done. At least any palliative measures would only pro- 
long the agony. The beast was foaming at the mouth. 
Fleete, as we told Dumoise, had been bitten by dogs 
once or twice. Any man who keeps half a dozen terriers 
must expect a nip now and again. Dumoise could offer 
no help. He could only certify that Fleete was dying 
of hydrophobia. The beast was then howling, for it 
had managed to spit out the shoe-horn. Dumoise said 
that he would be ready to certify to the cause of death, 
and that the end was certain. He was a good little man 
and he offered to remain with us; but Strickland refused 
the kindness. He did not wish to poison Dumoise’s New 
Year. He would only ask him not to give the real cause 
of Fleete’s death to the public. 

So Dumoise left, deeply agitated; and as soon as the 
noise of the cart-wheels had died away, Strickland told 
me, in a whisper, his suspicions. They were so wildly 
improbable that he dared not say them out aloud; and I, 
who entertained all Strickland’s beliefs, was so ashamed 
of owning to them that I pretended to disbelieve. 

‘Even if the Silver Man had bewitched Fleete for pol- 
luting the image of Hanuman, the punishment could not 
have fallen so quickly.’ 

As I was whispering this the cry outside the house 
rose again, and the beast fell into a fresh paroxysm of 
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struggling till we were afraid that the thongs that held 
it would give way. 

‘Watch!’ said Strickland. ‘If this happens six times 
I shall take the law into my own hands. I order you to 
help me.’ 

He went into his room and came out in a few minutes 
with the barrels of an old shot-gun, a piece of fishing- 
line, some thick cord, and his heavy wooden bedstead. 
I reported that the convulsions had followed the cry by 
two seconds in each case, and the beast seemed percep- 
tibly weaker. 

Strickland muttered, ‘But he can’t take away the 
life! He can’t take away the life!’ 

I said, though I knew that I was arguing against my- 
self, ‘It may be acat. It must beacat. Ifthe Silver 
Man is responsible, why does he dare to come here?’ 

Strickland arranged the wood on the hearth, put the 
gun-barrels into the glow of the fire, spread the twine 
on the table, and broke a walking-stick in two. There 
was one yard of fishing-line, gut lapped with wire, such 
as is used for mahseer-fishing, and he tied the two ends 
together in a loop. 

Then he said, ‘How can we catch him? He must be 
taken alive and unhurt.’ 

I said that we must trust in Providence, and go out 
softly with polo-sticks into the shrubbery at the front of 
the house. The man or animal that made the cry was 
evidently moving round the house as regularly as a night- 
watchman. We could wait in the bushes till he came 
by and knock him over. 

Strickland accepted this suggestion, and we slipped 
out from a bath-room window into the front veranda 
and then across the carriage drive into the bushes. 
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In the moonlight we could see the leper coming round 
the corner of the house. He was perfectly naked, and 
from time to time he mewed and stopped to dance with 
his shadow. It was an unattractive sight, and thinking 
of poor Fleete, brought to such degradation by so foul a 
creature, I put away all my doubts and resolved to help 
Strickland from the heated gun-barrels to the loop of 
twine—from the loins to the head and back again—with 
all tortures that might be needful. 

The leper halted in the front porch for a moment and 
we jumped out on him with the sticks. He was wonder- 
fully strong, and we were afraid that he might escape or 
be fatally injured before we caught him. We had an 
idea that lepers were frail creatures, but this proved to 
be incorrect. Strickland knocked his legs from under 
him and I put my foot on hisneck. He mewed hideously, 
and even through my riding-boots I could feel that his 
flesh was not the flesh of a clean man. 

He struck at us with his hand and foot stumps. We 
looped the lash of a dog-whip round him, under the arm- 
pits, and dragged him backwards into the hall and so 
into the dining-room where the beast lay. There we 
tied him with trunk-straps. He made no attempt to 
escape, but mewed. 

When we confronted him with the beast the scene was 
beyond description. The beast doubled backwards into 
a bow as though he had been poisoned with strychnine, 
and moaned in the most pitiable fashion. Several other 
things happened also, but they cannot be put down here. 

‘I think I was right,’ said Strickland. ‘Now we will 
ask him to cure this case.’ 

But the leper only mewed. Strickland wrapped a 


towel round his hand and took the gun-barrels out of the 
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fire. I put the half of the broken walking-stick through 
the loop of fishing-line and buckled the leper comforta- 
bly to Strickland’s bedstead. I understood then how 
men and women and little children can endure to see a 
witch burnt alive; for the beast was moaning on the floor, 
and though the Silver Man had no face, you could see 
horrible feelings passing through the slab that took its 
place, exactly as waves of heat play across red-hot iron 
—gun-barrels for instance. 

Strickland shaded his eyes with his hands for a mo- 
ment and we got to work. This part isnot to be printed. 


The dawn was beginning to break when the leper 
spoke. His mewings had not been satisfactory up to 
that point. The beast had fainted from exhaustion and 
the house was very still. We unstrapped the leper and 
told him to take away the evil spirit. He crawled to 
the beast and laid his hand upon the left breast. That 
was all. Then he fell face down and whined, drawing 
in his breath as he did so. 

We watched the face of the beast, and saw the soul of 
Fleete coming back into the eyes. Then a sweat broke 
out on the forehead and the eyes—they were human 
eyes—closed. ; We waited for an hour, but Fleete still 
slept. We carried him to his room and bade the leper go, 
giving him the bedstead, and the sheet on the bedstead to 
cover his nakedness, the gloves and the towels with which 
we had touched him, and the whip that had been hooked 
round his body. Heput the sheet about himand went out 
into the early morning without speaking or mewing. 

Strickland wiped his face and sat down. A night- 
gong, far away in the city, made seven o’clock. 

‘Exactly four-and-twenty hours!’ said Strickland. 
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‘And I’ve done enough to ensure my dismissal from the 
service, besides permanent quarters in a lunatic asylum. 
Do you believe that we are awake?’ 

The red-hot gun-barrel had fallen on the floor and 
was singeing the carpet. The smell was entirely real. 

That morning at eleven we two together went to wake 
up Fleete. We looked and saw that the black leopard- 
rosette on his chest had disappeared. He was very 
drowsy and tired, but as soon as he saw us he said, ‘Oh! 
Confound you fellows. Happy New Year to you. 
Never mix your liquors. I’m nearly dead.’ 

‘Thanks for your kindness, but you’re over time,’ said 
Strickland. ‘To-day is the morning of the second. 
You’ve slept the clock round with a vengeance.’ 

The door opened, and little Dumoise put his head in. 
He had come on foot, and fancied that we were laying 
out Fleete. 

‘I’ve brought a nurse,’ said Dumoise. ‘I suppose 
that she cancome infor . . . what is necessary.’ 

‘By all means,’ said Fleete cheerily, sitting up in bed. 
‘Bring on your nurses.’ 

Dumoise was dumb. Strickland led him out and ex- 
plained that there must have been a mistake in the diag- 
nosis. Dumoise remained dumb and left the house 
hastily. He considered that his professional reputation 
had been injured, and was inclined to make a personal 
matter of the recovery. Strickland went out too. When 
he came back, he said that he had been to call on the 
Temple of Hanuman to offer redress for the pollution of 
the god, and had been solemnly assured that no white 
man had ever touched the idol, and that he was an in- 
carnation of all the virtues labouring under a delusion. 
‘What do you think?’ said Strickland. 
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I said, ‘ ‘‘ There are more things pty 

But Strickland hates that quotation. He says that I 
have worn it threadbare. 

One other curious thing happened which frightened 
me as much as anything in all the night’s work. When 
Fleete was dressed he came into the dining-room and 
sniffed. He hada quaint trick of moving his nose when 
he sniffed. ‘Horrid doggy smell, here,’ said he. ‘You 
should really keep those terriers of yours in better order. 
Try sulphur, Strick.’ 

But Strickland did not answer. He caught hold of 
the back of a chair, and, without warning, went into an 
amazing fit of hysterics. It is terrible to see a strong 
man overtaken with hysteria. Then it struck me that 
we had fought for Fleete’s soul with the Silver Man in 
that room, and had disgraced ourselves as Englishmen 
for ever, and I laughed and gasped and gurgled just as 
shamefully as Strickland, while Fleete thought that we 
had both gone mad. We never told him what we had 
done. 

Some years later, when Strickland had married and 
was a church-going member of society for his wife’s sake, 
we reviewed the incident dispassionately, and Strick- 
land suggested that I should put it before the public. 

I cannot myself see that this step is likely to clear up 
the mystery; because, in the first place, no one will be- 
lieve a rather unpleasant story, and, in the second, it is 
well known to every right-minded man that the gods of 
the heathen are stone and brass, and any attempt to 
deal with them otherwise is justly condemned. 


bed 
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The doors were wide, the story saith, 
Out of the night came the patient wraith, 
He might not speak, and he could not stir 
A hair of the Baron’s minniver— 
Speechless and strengthless, a shadow thin, 
He roved the castle to seek his kin. 
And oh, ’twas a piteous thing to see 
The dumb ghost follow his enemy! 
‘The Baron.’ 


for no conceivable motive, in his youth, at the thresh- 

old of his career he chose to disappear from the 
world—which is to say, the little Indian station where 
he lived. 

Upon a day he was alive, well, happy, and in great evi- 
dence among the billiard-tables at his Club. Upon a 
morning he was not, and no manner of search could 
make sure where he might be. Hehad stepped outof his 
place; he had not appeared at his office at the proper 
time, and his dogcart was not upon the public roads. 
For these reasons, and because he was hampering, in a 
microscopical degree, the administration of the Indian 
Empire, that Empire paused for one microscopical mo- 
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ment to make inquiry into the fate of Imray. Ponds 
were dragged, wells were plumbed, telegrams were des- 
patched down the lines of railways and to the nearest 
seaport town—twelve hundred miles away; but Imray 
was not at the end of the drag-ropes nor the telegraph 
wires. He was gone, and his place knew him no more. 
Then the work of the great Indian Empire swept for- 
ward, because it could not be delayed, and Imray from 
being a man became a mystery—such a thing as men 
talk over at their tables in the Club for a month, and 
then forget utterly. His guns, horses, and carts were 
sold to the highest bidder. His superior officer wrote an 
altogether absurd letter to his mother, saying that Im- 
ray had unaccountably disappeared, and his bungalow 
stood empty. 

After three or four months of the scorching hot wea- 
ther had gone by, my friend Strickland, of the Police, 
saw fit to rent the bungalow from the native landlord. 
This was before he was engaged to Miss Youghal—an 
affair which has been described in another place—and 
while he was pursuing his investigations into native life. 
Hisownlifewas sufficiently peculiar, and men complained 
of his manners and customs. There was always food 
in his house, but there were no regular times for meals. 
He ate, standing up and walking about, whatever he 
might find at the sideboard, and this is not good for hu- 
man beings. His domestic equipment was limited to 
six rifles, three shot-guns, five saddles, and a collection 
of stiff-jointed mahseer-rods, bigger and stronger than 
the largest salmon-rods. These occupied one half of 
his bungalow, and the other half was given up to Strick- 
land and his dog Tietjens—an enormous Rampur slut 
who devoured daily the rations of two men. She spoke 
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to Strickland in a language of her own; and whenever, 
walking abroad, she saw things calculated to destroy 
the peace of Her Majesty the Queen-Empress, she re- 
turned to her master and laid information. Strickland 
would take steps at once, and the end of his labours was 
trouble and fine and imprisonment for other people. 
The natives believed that Tietjens was a familiar spirit, 
and treated her with the great reverence that is born of 
hate and fear. One room in the bungalow was set apart 
for her special use. She owned a bedstead, a blanket, 
and a drinking-trough, and if any one came into Strick- 
land’s room at night her custom was to knock down the 
invader and give tongue till some one came with a light. 
Strickland owed his life to her when he was on the Fron- 
tier, in search of a local murderer, who came in the gray 
dawn to send Strickland much farther than the Anda- 
man Islands. Tietjens caught the man as he was crawl- 
ing into Strickland’s tent with a dagger between his 
teeth; and after his record of iniquity was established in 
the eyes of the law he was hanged. From that date 
Tietjens wore a collar of rough silver, and employed a 
monogram on her night-blanket; and the blanket was of 
double woven Kashmir cloth for she was a delicate dog. 

Under no circumstances would she be separated from 
Strickland; and once, when he was ill with fever, made 
great trouble for the doctors, because she did not know 
how to help her master and would not allow another 
creature to attempt aid. Macarnaght, of the Indian 
Medical Service, beat her over her head witha gun-butt 
before she could understand that she must give room for 
those who could give quinine. 

A short time after Strickland had taken Imray’s bun- 
galow, my business took me through that Station, and 
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naturally, the Club quarters being full, I q 1artered my- 
self upon Strickland. It was a desirable bungalow, 
eight-roomed and heavily thatched against any chance 
of leakage from rain. Under the pitch of the roof ran a 
ceiling-cloth which looked just as neat as a white-washed 
ceiling. The landlord had repainted it when Strickland 
took the bungalow. Unless you knew how Indian bun- 
galows were built you would never have suspected that 
above the cloth lay the dark three-cornered cavern of the 
roof, where the beams and the underside of the thatch 
harboured all manner of rats, bats, ants, and foul things. 

Tietjens met me in the veranda with a bay like the 
boom of the bell of St. Paul’s, putting her paws on my 
shoulder to show she was glad to see me. Strickland 
had contrived to claw together a sort of meal which he 
called lunch, and immediately after it was finished went 
out about his business. I was left alone with Tietjens 
and my own affairs. The heat of the summer had bro- 
ken up and turned to the warm damp of the rains. 
There was no motion in the heated air, but the rain fell 
like ramrods on the earth, and flung up a blue mist when 
it splashed back. The bamboos, and the custard-apples, 
the poinsettias, and the mango-trees in the garden stood 
still while the warm water lashed through them, and the 
frogs began to sing among the aloe hedges. A little be- 
fore the light failed, and when the rain was at its worst, 
I sat in the back veranda and heard the water roar from 
the eaves, and scratched myself because I was covered 
with the thing called prickly-heat. Tietjens came out 
with me and put her head in my lap and was very sor- 
rowlul; so I gave her biscuits when tea was ready, and I 
took tea in the back veranda on account of the little 
coolness found there. The rooms of the house were dark 
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behind me. I could smell Strickland’s saddlery and the 
oil on his guns, and I had no desire to sit among these 
things. My own servant came to me in the twilight, 
the muslin of his clothes clinging tightly to his drenched 
body, and told me that a gentleman had called and wished 
to see some one. Very much against my will, but only 
because of the darkness of the rooms, I went into the 
naked drawing-room, telling my man to bring the lights. 
There might or might not have been a caller waiting—it 
seemed to me that I saw a figure by one of the windows 
—but when the lights came there was nothing save the 
spikes of the rain without, and the smell of the drinking 
earth in my nostrils. I explained to my servant that he 
was no wiser than he ought to be, and went back to the 
veranda to talk to Tietjens. She had gone out into the 
wet, and I could hardly coax her back to me, even with 
biscuits with sugar tops. Strickland came home, drip- 
ping wet, just before dinner, and the first thing he said 
was, 

‘Has any one called?’ 

I explained, with apologies, that my servant had sum- 
moned me into the drawing-room on a false alarm; or 
that some loafer had tried to call on Strickland, and 
thinking better of it had fled after giving his name. 
Strickland ordered dinner, without comment, and since 
it was a real dinner with a white tablecloth attached, we 
sat down. 

At nine o’clock Strickland wanted to go to bed, and I 
was tired too. Tietjens, who had been lying underneath 
the table, rose up, and swung into the least exposed ver- 
anda as soon as her master moved to his own room, 
which was next to the stately chamber set apart for 
Tietjens. Ifamere wife had wished to sleep out of doors 
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in that pelting rain it would not have mattered; but 
Tietjens was a dog, and therefore the better animal. I 
looked at Strickland, expecting to see him flay her with 
a whip. He smiled queerly, as a man would smile after 
telling some unpleasant domestic tragedy. ‘She has done 
this ever since I moved in here,’ saidhe. ‘Let her go.’ 

The dog was Strickland’s dog, so I said nothing, but I 
felt all that Strickland felt in being thus made light of. 
Tietjens encamped outside my bedroom window, and 
storm after storm came up, thundered on the thatch, 
and died away. The lightning spattered the sky as a 
thrown egg spatters a barn-door, but the light was pale 
blue, not yellow; and, looking through my split bamboo 
blinds, I could see the great dog standing, not sleeping, 
in the veranda, the hackles alift on her back, and her 
feet anchored as tensely as the drawn wire-rope of a sus- 
pension bridge. In the very short pauses of the thunder 
I tried to sleep, but it seemed that some one wanted me 
very urgently. He, whoever he was, was trying to call 
me by name, but his voice was no more than a husky 
whisper. The thunder ceased, and Tietjens went into 
the garden and howled at the low moon. Somebody 
tried to open my door, walked about and about through 
the house, and stood breathing heavily in the verandas, 
and just when I was falling asleep I fancied that I heard 
a wild hammering and clamouring above my head or on 
the door. 

I ran into Strickland’s room and asked him whether 
he was ill, and had been calling for me. He was lying 
on his bed half dressed, a pipe in his mouth. ‘I thought 
you’d come,’ he said. ‘Have I been walking round the 
house recently?’ 

I explained that he had been tramping in the dining- 
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room and the smoking-room and two or three other 
places; and he laughed and told me to go back to bed. 
I went back to bed and slept till the morning, but through 
all my mixed dreams I was sure I was doing some one 
an injustice in not attending to his wants. What those 
wants were I could not tell; but a fluttering, whispering, 
bolt-fumbling, lurking, loitering Some one was reproach- 
ing me for my slackness, and, half awake, I heard the 
howling of Tietjens in the garden and the threshing of 
the rain. 

I lived in that house for two days. Strickland went 
to his office daily, leaving me alone for eight or ten hours 
with Tietjens for my only companion. As long as the 
full light lasted I was comfortable, and so was Tietjens; 
but in the twilight she and I moved into the back ver- 
anda and cuddled each other for company.. We were 
alone in the house, but none the less it was much too fully 
occupied by a tenant with whom I did not wish to inter- 
fere. I never saw him, but I could see the curtains be- 
tween the rooms quivering where he had just passed 
through; I could hear the chairs creaking as the bamboos 
sprung under a weight that had just quitted them; and I 
could feel when I went to get a book from the dining- 
room that somebody was waiting in the shadows of the 
front veranda till I should have gone away. Tietjens 
made the twilight more interesting by glaring into the 
darkened rooms with every hair erect, and following the 
motions of something that I could not see. She never 
entered the rooms, but her eyes moved interestedly: 
that was quite sufficient. Only when my servant came 
to trim the lamps and make all light and habitable she 
would come in with me and spend her time sitting on her 
haunches, watching an invisible extra man as he moved 
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about behind my shoulder. Dogs are cheerful compan- 
ions. 

I explained to Strickland, gently as might be, that I 
would go over to the Club and find for myself quarters 
there. I admired his hospitality, was pleased with his 
guns and rods, but I did not much care for his house and 
its atmosphere. He heard me out to the end, and then 
smiled very wearily, but without contempt, for he is a 
man who understands things. ‘Stay on,’ he said, ‘and 
see what this thing means. All you have talked about I 
have known since I took the bungalow. Stay on and 
wait. Tietjens has left me. Are you going too?’ 

I had seen him through one little affair, connected 
with a heathen idol, that had brought me to the doors of 
a lunatic asylum, and I had no desire to help him through 
further experiences. He was a man to whom unpleas- 
antnesses arrived as do dinners to ordinary people. 

Therefore I explained more clearly than ever that I 
liked him immensely, and would be happy to see him in 
the daytime; but that I did not care to sleep under his 
roof. This was after dinner, when Tietjens had gone 
out to he in the veranda. 

**Pon my soul, I don’t wonder,’ said Strickland, with 
his eyes on the ceiling-cloth. ‘Look at that!’ 

The tails of two brown snakes were hanging between 
the cloth and the cornice of the wall. They threw long 
shadows in the lamplight. 

‘If you are afraid of snakes of course—’ said Strick- 
land. 

I hate and fear snakes, because if you look into the 
eyes of any snake you will see that it knows all and more 
of the mystery of man’s fall, and that it feels all the con- 
tempt that the Devil felt when Adam was evicted from 
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Eden. Besides which its bite is generally fatal, and it 
twists up trouser legs. 

“You ought to get your thatch overhauled,’ I said. 
“Give me a mahseer-rod, and we’ll poke ’em down.’ 

“They’ll hide among the roof-beams,’ said Strickland. 
‘I can’t stand snakes overhead. I’m going up into the 
roof. If I shake ’em down, stand by with a cleaning- 
rod and break their backs.’ 

I was not anxious to assist Strickland in his work, but 
I took the cleaning-rod and waited in the dining-room, 
while Strickland brought a gardener’s ladder from the 
veranda, and set it against the side of the room. The 
snake-tails drew themselves up and disappeared. We 
could hear the dry rushing scuttle of long bodies running 
over the baggy ceiling-cloth. Strickland took a lamp 
with him, while I tried to make clear to him the danger 
of hunting roof-snakes between a ceiling-cloth and a 
thatch, apart from the deterioration of property caused 
by ripping out ceiling-cloths. 

‘Nonsense!’ said Strickland. ‘They’re sure to hide 
near the walls by the cloth. The bricks are too cold for 
’em, and the heat of the room is just what they like. 
He put his hand to the corner of the stuff and ripped if 
from the cornice. It gave witha great sound of tearing, 
and Strickland put his head through the opening into 
the dark of the angle of the roof-beams. I set my teeth 
and lifted the rod, for I had not the least knowledge of 
what might descend. 

‘H’m!’ said Strickland, and his voice rolled and rum- 
bledin the roof. ‘There’s room for another set of rooms 
up here and, by Jove, some one is occupying em!’ 

‘Snakes?’ I said from below. 

‘No. It’s a buffalo. Hand me up the two last joints 
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of a mahseer-rod, and I’ll prod it. It’s lying on the 
main roof-beam.’ 

I handed up the rod. 

‘What a nest for owls and serpents! No wonder the 
snakes live here,’ said Strickland, climbing farther into 
the roof. I could see his elbow thrusting with the rod. 
‘Come out of that, whoever you are! Heads below 
there! It’s falling.’ 

I saw the ceiling-cloth nearly in the centre of the room 
bag with a shape that was pressing it downwards and 
downwards towards the lighted lamp on the table. I 
snatched the lamp out of danger and stood back. Then 
the cloth ripped out from the walls, tore, split, swayed, 
and shot down upon the table something that I dared 
not look at, till Strickland had slid down the ladder and 
was standing by my side. 

He did not say much, being a man of few words; but 
he picked up the loose end of the tablecloth and threw 
it over the remnants on the table. 

‘It strikes me,’ said he, putting down the lamp, ‘our 
friend Imray hascomeback. Oh! you would, would you?’ 

There was a movement under the cloth, and a little 
snake wriggled out, to be back-broken by the butt of the 
mahseer-rod. Iwas sufficiently sick to make no remarks 
worth recording. 

Strickland meditated, and helped himself to drinks. 
The arrangement under the cloth made no more signs of 
life. 

“Isit Imray?’ J said. 

Strickland turned back the cloth for a moment, and 
looked. 

‘Itis Imray,’ he said; ‘and his throat is cut from ear to 
ear, 
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Then we spoke, both together and to ourselves: ‘That’s 
why he whispered about the house.’ 

Tietjens, in the garden, begantobayfuriously. A little 
later her great nose heaved open the dining-room door. 

She snuffed and was still. The tattered ceiling-cloth 
hung down almost to the level of the table, and there 
was hardly room to move away from the discovery. 

Tietjens came inand sat down;her teeth bared under her 
lip and her forepaws planted. She looked at Strickland. 

“It’s a bad business, old lady,’ said he. ‘Men don’t 
climb up into the roofs of their bungalows to die, and 
they don’t fasten up the ceiling-cloth behind ’em. Let’s 
think it out.’ 

‘Let’s think it out somewhere else,’ I said. 

‘Excellent idea! Turn thelampsout. We'll get into 
my room.’ 

I did not turnthelamps out. I went into Strickland’s 
room first, and allowed him to make the darkness. 
Then he followed me, and we lit tobacco and thought. 
Strickland thought. I smoked furiously, because I was 
ifraid. 

‘Imray is back,’ said Strickland. ‘The question is— 
who killed Imray? Don’t talk, I’ve a notion of my own. 
When I took this bungalow I took over most of Imray’s 
ervants. Imray was guileless and inoffensive, wasn’t he?’ 

I agreed; though the heap under the cloth had looked 
1either one thing nor the other. 

‘If I call in all the servants they will stand fast in a 
‘rowd and lie like Aryans. What do you suggest?’ 

‘Call ’em in one by one,’ I said. 

‘They’ll run away and give the news to all their fel- 
ows,’ said Strickland. ‘We must segregate ’em. Do 
7ou suppose your servant knows anything about it?’ 
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‘He may, for aught I know; but I don’t think it’s 
likely. He has only been here two or three days,’ I an-- 
swered. What’s your notion?’ 

‘I can’t quite tell. How the dickens did the man get 
the wrong side of the ceiling-cloth?’ 

There was a heavy coughing outside Strickland’s 
bedroom door. This showed that Bahadur Khan, his 
body-servant, had waked from sleep and wished to put 
Strickland to bed. 

‘Come in,’ said Strickland. ‘It’s a very warm night, 
Burcity* 

Bahadur Khan, a great, green-turbaned, six-foot Ma- 
homedan, said that it was a very warm night; but that 
there was more rain pending, which by his Honour’s fa- 
vour, would bring relief to the country. 

“It will be so, if God pleases,’ said Strickland, tugging 
off his boots. ‘It is in my mind, Bahadur Khan, that I 
have worked thee remorselessly for many days—ever 
since that time when thou first camest into my service. 
What time was that?’ 

‘Has the Heaven-born forgotten? It was when Im- 
ray Sahib went secretly to Europe without warning 
given; and I—even I—came into the honoured service 
of the protector of the poor.’ 

‘And Imray Sahib went to Europe?’ 

‘It is so said among those who were his servants.’ 

‘And thou wilt take service with him when he returns?’ 

“Assuredly, Sahib. He was a good master, and cher- 
ished his dependants.’ 

“That is true. I am very tired, but I go buck-shoot- 
ing to-morrow. Give me the little sharp rifle that I use 
for black-buck; it is in the case yonder.’ 

The man stooped over the case; handed barrels, stock 
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and fore-end to Strickland, who fitted all together, yawn- 
ing dolefully. Then he reached down to the gun-case, 
took a solid-drawn cartridge, and slipped it into the 
breech of the 360 Express. 

‘And Imray Sahib has gone to Europe secretly! That 
is very strange, Bahadur Khan, is it not?’ 

“What do I know of the ways of the white man, 
Heaven-born?’ 

“Very little, truly. But thou shalt know more anon. 
It has reached me that Imray Sahib has returned from 
his so long journeyings, and that even now he lies in the 
next room, waiting his servant.’ 

‘Sahib!’ 

The lamplight slid along the barrels of the rifle as they 
levelled themselves at Bahadur Khan’s broad breast. 

‘Go and look!’ said Strickland. ‘Takealamp. Thy 
master is tired, and he waits thee. Go!’ 

The man picked up a lamp, and went into the dining- 
room, Strickland following, and almost pushing him 
with the muzzle of the rifle. He looked foramoment at 
the black depths behind the ceiling-cloth; at the writh- 
ing snake under foot; and last, a gray glaze settling on 
his face, at the thing under the tablecloth. 

‘Hast thou seen?’ said Strickland after a pause. 

‘I have seen. I am clay in the white man’s hands. 
What does the Presence do?’ 

‘Hang thee within the month. What else?’ 

‘For killing him? Nay, Sahib, consider. Walking 
among us, his servants, he cast his eyes upon my child, 
who was four years old. Him he bewitched, and in ten 
days he died of the fever—my child!’ 

‘What said Imray Sahib?’ 

‘He said he was a handsome child, and patted him on 
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the head; wherefore my child died. Wherefore I killed 
Imray Sahib in the twilight, when he had come back 
from office, and was sleeping. Wherefore I dragged 
him up into the roof-beams and made all fast behind 
him. The Heaven-born knows all things. I am the 
servant of the Heaven-born.’ 

Strickland looked at me above the rifle, and said, in 
the vernacular, ‘Thou art witness to this saying? He 
has killed.’ 

Bahadur Khan stood ashen gray in the light of the one 
lamp. The need for justification came upon him very 
swiftly. ‘I am trapped,’ he said, ‘but the offence was 
that man’s. He cast an evil eye upon my child, and I 
killed and hid him. Only such as are served by devils,’ 
he glared at Tietjens, couched stolidly before him, ‘only 
such could know what I did.’ 

‘It was clever. But thou shouldst have lashed him 
to the beam with a rope. Now, thou thyself wilt hang 
by arope. Orderly!’ 

A drowsy policeman answered Strickland’s call. He 
was followed by another, and Tietjens sat wondrous still. 

‘Take him to the police-station,’ said Strickland. 
“There is a case toward.’ 

‘Do I hang, then?’ said Bahadur Khan, making no 
attempt to escape, and keeping his eyes on the ground. 

‘If the sun shines or the water runs—yes!’ said Strick- 
land. 

Bahadur Khan stepped back one long pace, quivered, 
and stood still. The two policemen waited further 
orders. 

‘Go!’ said Strickland. 

‘Nay; but I go very swiftly,’ said Bahadur Khan. 
‘Look! Iam even now a dead man.’ 
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He lifted his foot, and to the little toe there clung the 
head of the half-killed snake, firm fixed in the agony of 
death. 

‘I come of land-holding stock,’ said Bahadur Khan, 
rocking where he stood. ‘It were a disgrace to me to go 
to the public scaffold: therefore I take this way. Be it 
remembered that the Sahib’s shirts are correctly enu- 
merated, and that there is an extra piece of soap in his 
wash-basin. My child was bewitched, and I slew the 
wizard. Why should you seek to slay me with the rope? 
My honour is saved, and—and—I die.’ 

At the end of an hour he died, as they die who are bit- 
ten by the little brown karait, and the policemen bore 
him and the thing under the tablecloth to their appointed 
places. All were needed to make clear the disappear- 
ance of Imray. 

‘This,’ said Strickland, very calmly, as he climbed into 
bed, ‘is called the nineteenth century. Did you hear 
what that man said?’ 

‘I heard,’ Ianswered. ‘Imray made a mistake.’ 

‘Simply and solely through not knowing the nature 
of the Oriental, and the coincidence of a little seasonal 
fever. Bahadur Khan had been with him for four 
years.’ 

I shuddered. My own servant had been with me for 
exactly that length of time. When I went over to my 
own room I found my man waiting, impassive as the 
copper head on a penny, to pull off my boots. 

‘What has befallen Bahadur Khan?’ said I. 

‘He was bitten by a snake and died. The rest the Sa- 
hib knows,’ was the answer. 

‘And how much of this matter hast thou known?’ 

‘As much as might be gathered from One coming in in 

247 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


the twilight to seek satisfaction. Gently, Sahib. Let 
me pull off those boots.’ 

I had just settled to the sleep of exhaustion when I 
heard Strickland shouting from his side of the house— 

‘Tietjens has come back to her place!’ 

And so she had. The great deerhound was couched 
statelily on her own bedstead on her own blanket, while, 
in the next room, the idle, empty ceiling-cloth waggled 
as it trailed on the table, 
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There came to the beach a poor exile of Erin, 
The dew on his wet robe hung heavy and chill; 
Ere the steamer that brought him had passed out of 
hearin’, 
He was Alderman Mike inthrojuicin’ a bill! 
American Song. 


NCE upon a time there was a King who lived on 
the road to Thibet, very many miles in the Him- 


alayas. His kingdom was eleven thousand feet 
above the sea and exactly four miles square; but most 
of the miles stood on end owing to the nature of the 
country. His revenues were rather less than four hun- 
dred pounds yearly, and they were expended in the main- 
tenance of one elephant and a standing army of five men. 
He was tributary to the Indian Government, who al- 
lowed him certain sums for keeping a section of the Him- 
alaya-Thibet road in repair. He further increased his 
revenues by selling timber to the Railway companies; for 
he would cut the great deodar trees in his one forest, and 
they fell thundering into the Sutlej river and were swept 
down to the plains three hundred miles away and be- 
came railway-sleepers. Now and again this King, whose 
name does not matter, would mount a ringstraked horse 
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and ride scores of miles to Simla-town to confer with the 
Lieutenant-Governor on matters of state, or to assure 
the Viceroy that his sword was at the service of the 
Queen-Empress. Then the Viceroy would cause a ruffle 
of drums to be sounded, and the ringstraked horse and 
the cavalry of the State—two men in tatters—and the 
herald who bore the silver stick before the King, would 
trot back to their own place, which lay between the tail 
of a heaven-climbing glacier and a dark birch-forest. 

Now, from such a King, always remembering that he 
possessed one veritable elephant, and could count his 
descent for twelve hundred years, I expected, when it 
was my fate to wander through his dominions, no more 
than mere license to live. 

The night had closed in rain, and rolling clouds blotted 
out the lights of the villages in the valley. Forty miles 
away, untouched by cloud or storm, the white shoulder 
of Donga Pa—the Mountain of the Council of the Gods 
—upheld the Evening Star. The monkeys sang sorrow- 
fully to each other as they hunted for dry roosts in the 
fern-wreathed trees, and the last puff of the day-wind 
brought from the unseen villages the scent of damp-wood 
smoke, hot cakes, dripping undergrowth, and rotting 
pine-cones. That is the true smell of the Himalayas. 
and if once it creeps into the blood of aman, that man 
will at the last, forgetting all else, return to the hills tc 
die. The clouds closed and the smell went away, anc 
there remained nothing in all the world except chilling 
white mist and the boom of the Sutlej river racing throug} 
the valley below. A fat-tailed sheep, who did not wan 
to die, bleated piteously at my tent door. He was scuf 
fling with the Prime Minister and the Director-Genera 
of Public Education, and he was a royal gift to me an 

250 





NAMGAY DOOLA 


my camp servants. I expressed my thanks suitably, 
and asked if I might have audience of the King. The 
Prime Minister readjusted his turban, which had fallen 
off in the struggle, and assured me that the King would 
be very pleased to see me. Therefore I despatched two 
bottles as a foretaste, and when the sheep had entered 
upon another incarnation went to the King’s Palace 
through the wet. He had sent his army to escort me, 
but the army stayed to talk with my cook. Soldiers are 
very much alike all the world over. 

The Palace was a four-roomed, and white-washed 
mud and timber house, the finest in all the hills for a 
day’sjourney. The King was dressed in a purple velvet 
jacket, white muslin trousers, and a saffron-yellow tur- 
ban of price. He gave me audience in a little carpeted 
room opening off the palace courtyard which was occu- 
pied by the Elephant of State. The great beast was 
sheeted and anchored from trunk to tail, and the curve 
of his back stood out grandly against the mist. 

The Prime Minister and the Director-General of Pub- 
lic Education were present to introduce me, but all the 
court had been dismissed, lest the two bottles aforesaid 
should corrupt their morals. The King cast a wreath of 
heavy-scented flowers round my neck as I bowed, and 
inquired how my honoured presence had the felicity to 
be. I said that through seeing his auspicious counte- 
nance the mists of the night had turned into sunshine, 
and that by reason of his beneficent sheep his good deeds 
would be remembered by the Gods. He said that since 
I had set my magnificent foot in his Kingdom the crops 
would probably yield seventy per cent more than the 
average. I said that the fame of the King had reached 
to the four corners of the earth, and that the nations 
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gnashed their teeth when they heard daily of the glories 
of his realm and the wisdom of his moon-like Prime Min- 
ister and lotus-like Director-General of Public Educa- 
tion. 

Then we sat down on clean white cushions, and I was 
at the King’s right hand. Three minutes later he was 
telling me that the state of the maize crop was something 
disgraceful, and that the Railway companies would not 
pay him enough for his timber. The talk shifted to and 
fro with the bottles, and we discussed very many stately 
things, and the King became confidential on the subject 
of Government generally. Most of all he dwelt on the 
shortcomings of one of his subjects, who, from all I could 
gather, had been paralysing the executive. 

‘In the old days,’ said the King, ‘I could have ordered 
the Elephant yonder to trample him to death. Now I 
must e’en send him seventy miles across the hills to be 
tried, and his keep would be upon the State. The Ele- 
phant eats everything.’ 

‘What be the man’s crimes, Rajah Sahib?’ said I. 

‘Firstly, he is an outlander and no man of mine own 
people. Secondly, since of my favour I gave him land 
upon his first coming, he refuses to pay revenue. Am I 
not the lord of the earth, above and below, entitled by 
right and custom to one-eighth of the crop? Yet this 
devil, establishing himself, refuses to pay a single tax; 
and he brings a poisonous spawn of babes.’ 

‘Cast him into jail,’ I said. 

‘Sahib,’ the King answered, shifting a little on the 
cushions, “once and only once in these forty years sick- 
ness came upon me so that I was not able to go abroad. 
In that hour I made a vow to my God that I would never 
again cut man or woman from the light of the sun and 
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the air of God; for I perceived the nature of the punish- 
ment. How can I break my vow? Were it only the 
lopping of ahand or a foot Ishould not delay. Buteven 
that is impossible now that the English have rule. One 
or another of my people’—he looked obliquely at the 
Director-General of Public Education—‘would at once 
write a letter to the Viceroy, and perhaps I should be de- 
prived of my ruffle of drums.’ 

He unscrewed the mouthpiece of his silver water-pipe, 
fitted a plain amber mouthpiece, and passed his pipe to 
me. ‘Not content with refusing revenue,’ he continued, 
“this outlander refuses also the begar’ (this was the cor- 
vee or forced labour on the roads) ‘and stirs my people 
up to the like treason. Yet he is, when he wills, an ex- 
pert log-snatcher. ‘There is none better or bolder among 
my people to clear a block of the river when the logs 
stick fast.’ 

‘But he worships strange Gods,’ said the Prime Minis- 
ter deferentially. 

‘For that I have no concern,’ said the King, who was 
as tolerant as Akbar in matters of belief. ‘To each man 
his own God and the fire or Mother Earth for us all at 
last. It is the rebellion that offends me.’ 

‘The King has an army,’ I suggested. ‘Has not the 
King burned the man’s house and left him naked to the 
night dews?’ 

‘Nay, a hut is a hut, and it holds the life of a man. 
But once, I sent my army against him when his excuses 
became wearisome. Of their heads he brake three across 
the top with a stick. The other two men ran away. 
Also the guns would not shoot.’ 

I had seen the equipment of the infantry. One-third 
of it was old muzzle-loading fowling-piece, with a ragged 
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rust-hole where the nipples should have been, one-third 
wire-bound matchlock with a worm-eaten stock, and 
one-third four-bore flint duck-gun without the flint. 

‘But it is to be remembered,’ said the King, reaching 
for the bottle, ‘that he is a very expert log-snatcher anda 
man of a merry face. What shall I do to him, Sahib?’ 

This was interesting. The timid hill-folk would as 
soon have refused taxes to their King as revenues to their 
Gods. 

‘If it be the King’s permission,’ I said, ‘I will not 
strike my tents till the third day and I will see this man. 
The mercy of the King is God-like, and rebellion is like 
unto the sin of witchcraft. Moreover, both the bottles 
and another be empty.’ 

“You have my leave to go,’ said the King. 

Next morning a crier went through the State proclaim- 
ing that there was a log-jam on the river and that it be- 
hoved all loyal subjects to remove it. The people poured 
down from their villages to the moist, warm valley of 
poppy-fields; and the King and I went with them. Hun- 
dreds of dressed deodar-logs had caught on a snag of 
rock, and the river was bringing down more logs every 
minute to complete the blockade. The water snarled 
and wrenched and worried at the timber, and the popu- 
lation of the State began prodding the nearest logs with 
a pole in the hope of starting a general movement. Then 
there went up a shout of ‘Namgay Doola! Namgay 
Doola!’ and a large red-haired villager hurried up, strip- 
ping off his clothes as he ran. 

“Thatishe. That is the rebel,’ said the King. ‘Now 
will the dam be cleared.’ 

‘But why has he red hair?’ I asked, since red hair 
among hill-folks is as common as blue or green. 
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“He is an outlander,’ said the King. ‘Well done! Oh, 
well done!’ 

Namgay Doola had scrambled out on the jam and was 
clawing out the butt of a log with a rude sort of boat- 
hook. It slid forward slowly as an alligator moves, 
three or four others followed it, and the green water 
spouted through the gaps they had made. ‘Then the 
villagers howled and shouted and scrambled across the 
logs, pulling and pushing the obstinate timber, and the 
red head of Namgay Doola was chief among them all. 
The logs swayed and chafed and groaned as fresh ‘con- 
signments from upstream battered the now weakening 
dam. All gave way at last in a smother of foam, racing 
logs, bobbing black heads and confusion indescribable. 
The river tossed everything before it. I saw the red 
head go down with the last remnants of the jam and dis- 
appear between the great grinding tree-trunks. It rose 
close to the bank and blowing like a grampus. Namgay 
Doola wrung the water out of his eyes and made obei- 
sance to the King. I had time to observe him closely. 
The virulent redness of his shock head and beard was 
most startling; and in the thicket of hair wrinkled above 
high cheek bones shone two very merry blue eyes. He 
was indeed an outlander, but yet a Thibetan in language, 
habit, and attire. He spoke the Lepcha dialect with an 
indescribable softening of the gutturals. It was not so 
much a lisp as an accent. 

‘Whence comest thou?’ I asked. 

‘From Thibet.’ He pointed across the hills and 
grinned. That grin went straight to my heart. Me- 
chanically I held out my hand and Namgay Doola shook 
it. No pure Thibetan would have understood the mean- 
ing of the gesture. He went away to look for his clothes, 
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and as he climbed back to his village, I heard a joyous 
yell that seemed unaccountably familiar. It was the 
whooping of Namgay Doola. 

‘You see now,’ said the King, ‘why I would not kill 
him. He is a bold man among my logs, but,’ and he 
shook his head like a schoolmaster, ‘I know that before 
long there will be complaints of him in the court. Let 
us return to the Palace and do justice.’ It was that 
King’s custom to judge his subjects every day between 
eleven and three o’clock. I saw him decide equitably 
in weighty matters of trespass, slander, and a little wife- 
stealing. Then his brow clouded and he summoned 
me. 

‘Again it is Namgay Doola,’ he said despairingly. 
‘Not content with refusing revenue on his own part, he 
has bound half his village by an oath to the like treason. 
Never before has such a thing befallen me! Nor are my 
taxes heavy.’ 

A rabbit-faced villager, with a blush-rose stuck be- 
hind his ear, advanced trembling. He had been in the 
conspiracy, but had told everything and hoped for the 
King’s favour. 

‘O King,’ said I. ‘Ifit be the King’s will let this mat- 
ter stand over till the morning. Only the Gods can do 
right swiftly, and it may be that yonder villager has lied.’ 

‘Nay, for I know the nature of Namgay Doola; but 
since a guest asks let the matter remain. Wilt thou 
speak harshly to this red-headed outlander. He may 
listen to thee.’ 

I made an attempt that very evening, but for the life 
ofme I could not keep my countenance. Namgay Doola 
grinned persuasively and began to tell me about a big 
brown bear in a poppy-field by the river. Would I care 
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to shoot it? I spoke austerely on the sin of conspiracy, 
and the certainty of punishment. Namgay Doola’s 
face clouded fora moment. Shortly afterwards he with- 
drew from my tent, and I heard him singing to himself 
softly among the pines. The words were unintelligible 
to me, but the tune, like his liquid insinuating speech, 
seemed the ghost of something strangely familiar. 


‘Dir hane mard-i-yemen dir 
To weeree ala gee,’ 


sang Namgay Doola again and again, and I racked my 
brain for thatlosttune. It was not till after dinner that 
I discovered some one had cut a square foot of velvet 
from the centre of my best camera-cloth. This made 
me so angry that I wandered down the valley in the 
hope of meeting the big brown bear. I could hear him 
grunting like a discontented pig in the poppy-field, and 
I waited shoulder deep in the dew-dripping Indian corn 
to catch him after his meal. The moon was at full and 
drew out the rich scent of the tasselled crop. Then I 
heard the anguished bellow of a Himalayan cow, one of 
the little black crummies no bigger than Newfoundland 
dogs. Two shadows that looked like a bear and her cub 
hurried past me. I was in act to fire when I saw that 
they had each a brilliant red head. The lesser animal 
was trailing some rope behind it that left a dark track 
on the path. They passed within six feet of me, and the 
shadow of the moonlight lay velvet-black on their faces. 
Velvet-black was exactly the word, for by all the powers 
of moonlight they were masked in the velvet of my 
camera-cloth! I marvelled and went to bed. 

Next morning the Kingdom was in uproar. Namgay 
Doola, men said, had gone forth in the night and with a 

257 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


sharp knife had cut off the tail of a cow belonging to the 
rabbit-faced villager who had betrayed him. It was sac- 
rilege unspeakable against the Holy Cow. The State 
desired his blood, but he had retreated into his hut, bar- 
ricaded the doors and windows with big stones, and de- 
fied the world. 

The King and I and the Populace approached the hut 
cautiously. There was no hope of capturing the man 
without loss of life, for from a hole in the wall projected 
the muzzle of an extremely well-cared-for gun—the only 
gun in the State that could shoot. Namgay Doola had 
narrowly missed a villager just before we came up. The 
Standing Army stood. It could do no more, for when it 
advanced pieces of sharp shale flew from the windows. 
To these were added from time to time showers of scald- 
ing water. We saw red heads bobbing up and down in 
the hut. The family of Namgay Doola were aiding their 
sire, and blood-curdling yells of defiance were the only 
answers to our prayers. 

‘Never,’ said the King, puffing, ‘has such a thing be- 
fallen my State. Next year I will certainly buy a little 
cannon.’ He looked at me imploringly. 

‘Is there any priest in the Kingdom to whom he will 
listen?’ said I, for a light was beginning to break upon 
me. 

“He worships his own God,’ said the Prime Minister. 
“We can starve him out.’ 

‘Let the white man approach,’ said Namgay Doola 
from within. ‘Allothers I will kill. Send me the white 
man.’ 

The door was thrown open and I entered the smoky 
interior of a Thibetan hut crammed with children. And 
every child had flaming red hair. A raw cow’s-tail lay 
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on the floor, and by its side two pieces of black velvet— 
my black velvet—rudely hacked into the semblance of 
masks. 

‘And what is this shame, Namgay Doola?’ said I. 

He grinned more winningly than ever. ‘There is no 
shame,’ said he. ‘I did but cut off the tail of that man’s 
cow. He betrayed me. I was minded to shoot him, 
Sahib. But not todeath. Indeed not to death. Only 
in the legs.’ 

‘And why at all, since it is the custom to pay revenue 
to the King? Why at all?’ 

‘By the God of my father I cannot tell,’ said Namgay 
Doola. 

‘And who was thy father?’ 

‘The same that had this gun.’ He showed me his 
weapon—a Tower musket bearing date 1832 and the 
stamp of the Honourable East India Company. 

‘And thy father’s name?’ said I. 

‘Timlay Doola,’ said he. ‘At the first, I being then a 
little child, it is in my mind that he wore a red coat.’ 

‘Of that Ihavenodoubt. But repeat the name of thy 
father thrice or four times.’ 

He obeyed, and I understood whence the puzzling ac- 
cent in his speech came. ‘Thimla Dhula,’ said he ex- 
citedly. ‘To this hour I worship his God.’ 

‘May I see that God?’ 

‘In a little while—at twilight time.’ 

‘Rememberest thou aught of thy father’s speech?’ 

‘It is long ago. But there is one word which he said 
often. Thus “Shun.” Then I and my brethren stood 
upon our feet, our hands to our sides. Thus.’ 

‘Even so. And what was thy mother?’ 

‘A woman of the hills. We be Lepchas of Darjeeling, 
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but me they call an outlander because my hair is as thou 
seest.’ 

The Thibetan woman, his wife, touched him on the 
arm gently. The long parley outside the fort had lasted 
far into the day. It was now close upon twilight—the 
hour of the Angelus. Very solemnly, the red-headed 
brats rose from the floor and formed a semicircle. Nam- 
gay Doola laid his gun against the wall, lighted a little 
oil lamp, and set it before a recess in the wall. Pulling 
aside a curtain of dirty cloth he revealed a worn brass 
crucifix leaning against the helmet-badge of a long-for- 
gotten East India regiment. ‘Thus did my father,’ he 
said, crossing himself clumsily. The wife and children 
followed suit. Then all together they struck up the 
wailing chant that I heard on the hillside— 


‘Dir hane mard-i-yemen dir 
To weeree ala gee.’ 


I was puzzied no fonger. Again and again they crooned 
as if their hearts would break, their version of the chorus 
of ‘The Wearing of the Green’— 


‘They’re hanging men and women too, 
For the wearing of the green.’ 


A diabolical inspiration came tome. One of the brats, 
a boy about eight years old, was watching me as he sang. 
I pulled out a rupee, held the coin between finger and 
thumb, and looked—only looked—at the gun against 
the wall. A grin of brilliant and perfect comprehension 
overspread the face of the child. Never for an instant 
stopping the song he held out his hand for the money, 
and then slid the gun to my hand. I might have shot 
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Namgay Doola as he chanted. But I was satisfied. 
The blood-instinct of the race held true. Namgay Doola 
drew the curtain across the recess. Angelus was over. 

“Thus my father sang. There was much more, but I 
have forgotten, and I do not know the purport of these 
words, but it may be that the God will understand. I 
am not of this people, and I will not pay revenue.’ 

‘And why?’ 

Again that soul-compelling grin. ‘What occupation 
would be to me between crop and crop? It is better 
than scaring bears. But these people do not understand.’ 
He picked the masks from the floor, and looked in my 
face as simply as a child. 

‘By what road didst thou attain knowledge to make 
these devilries?’ I said, pointing. 

‘I cannot tell. Iam but a Lepcha of Darjeeling, and 
yet the stufi—’ 

‘Which thou hast stolen.’ 

‘Nay, surely. Did I steal? I desired it so. The 
stuff—the stuff—what else should I have done with the 
stuff?’ He twisted the velvet between his fingers. 

‘But the sin of maiming the cow—consider that?’ 

‘That is true; but oh, Sahib, that man betrayed me 
and I had no thought—but the heifer’s tail waved in the 
moonlight and I had my knife. What else should I have 
done? The tail came off ere I was aware. Sahib, thou 
knowest more than I.’ 

‘That is true,’ said I. ‘Stay within the door. I go 
to speak to the King.’ 

The population of the State were ranged on the hill- 
sides. I went forth and spoke to the King. 

‘O King,’ said I. ‘Touching this man there be two 
courses open to thy wisdom. Thou canst either hang 
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him from a tree, he and his brood, till there remains no 
hair that is red within the land.’ 

‘Nay,’ said the King. ‘Why should I hurt the little 
children?’ 

They had poured out of the hut door and were making 
plump obeisance to everybody. Namgay Doola waited 
with his gun across his arm. 

‘Or thou canst, discarding the impiety of the cow- 
maiming, raise him to honour in thy Army. He comes 
of a race that will not pay revenue. A red flame is in his 
blood which comes out at the top of his head in that 
glowing hair. Make him chief of the Army. Give him 
honour as may befall, and full allowance of work, but 
look to it, O King, that neither he nor his hold a foot of 
earth from thee henceforward. Feed him with words 
and favour, and also liquor from certain bottles that 
thou knowest of, and he will be a bulwark of defence. 
But deny him even a tuft of grass for his own. This is 
the nature that God has given him. Moreover he has 
brethren—’ 

The State groaned unanimously. 

“But if his brethren come, they will surely fight with 
each other till they die; or else the one will always give 
information concerning the other. Shall he be of thy 
Army, O King? Choose.’ 

The King bowed his head, and I said, ‘Come forth, 
Namgay Doola, and command the King’s Army. Thy 
name shall no more be Namgay in the mouths of men, 
but Patsay Doola, for as thou hast said, I know.’ 

Then Namgay Doola, new christened Patsay Doola, 
son of Timlay Doola, which is Tim Doolan gone very 
wrong indeed, clasped the King’s feet, cuffed the stand- 
ing Army, and hurried in an agony of contrition from 
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temple to temple, making offerings for the sin of cattle- 
maiming. 

And the King was so pleased with my perspicacity 
that he offered to sell me a village for twenty pounds 
sterling. But I buy no villages in the Himalayas so long 
as one red head flares between the tail of the heaven- 
climbing glacier and the dark birch-forest. 

I know that breed. 
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HE Chief Engineer’s sleeping-suit was of yellow 

striped with blue, and his speech was the speech 

of Aberdeen. ‘They sluiced the deck under him, 

and he hopped on to the ornamental capstan, a black 

pipe between his teeth, though the hour was not seven 
of the morn. 

‘Did you ever hear o’ the Lang Men o’ Larut?’ he 
asked when the Man from Orizava had finished a story 
of an aboriginal giant discovered in the wilds of Brazil. 
There was never story yet passed the lips of teller but 
the Man from Orizava could cap it. 

‘No, we never did,’ we responded with one voice. 
The Man from Orizava watched the Chief keenly, as a 
possible rival. 

‘I’mnot telling the story for the sake of talking merely,’ 
said the Chief, ‘but as a warning against betting, unless 
you bet on a perrfect certainty. The Lang Men o’ La- 
rut were just a certainty. I have had talk wi’ them. 
Now Larut, you will understand, is a dependency, or it 
may be an outlying possession, o’ the island o’ Penang, 
and there they will get you tin and manganese, an’ it 
may hap mica, and all manner 0’ meenerals. Larut isa 
great place.’ 
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‘But what about the population?’ said the Man from’ 
Orizava. 

‘The population,’ said the Chief slowly, ‘were few but 
enorrmous. You must understand that, exceptin’ the 
tin-mines, there is no special inducement to Europeans 
to reside in Larut. The climate is warm and remark- 
ably like the climate o’ Calcutta; and in regard to Cal- 
cutta, it cannot have escaped your obsairvation that—’ 

“Calcutta isn’t Larut; and we’ve only just come from 
it,’ protested the Man from Orizava. ‘There’s a me- 
teorological department in Calcutta, too.’ 

“Ay, but there’s no meteorological department in La- 
rut. Eachman isalaw to himself. Some drink whisky 
and some drink brandipanee, and some drink cocktails— 
vara bad for the coats 0’ the stomach is a cocktail—and 
some drink sangaree, so I have been credibly informed; 
but one and all they sweat like the packing of a piston- 
head on a fourrteen-days’ voyage with the screw racing 
half her time. But, as I was saying, the population o’ 
Larut was five all told of English—that is to say, Scotch 
—an’ I’m Scotch, ye know,’ said the Chief. 

The Man from Orizavalit another cigarette, and waited 
patiently. It was hopeless to hurry the Chief Engineer. 

‘I am not pretending to account for the population 0’ 
Larut being laid down according to such fabulous di- 
mensions. O’ the five white men engaged upon the ex- 
traction o’ tin ore and mercantile pursuits, there were 
three o’ the sons o’ Anak. Wait while I remember. 
Lammitter was the first by two inches—a giant in the 
land, an’ a terreefic man to cross in his ways. From 
heel to head he was six feet nine inches, and proportion- 
ately built across and through the thickness of his body. 
Six good feet nine inches—an overbearin’ man. Next 
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to him, and I have forgotten his precise business, was 
Sandy Vowle. And he was six feet seven, but lean and 
lathy, and it was more in the elasteecity of his neck that 
the height lay than in any honesty o’ bone and sinew. 
Five feet and a few odd inches may have been his real 
height. The remainder came out when he held up his 
head, and six feet seven he was upon the door-sills. I 
took his measure in chalk standin’ on a chair. And 
next to him, but a proportionately made man, ruddy 
and of a fair countenance, was Jock Coan—that they 
called the Fir Cone. He was but six feet five, and a 
child beside Lammitter and Vowle. When the three 
walked out together, they made a scunner run through 
the colony o’ Larut. The Malays ran round them as 
though they had been the giant trees in the Yosemite 
Valley—these three Lang Men o’ Larut. It was per- 
fectly ridiculous—a lusus nature—that one little place 
should have contained maybe the three tallest ordinar’ 
men upon the face o’ the earth. 

‘Obsairve now the order o’ things. For it led to the 
finest big drink in Larut, and six sore heads the morn 
that endured for a week. I am against immoderate 
liquor, but the event to follow was a justification. You 
must understand that many coasting steamers call at 
Larut wi’ strangers o’ the mercantile profession. In the 
spring-time, when the young cocoanuts were ripening, 
and the trees o’ the forests were putting forth their leaves, 
there came an American man to Larut, and he was six 
feet three, or it may have been four, in his stockings. 
He came on business from Sacramento, but he stayed 
for pleasure wi’ the Lang Men o’ Larut. Less than a 
half o’ the population were ordinar’ in their girth and 
stature, ye will understand—Howson and Nailor, mer- 
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chants, five feet nine or thereabouts. He had business 
with those two, and he stood above them from the six- 
feet-threedom o’ his height till they went to drink. In 
the course o’ conversation he said, as tall men will, things 
about his height, and the trouble of it to him. That 
was his pride o’ the flesh. 

* “As the longest man in the island—”’ he said, but 
there they took him up and asked if he were sure. 

““T say I am the longest man in the island,”’ he said, 
“and on that I’ll bet my substance.” 

“They laid down the bed-plates of a big drink then 
and there, and put it aside while they called Jock Coan 
from his house, near by among the fireflies’ winking. 

* “*How’s a’ wi’ you?”’ said Jock, and came in by the 
side o’ the Sacramento profligate, two inches, or it may 
have been one, taller than he. 

* “You’re long,”’ said the man opening hiseyes. ‘“‘But 
Iamlonger.” An’ they sent a whistle through the night 
an’ howkit out Sandie Vowle from his bit bungalow, and 
he came in an’ stood by the side o’ Jock, an’ the pair 
just fillit the room to the ceiling-cloth. 

‘The Sacramento man was a euchre-player and a most 
profane sweerer. ‘You hold both Bowers,” he said, 
“but the Joker is with me.”’ 

‘ “Fair an’ softly,” says Nailor. ‘“‘Jock, whaur’s Lang 
Lammitter?”’ 

‘<Here,”’ says that man, putting his leg through the 
window and coming in like an anaconda o’ the desert, 
furlong by furlong, one foot in Penang and one in Ba- 
tavia, and a hand in North Borneo it may be. 

‘* Are you suited?”’ said Nailor, when the hinder end 
o’ Lang Lammitter was slidden through the sill an’ the 
head of Lammitter was lost in the smoke away above. 
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‘The American man took out his card and put it on 
the table. ‘‘Esdras B. Longer is my name, America is 
my nation, ’Frisco is my resting-place, but this here 
beats Creation,’ said he. ‘‘Boys, giants—side-show 
giants—I minded to slide out of my bet if I had been 
overtopped, on the strength of the riddle on this paste- 
board. I would have done it if you had topped me even 
by three inches, but when it comes to feet—yards— 
miles, I am not the man to shirk the biggest drink that 
ever made the travellers’-joy palm blush with virginal 
indignation, or the orang-outang and the perambulating 
dyak howl with envy. Set them up and continue till 
the final conclusion.” 

‘O mon, I tell you ’twas an awful sight to see those 
four giants threshing about the house and the island, 
and tearin’ down the pillars thereof an’ throwing palm- 
trees broadcast, and currling their long legs round the 
hills o’ Larut. Anawfu’ sight! Iwasthere. I did not 
mean to tell you, but it’s out now. I was not overcome, 
for I e’en sat me down under the pieces 0’ the table at 
four the morn an’ meditated upon the strangeness of 
things. 

‘Losh, yon’s the breakfast-bell!’ 
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fi “HE orang-outang in the big iron cage lashed to 

the sheep-pen began the discussion. The night 

was stiflingly hot, and as I and Hans Breitmann, 
the big-beamed German, passed him, dragging our bed- 
ding to the fore-peak of the steamer, he roused himself 
and chattered obscenely. He had been caught some- 
where in the Malayan Archipelago, and was going to 
England to be exhibited at a shilling a head. For four 
days he had struggled, yelled, and wrenched at the heavy 
bars of his prison without ceasing, and had nearly slain a 
Lascar, incautious enough to come within reach of the 
great hairy paw. 

‘It would be well for you, mine friend, if you was a 
liddle seasick,’ said Hans Breitmann, pausing by the 
cage. ‘You haf too much Ego in your Cosmos.’ 

The orang-outang’s arm slid out negligently from be- 
tween the bars. No one would have believed that it 
would make a sudden snakelike rush at the German’s 
breast. The thin silk of the sleeping-suit tore out; Hans 
stepped back unconcernedly to pluck a banana from a 
bunch hanging close to one of the boats. 

‘Too much Ego,’ said he, peeling the fruit and offering 
it to the caged devil, who was rending the silk to tatters. 

Then we laid out our bedding in the bows among the 

269 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


sleeping Lascars, to catch any breeze that the pace of 
the ship might give us. The sea was like smoky oil, ex- 
cept where it turned to fire under our forefoot and whirled 
back into the dark in smears of dull flame. There was a 
thunderstorm some miles away; we could see the glim- 
mer of the lightning. The ship’s cow, distressed by the 
heat and the smell of the ape-beast in the cage, lowed 
unhappily from time to time in exactly the same key as 
that in which the look-out man answered the hourly call 
from the bridge. The trampling tune of the engines was 
very distinct, and the jarring of the ash-lift, as it was 
tipped into the sea, hurt the procession of hushed noises. 
Hans lay down by my side and lighted a good-night cigar. 
This was naturally the beginning of conversation. He 
owned a voice as soothing as the wash of the sea, and 
stores of experiences as vast as the sea itself; for his busi- 
ness in life was to wander up and down the world, collect- 
ing orchids and wild beasts and ethnological specimens 
for German and American dealers. I watched the glow- 
ing end of his cigar wax and wane in the gloom, as the 
sentences rose and fell, till I was nearly asleep. The 
orang-outang, troubled by some dream of the forests of 
his freedom, began to yell like a soul in purgatory, and 
to pluck madly at the bars of the cage. 

‘If he was out now dere would not be much of us left 
hereabout,’ said Hans lazily. ‘He screams goot. See, 
now, how I shall tame him when he stops himself.’ 

There was a pause in the outcry, and from Hans’ mouth 
came an imitation of a snake’s hiss, so perfect that I 
almost sprang to my feet. The sustained murderous 
sound rang along the deck, and the wrenching at the 
bars ceased. The orang-outang was quaking in an ecstasy 
of pure terror. 

270 


BERTRAN AND BIMI 


“Dot stopped him,’ said Hans. ‘I learned dot trick 
in Mogoung Tanjong when I was collecting liddle mon- 
keys for some peoples in Berlin. Efery one in der world 
is afraid of der monkeys—except der snake. So I blay 
snake against monkey and he keep quite still. Dere 
was too much Ego in his Cosmos. Dot is dere soul-cus- 
tom of monkeys. Are you asleep, or will you listen, and 
I will tell a dale dot you shall not pelief?’ 

“There’s no tale in the wide world that I can’t believe,’ 
I said. 

‘If you haf learned pelief you haf learned somedings. 
Now I shall try your pelief. Goot! When I was collect- 
ing dose liddle monkeys—it was in ’79 or ’80, und I was 
in der islands of der Archipelago—over dere in der dark’ 
—he pointed southward to New Guinea generally— 
‘Mein Gott! I would sooner collect life red devils than 
liddle monkeys. When dey do not bite off your thumbs 
dey are always dying from nostalgia—home-sick—for 
dey haf der imperfect soul, which is midway arrested in 
defelopment—und too much Ego. I was dere for nearly 
a year, und dere I found a man dot was called Bertran. 
He was a Frenchman, und he was goot man—naturalist 
to his bone. Dey said he was an escaped convict, but 
he was naturalist, und dot was enough forme. He would 
call all der life beasts from der forest, und dey would come. 
I said he was St. Francis of Assisi in a new dransmigration 
produced, und he laughed und said he haf never preach to 
der fishes. He sold dem for tripang—beche-de-mer. 

‘Und dot man, who was king of beasts-tamer men, he 
had in der house shust such anoder as dot devil-animal 
in der cage—a great orang-outang dot thought he was 
aman. He haf found him when he was a child—der 
orang-outang—und he was child und brother und opera 
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comique all round to Bertran. He had his room in dot 
house—not a cage, but a room—mit a bed und sheets, 
und he would go to bed und get up in der morning und 
smoke his cigar und eat his dinner mit Bertran, und 
walk mit him hand in hand, which was most horrible. 
Herr Gott! I haf seen dot beast throw himself back in 
his chair und laugh when Bertran haf made fun of me. 
He was not a beast; he was a man, und he talked to Ber- 
tran, und Bertran comprehend, for I have seen dem. 
Und he was always politeful to me except when I talk 
too long to Bertran und say nodings at all to him. Den 
he would pull me away—dis great, dark devil, mit his 
enormous paws—shust as if I was a child. He was not 
a beast; he was a man. Dis I saw pefore I know him 
three months, und Bertran he haf saw the same; and 
Bimi, der orang-outang, haf understood us both, mit his 
cigar between his big dog-teeth und his blue gum. 

‘I was dere a year—dere und at der oder islands— 
somedimes for monkeys und somedimes for butterflies 
und orchits. One time Bertran says to me dot he will 
be married, because he haf found a girl dot was goot, und 
he enquire if this marrying idee was right. I would not 
say, pecause it was not me dot was going to be married. 
Den he go off courting der girl—she was a half-caste 
French girl—very pretty. Haf you got a new light for 
myrcigar? + ‘Oul! Very pretty. | Only I'say, “Hafivou 
thought of Bimi? If he pull me away when I talk 
to you, what will he do to your wife? He will pull her 
in pieces. If I was you, Bertran, I would gif my wife 
for wedding-present der stuff figure of Bimi.’”? By dot 
time I had learned somedings about der monkey-beoples. 
“Shoot him?” says Bertran. ‘“‘He is your beast,” I 
said; “‘if he was mine he would be shot now!”’ 
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‘Den I felt at der back of my neck der fingers of Bimi. 
Mein Gott! I tell you dot he talked through dose fin- 
gers. It was der deaf-and-dumb alphabet all gomplete. — 
He slide his hairy arm round my neck, und he tilt up my 
chin und look into my face, shust to see if I understood 
his talk so well as he understood mine. 

“See now dere!”’ says Bertran, “und you would 
shoot him while he is cuddlin’ you? Dot is der Teuton 
ingrate!”’ 

‘But I knew dot I had made Bimi a life’s-enemy, pe- 
cause his fingers haf talk murder through the back of my 
neck. Next dime I see Bimi dere was a pistol in my belt, 
und he touch it once, und I open der breech to show him 
it was loaded. He haf seen der liddle monkeys killed in 
der woods: he understand. 

‘So Bertran he was married, und he forgot clean about 
Bimi dot was skippin’ alone on der beach mit der half of 
a human soul in his belly. I was see him skip, und he 
took a big bough und thrash der sand till he haf made a 
great hole like a grave. So I says to Bertran, “For any 
sakes, kill Bimi. He is mad mit der jealousy.” 

‘Bertran haf said, ““Heisnot madatall. He haf obey 
und lofe my wife, und if she speak he will get her slip- 
pers,” und he looked at his wife agross der room. She 
was a very pretty girl. 

‘Den I said to him, “‘Dost dou pretend to know mon- 
keys und dis beast dot is lashing himself mad upon der 
sands, pecause you do not talk to him? Shoot him when 
he comes to der house, for he haf der light in his eye dot 
means killing—und killing.”” Bimi come to der house, 
but dere was no light in his eye. It was all put away, 
cunning—so cunning—und he fetch der girl her slippers, 
und Bertran turn to me und say, “‘Dost dou know him 
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in nine months more dan I haf known him in twelve 
years? Shallachild stab his fader? I haf fed him, und 
he was my child. Do not speak this nonsense to my 
wife or to me any more.” 

‘Dot next day Bertran came to my house to help me 
make some wood cases for der specimens, und he tell me 
dot he haf left his wife a liddle while mit Bimi in der gar- 
den. Den I finish my cases quick, und I say, “Let us 
go to your houses und get a trink.”’ He laugh and say, 
“Come along, dry mans.” 

‘His wife was not in der garden, und Bimi did not 
come when Bertran called. Und his wife did not come 
when he called, und he knocked at her pedroom door und 
dot was shut tight—locked. Den he look at me, und 
his face was white. I broke down her door mit my 
shoulder, und der thatch of der roof was torn into a great 
hole, und der sun came in upon der floor. Haf you 
ever seen paper in der waste-basket, or cards at whist on 
der table scattered? Dere was no wife dot could be seen. 
I tell you dere was nodings in dot room dot might be a 
woman. Dere was stuff on der floor und dot wasall. I 
looked at dese things und I was very sick; but Bertran 
looked a liddle longer at what was upon the floor und der 
walls, und der hole in der thatch. Den he pegan to 
laugh, soft und low, und I knew und thank Gott dot he 
was mad. He nefer cried, he nefer prayed. He stood 
all still in der doorway und laugh to himself. Den he 
said, “‘She haf locked herself in dis room, und he haf 
torn up der thatch. Fi donc! Dot is so. We will 
mend der thatch und wait for Bimi. He will surely 
come.”’ 

‘IT tell you we waited ten days in dot house, after der 
room was made into a room again, und once or twice we 
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saw Bimi comin’ a liddle way from der woods. He was 
afraid pecause he haf done wrong. Bertran called him 
when he was come to look on the tenth day, und Bimi 
come skipping along der beach und making noises, mit a 
long piece of black hair in his hands. Den Bertran 
laugh and say, “Fi donc!”’ shust as if it was a glass bro- 
ken upon der table; und Bimi come nearer, und Bertran 
was honey-sweet in his voice und laughed to himself. 
For three days he made love to Bimi, pecause Bimi 
would not let himself be touched. Den Bimi come to 
dinner at der same table mit us, und the hair on his hands 
was all black und thick mit—mit what had dried on der 
hands. Bertran gave him sangaree till Bimi was drunk 
und stupid, und den—’ 

Hans paused to puff at his cigar. 

‘And then?’ said I. 

‘Und den Bertran he kill him mit his hands, und I go 
for a walk upon der beach. It was Bertran’s own pizi- 
ness. When I come back der ape he was dead, und Ber- 
tran he was dying abofe him; but still he laughed liddle 
und low und he was quite content. Now you know der 
formula of der strength of der orang-outang—it is more 
as seven to one in relation to man. But Bertran, he haf 
killed Bimi mit sooch dings as Gott gif him. Dot was 
der miracle.’ 

The infernal clamour in the cage recommenced. ‘Aha! 
Dot friend of ours haf still too much Ego in his Cosmos. 
Be quiet, dou!’ 

Hans hissed long and venomously. We could hear the 
great beast quaking in his cage. 

‘But why in the world didn’t you help Bertran instead 
of letting him be killed?’ I asked. 

‘My friend,’ said Hans, composedly stretching himself 
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to slumber, ‘it was not nice even to mineself dot I should 
live after I haf seen dot room mit der hole in der thatch. 
Und Bertran, he was her husband. Goot-night, und— 
sleep well.’ 
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ANS BREITMANN paddled across the deck in 
his pink pyjamas, a cup of tea in one hand anda 
cheroot in the other, while the steamer was swel- 

tering down the coast on her way to Singapur. He drank 
beer all day and all night, and played a game called 
*Scairt’ with three compatriots. 

“I haf washed,’ said he in a voice of thunder, ‘but dere 
is no use washing on these hell-seas. Look at me—I am 
still all wet und schweatin’. It is der tea dot makes me 
so. Boy, bring me Bilsener on ice.’ 

‘You will die if you drink beer before breakfast,’ said 
oneman. ‘Beer is the worst thing in the world for—’ 

“Ya, I know—der liver. I haf no liver, und I shall not 
die. At least I will not die obon dese benny sdeamers 
dot haf no beer fit to trink. If I should haf died, I will 
haf don so a hoondert dimes before now—in Shermany, 
in New York, in Japon, in Assam, und all over der in- 
side barts of South Amerique. Also in Shamaica should 
I haf died, or in Siam, but I am here; und dere are my 
orchits dot I have drafelled all the vorld round to find.’ 

He pointed towards the wheel, where, in two rough 
wooden boxes, lay a mass of shrivelled vegetation, sup- 
posed by all the ship to represent Assam orchids of fabit 
lous value. 
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Now orchids do not grow in the main streets of towns, 
and Hans Breitmann had gone far to get his. There 
was nothing that he had not collected that year, from 
kingcrabs to white kangaroos. 

‘Lisden now,’ said he, after he had been speaking for 
not much more than ten minutes without a pause; ‘ Lis- 
den und I will dell you a sdory to show how bad und 
worse it is to go gollectin’ und belief vot anoder fool haf 
said. Dis was in Uraguay which was in Amerique— 
North or Sout’ you would not know—und I was hoontin’ 
orchits und aferydings else dot I could back in my kan- 
asters—dot is drafelling sbecimen-gaces. Dere was den 
mit me anoder man—Reingelder, dot vas hisname—und 
he vas hoontin’ also, but only coral-snakes—joost Ura- 
guay coral-snakes—afery kind you could imagine. I 
dell you a coral-snake is a peauty—all red und white like 
coral dot has been gestrung in bands upon der neck of a 
girl. Dere is one snake howefer dot we who gollect know 
ash der Sherman Flag, pecause id is red und plack und 
white, joost like a sausage mit druffles. Reingelder he 
was naturalist—goot man—goot trinker—better as me! 
“By Gott,” said Reingelder, “‘I will get a Sherman Flag 
snake or I will die.” Und we toorned all Uraguay up- 
side-behint all pecause of dot Sherman Flag. 

“Von day when we was in none knows where—shwing- 
in’ in our hummocks among der woods, oop comes a na- 
tif woman mit a Sherman Flag in a bickle-bottlek—my 
bickle-bottle—und we both fell from our hummocks flat 
ubon our pot—what you call stomach—mit shoy at dis 
thing. Now I was gollectin’ orchits also, und I knowed 
dot der idee of life to Reingelder vas dis Sherman Flag. 
Derefore I bicked myselfs oop und I said, ‘‘ Reingelder, 
dot is your find.””—‘‘Heart’s true friend, dou art a goot 
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man,”’ said Reingelder, und mit dot he obens der bickle- 
bottle, und der natif woman she shqueals, ‘‘Herr Gott! 
It will bite.”’ I said—pecause in Uraguay a man must 
be careful of der insects—‘‘ Reingelder, shpifligate her in 
der alcohol und den she will be all right.’’—‘“‘ Nein,”’ said 
Reingelder, “‘I will der shnake alife examine. Dere is 
no fear. Der coral-snakes are mitout shting-apparatus 
brofided.”’ Boot I looked at her het, und she vas der 
het of a boison-shnake—der true viper cranium, narrow 
und contract. “It is not goot,” said I, “‘she may bite 
und den—we are tree hoondert mile from aferywheres. 
Broduce der alcohol und bickle him alife.”’ Reingelder 
he had him in his hand—grawlin’ und grawlin’ as slow 
as a woorm und dwice as guiet. ‘‘Nonsense,”’ says Rein- 
gelder. ‘Yates haf said dot not von of der coral-snakes 
haf der sack of boison.’”” Yates vas der crate authoritee 
ubon der reptilia of Sout’ Amerique. He haf written a 
book. You do not know, of course, but he vas a crate 
authoritee. 

‘I gum my eye ubon der Sherman Flag, grawlin’ und 
grawlin’ in Reingelder’s fist, und der het vas not der het 
of innocence. ‘‘Mein Gott,’ Isaid. ‘“‘Itis you dot will 
get der sack—der sack from dis life here pelow!” 

* “Den you may haf der snake,” says Reingelder, pat- 
tin’ it ubon her het. ‘“‘See now, I will show you vot 
Yates haf written!” 

‘Und mit dot he went indo his dent, unt brung out his 
big book of Yates; der Sherman Flag grawlin’ in his fist. 
“Yates haf said,” said Reingelder, und he throwed oben 
der book in der fork of his fist und read der passage, 
proofin’ conglusivement dot nefer coral-snake bite vas 
boison. Den he shut der book mit a bang, und dot 
shqueeze der Sherman Flag, und she nip once und dwice. 
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‘ “Ter liddle fool he haf bit me,”’ says Reingelder. 

‘Dese things was before we know apout der perman- 
ganat-potash injection. I was discomfordable. 

‘Tie oop der arm, Reingelder,”’ said I, “‘und trink 
whisky ontil you can no more trink.”’ 

‘*Trink ten tousand tevils! I will go to dinner,” 
said Reingelder, und he put her afay, und it vas very red 
mit emotion. 

“We lifed upon soup, horse-flesh, und beans for dinner, 
but before we vas eaten der soup, Reingelder he haf hold 
of his arm und cry, “‘It is genumben to der clavicle. I 
am a dead man; und Yates he haf lied in brint!”’ 

‘I dell you it was most sad, for der symbtoms dot came 
vas all dose of strychnine. He vas doubled into big 
knots, und den undoubled, und den redoubled mooch 
worse dan pefore, und he frothed. I vas mit him, say- 
ing, ‘“‘Reingelder, dost dou know me?” but he himself, 
der inward gonsciousness part, was peyond knowledge, 
und so I know he vas not in bain. Den he wrop himself 
oop in von dremendous knot und den he died—all alone 
mit me in Uraguay. I was sorry for I lofed Reingelder, 
und I puried him, und den I took der coral-snake—dot 
Sherman Flag—so bad und dreacherous, und I bickled 
him alife. 

‘So I got him; und so I lost Reingelder.’ 
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tion you gain one day,’ said the men of science to 
John Hay. In after years John Hay went east, west, 
north, and south, transacted business, made love, and be- 
gatafamily, asmany men have done, and the scientific in- 
formation above recorded lay neglected in the deeps of his 
mind with a thousand other matters of equal importance, 
When a rich relative died, he found himself wealthy 
beyond any reasonable expectation that he had enter- 
tained in his previous career, which had been a chequered 
and evil one. Indeed, long before the legacy came to 
him, there existed in the brain of John Hay a little cloud 
—a momentary obscuration of thought that came and 
went almost before he could realise that there was any 
solution of continuity. So do the bats flit round the 
eaves of a house to show that the darkness is falling. 
He entered upon great possessions, in money, land, and 
houses; but behind his delight stood a ghost that cried 
out that his enjoyment of these things should not be of 
long duration. It was the ghost of the rich relative, 
who had been permitted to return to earth to torture his 
nephew into the grave. Wherefore, under the spur of 
this constant reminder, John Hay, always preserving 
the air of heavy business-like stolidity that hid the sha- 
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dow on his mind, turned investments, houses, and lands 
into sovereigns—rich, round, red, English sovereigns, each 
one worth twenty shillings. Lands may become value- 
less, and houses fly heavenward on the wings of red flame, 
but till the Day of Judgment a sovereign will always bea 
sovereign—that is to say, a king of pleasures. 

Possessed of his sovereigns, John Hay would fain have 
spent them one by one on such coarse amusements as his 
soul loved; but he was haunted by the instant fear of 
Death; for the ghost of his relative stood in the hall of 
his house close to the hat-rack, shouting up the stairway 
that life was short, that there was no hope of increase of 
days, and that the undertakers were already roughing 
out his nephew’s coffin. John Hay was generally alone 
in the house, and even when he had company his friends 
could not hear the clamorous uncle. The shadow inside 
his brain grew larger and blacker. His fear of death was 
driving John Hay mad. 

Then, from the deeps of his mind, where he had stowed 
away all his discarded information, rose to light the scien- 
tific fact of the easterly journey. On the next occasion 
that his uncle shouted up the stairway urging him to make 
haste and live, a shriller voice cried, ‘ Who goes round the 
world once easterly, gains one day.’ 

His growing diffidence and distrust of mankind made 
John Hay unwilling to give this precious message of hope 
to his friends. They might take it up and analyse it. 
He was sure it was true, but it would pain him acutely 
were rough hands to examine it too closely. To him 
alone of all the toiling generations of mankind had the 
secret of immortality been vouchsafed. It would be im- 
pious—against all the designs of the Creator—to set 
mankind hurrying eastward. Besides, this would crowd 
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the steamers inconveniently, and John Hay wished of all 
things to be alone. If he could get round the world in 
two months—some one of whom he had read, he could 
not remember the name, had covered the passage in 
eighty days—he would gain a clear day; and by steadily 
continuing to do it for thirty years would gain one hun- 
dred and eighty days, or nearly the half of a year. It 
would not be much, but in course of time, as civilisation 
advanced, and the Euphrates Valley Railway was opened, 
he could improve the pace. 

Armed with many sovereigns, John Hay, in the thirty- 
fifth year of his age, set forth on his travels, two voices 
bearing him company from Dover as he sailed to Calais. 
Fortune favoured him. The Euphrates Valley Railway 
was newly opened, and he was the first man who took 
ticket direct from Calais to Calcutta—thirteen days in 
the train. Thirteen days in the train are not good for the 
nerves; but he covered the world and returned to Calais 
from America in twelve days over the two months, and 
started afresh with four-and-twenty hours of precious 
time to his credit. Three years passed, and John Hay 
religiously went round this earth seeking for more time 
wherein to enjoy the remainder of his sovereigns. He 
became known on many lines as the man who wanted to 
go on; when people asked him what he was and what he 
did, he answered— 

‘I’m the person who intends to live, and I am trying 
to do it now.’ 

His days were divided between watching the white 
wake spinning behind the stern of the swiftest steamers, 
or the brown earth flashing past the windows of the fast- 
est trains; and he noted in a pocket-book every minute 
that he had railed or screwed out of remorseless eternity. 
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‘This is better than praying for long life,’ quoth John 
Hay as he turned his face eastward for his twentieth trip. 
The years had done more for him than he dared to hope. 
By the extension of the Brahmaputra Valley line to meet 
the newly-developed China Midland, the Calais railway 
ticket held good via Karachi and Calcutta to Hongkong. 
The round trip could be managed in a fraction over forty- 
seven days, and, filled with fatal exultation, John Hay 
told thesecret of hislongevity to hisonlyfriend, the house- 
keeper of his rooms in London. He spoke and passed; 
but the woman was one of resource, and immediately took 
counsel with the lawyerswhohad first informed John Hay 
of his golden legacy. Very many sovereigns still re- 
mained, and another Hay longed to spend them on things 
more sensible than railway tickets and steamer accom- 
modation. 

The chase was long, for when a man is journeying lit- 
erally for the dear life, he does not tarry upon the road. 
Round the world Hay swept anew, and overtook the 
wearied Doctor, who had been sent out to look for him, 
in Madras. It was there that he found the reward of his 
toil and the assurance of a blessed immortality. In half 
an hour the Doctor, watching always the parched lips, 
the shaking hands, and the eye that turned eternally to 
the east, won John Hay to rest in a little house close to 
the Madras surf. All that Hay need do was to hang by 
ropes from the roof of the room and let the round earth 
swing free beneath him. ‘This was better than steamer 
or train, for he gained a day in a day, and was thus the 
equal of the undying sun. The other Hay would pay 
his expenses throughout eternity. 


It is true that we cannot yet take tickets from Calais 
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to Hongkong, though that will come about in fifteen 
years; but men say that if you wander along the southern 
coast of India you shall find in a neatly whitewashed lit- 
tle bungalow, sitting in a chair swung from the roof, over 
a sheet of thin steel which he knows so well destroys the 
attraction of the earth, an old and worn man who for 
ever faces the rising sun, a stop-watch in his hand, racing 
against eternity. He cannot drink, he does not smoke, 
and his living expenses amount to perhaps twenty-five 
rupees a month, but he is John Hay, the Immortal. 
Without, he hears the thunder of the wheeling world 
with which he is careful to explain he has no connection 
whatever; but if you say that it is only the noise of the 
surf, he will cry bitterly, for the shadow on his brain is 
passing away as the brain ceases to work, and he doubts 
sometimes whether the Doctor spoke the truth. 

‘Why does not the sun always remain over my head?’ 
asks John Hay. 
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HE Policeman rode through the Himalayan forest, 
under the moss-draped oaks, and his orderly trotted 
after him. 

‘It’s an ugly business, Bhere Singh,’ said the Police- 
man. ‘Where are they?’ 

‘It is a very ugly business,’ said Bhere Singh; ‘and as 
for them, they are, doubtless, now frying in a hotter fire 
than was ever made of spruce-branches.’ 

‘Let us hope not,’ said the Policeman, ‘for, allowing 
for the difference between race and race, it’s the story of 
Francesca da Rimini, Bhere Singh.’ 

Bhere Singh knew nothing about Francesca da Rimini, 
so he held his peace until they came to the charcoal- 
burners’ clearing where the dying flames said ‘whit, whit, 
whit’ as they fluttered and whispered over the white 
ashes. It must have been a great fire when at full height. 
Men had seen it at Donga Pa across the valley winking 
and blazing through the night, and said that the char- 
coal-burners of Kodru were getting drunk. But it was 
only Suket Singh, Sepoy of the 102nd Punjab Native 
Infantry, and Athira,a woman, burning—burning-—burn- 
ing. 

This was how things befell; and the Policeman’s Diary 
will bear me out. 
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Athira was the wife of Madu, who was a charcoal- 
burner, one-eyed and of a malignant disposition. A 
week after their marriage, he beat Athira with a heavy 
stick. A month later, Suket Singh, Sepoy, came that 
way to the cool hills on leave from his regiment, and 
electrified the villagers of Kodru with tales of service and 
glory under the Government, and the honour in which 
he, Suket Singh, was held by the Colonel Sahib Baha- 
dur. And Desdemona listened to Othello as Desdemo- 
nas have done all the world over, and, as she listened, 
she loved. 

“I’ve a wife of my own,’ said Suket Singh, ‘though 
that isno matter when you come to think of it. Tam 
also due to return to my regiment after a time, and I can- 
not be a deserter—I who intend to be Havildar.’ There 
is no Himalayan version of ‘I could not love thee, dear, 
as much, Loved I not Honour more’; but Suket Singh 
came near to making one. 

‘Never mind,’ said Athira, ‘stay with me, and, if 
Madu tries to beat me, you beat him.’ 

‘Very good,’ said Suket Singh; and he beat Madu se- 
verely, to the delight of all the charcoal-burners of Kodru. 

‘That is enough,’ said Suket Singh, as he rolled Madu 
down the hillside. ‘Now we shall have peace.’ But 
Madu crawled up the grass slope again, and hovered 
round his hut with angry eyes. 

‘He’lI kill me dead,’ said Athira to Suket Singh. ‘You 
must take me away.’ 

‘There’ll be a trouble in the Lines. My wife will pull 
out my beard; but never mind,’ said Suket Singh, ‘I will 
take you.’ 

There was loud trouble in the Lines, and Suket Singh’s 
beard was pulled, and Suket Singh’s wife went to live 
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with her mother and took away the children. ‘That’s 
all right,’ said Athira; and Suket Singh said, ‘ Yes, that’s 
allright. 

So there was only Madu left in the hut that looks across 
the valley to Donga Pa; and since the beginning of time 
no one has had any sympathy for husbands so unfortu- 
nate as Madu. 

He went to Juseen Daze, the wizard-man who keeps 
the Talking Monkey’s Head. 

‘Get me back my wife,’ said Madu. 

‘I can’t,’ said Juseen Daze, ‘until you have made the 
Sutlej in the valley run up the Donga Pa.’ 

‘No riddles,’ said Madu, and he shook his hatchet 
above Juseen Daze’s white head. 

‘Give all your money to the headmen of the village,’ 
said Juseen Daze; ‘and they will hold a communal Coun- 
cil, and the Council will send a message that your wife 
must come back.’ 

So Madu gave up all his worldly wealth, amounting to 
twenty-seven rupees, eight annas, three pice, and a silver 
chain, to the Council of Kodru. And it fell as Juseen 
Daze foretold. 

They sent Athira’s brother down into Suket Singh’s 
regiment to call Athira home. Suket Singh kicked him 
once round the Lines, and then handed him over to the 
Havildar, who beat him with a belt. 

‘Come back!’ yelled Athira’s brother. 

“Where to?’ said Athira. 

‘To Madu,’ said he. 

‘Never,’ said she. 

“Then Juseen Daze will send a curse, and you will 
wither away like a barked tree in the spring-time,’ said 
Athira’s brother. Athira slept over these things. 
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Next morning she had rheumatism. ‘I am beginning 
to wither away like a barked tree in the spring-time,’ she 
said. ‘That is the curse of Juseen Daze.’ 

And she really began to wither away because her heart 
was dried up with fear, and those who believe in curses 
die from curses. Suket Singh, too, was afraid because 
he loved Athira better than his very life. Two months 
passed, and Athira’s brother stood outside the regimen- 
tal Lines again and yelped, ‘Aha! You are withering 
away. Come back.’ 

“IT will come back,’ said Athira. 

‘Say rather that we will come back,’ said Suket Singh. 

‘Ai; but when?’ said Athira’s brother. 

‘Upon a day very early in the morning,’ said Suket 
Singh; and he tramped off to apply to the Colonel Sahib 
Bahadur for one week’s leave. 

‘Tt am withering away like a barked tree in the spring,’ 
moaned Athira. 

‘You will be better soon,’ said Suket Singh, and he 
told her what was in his heart, and the two laughed to- 
gether softly, for they loved each other. But Athira 
grew better from that hour. 

They went away together, travelling third-class by 
train as the regulations provided, and then in a cart to 
the low hills, and on foot to the high ones. Athira 
sniffed the scent of the pines of her own hills, the wet 
Himalayan hills. ‘It is good to be alive,’ said Athira. 

‘Hah!’ said Suket Singh. ‘Where is the Kodru road, 
and where is the Forest Ranger’s house? ; 

‘It cost forty rupees twelve years ago,’ said the Forest 
Ranger, handing the gun. 

‘Here are twenty,’ said Suket Singh, ‘and you must 
give me the best bullets. 
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‘It is very good to be alive,’ said Athira wistfully, 
sniffing the scent of the pine-mould; and they waited till 
the night had fallen upon Kodru and the Donga Pa. 
Madu had stacked the dry wood for the next day’s char- 
coal-burning on the spur above his house. ‘It is courte- 
ous in Madu to save us this trouble,’ said Suket Singh, 
as he stumbled on the pile, which was twelve feet square 
and four high. ‘We must wait till the moon rises.’ 

When the moon rose, Athira knelt upon the pile. ‘If 
it were only a Government Snider,’ said Suket Singh rue- 
fully, squinting down the wire-bound barrel of the Forest 
Ranger’s gun. 

‘Be quick,’ said Athira; and Suket Singh was quick; 
but Athira was quick no longer. Then he lit the pile at 
the four corners and climbed on to it, reloading the gun. 

The little flames began to peer up between the big 
logs atop of the brushwood. ‘The Government should 
teach us to pull the triggers with our toes,’ said Suket 
Singh grimly to the moon. That was the last public 
observation of ae Suket pees 


open a eo She in the morning, Wadine came to ee 
pyre and shrieked very grievously, and ran away to 
catch the Policeman who was on tour in the district. 

‘The base-born has ruined four rupees’ worth of char- 
coal wood,’ Madu gasped. ‘He has also killed my wife, 
and he has left a letter which I cannot read, tied to a pine 
bough.’ 

In the stiff, formal hand taught in the regimental 
school, Sepoy Suket Singh had written— 

‘Let us be burned together, if anything remain over, 
for we have made the necessary prayers. We have also 
cursed Madu, and Malak the brother of Athira—both 
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evil men. Send my service to the Colonel Sahib Baha- 
dur.’ 

The Policeman looked long and curiously at the mar- 
riage bed of red and white ashes on which lay, dull black, 
the barrel of the Ranger’s gun. He drove his spurred 
heel absently into a half-charred log, and the chattering 
sparks flew upwards. ‘Most extraordinary people,’ said 
the Policeman. 

“Whe-w, whew, ouiou,’ said the little flames. 

The Policeman entered the dry bones of the case, for 
the Punjab Government does not approve of romancing, 
in his Diary. 

‘But who will pay me those four rupees?’ said Madu. 
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Chubara, and the old priests were smoking or 

counting their beads. A little naked child pat- 
tered in, with its mouth wide open, a handful of marigold 
flowers in one hand, and a lump of conserved tobacco in 
the other. It tried to kneel and make obeisance to Go- 
bind, but it was so fat that it fell forward on its shaven 
head, and rolled on its side, kicking and gasping, while 
the marigolds tumbled one way and the tobacco the 
other. Gobind laughed, set it up again, and blessed the 
marigold flowers as he received the tobacco. 

‘From my father,’ said the child. ‘He has the fever, 
and cannot come. Wilt thou pray for him, father?’ 

‘Surely, littlest; but the smoke is on the ground, and 
the night-chill is in the air, and it is not good to goabroad 
naked in the autumn.’ 

‘I have no clothes,’ said the child, ‘and all to-day I 
have been carrying cow-dung cakes to the bazar. It 
was very hot, and I am very tired.’ It shivered a little, 
for the twilight was cool. 

Gobind lifted an arm under his vast tattered quilt of 
many colours, and made an inviting little nest by his side. 
The child crept in, and Gobind filled his brass-studded 
leather water-pipe with the new tobacco. When I came 
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to the Chubara the shaven head with the tuft atop, and 
the beady black eyes looked out of the folds of the quilt 
as a squirrel looks out from his nest, and Gobind was 
smiling while the child played with his beard. 

I would have said something friendly, but remembered 
in time that if the child fell ill afterwards I should becred- 
ited with the Evil Eye, and that is a horrible possession. 

‘Sit thou still, Thumbling,’ I said, as it made to get up 
and run away. ‘Where is thy slate, and why has the 
teacher let such an evil character loose on the streets 
when there are no police to protect us weaklings? In 
which ward dost thou try to break thy neck with flying 
kites from the house-tops?’ 

“Nay, Sahib, nay,’ said the child, burrowing its face 
into Gobind’s beard, and twisting uneasily. ‘There was 
a holiday to-day among the schools, and I do not always 
fly kites. I play ker-li-kit like the rest.’ 

Cricket is the national game among the schoolboys of 
the Punjab, from the naked hedge-school children, who 
use an old kerosene-tin for wicket, to the B. A.’s of the 
University who compete for the Provincial Champion- 
ship belt. 

‘Thou play kerlikit? Thou art half the height of the 
bat!’ I said. 

The child nodded resolutely. ‘Yea, I do play. Per- 
lay-ball. Ow-at! Ran, ran,ran! I knowit all.’ 

‘But thou must not forget with all this to pray to the 
Gods according to custom,’ said Gobind, who did not 
altogether approve of cricket and Western innovations. 

‘I do not forget,’ said the child in a hushed voice. 

‘Also to give reverence to thy teacher, and’—Gobind’s 
voice softened—‘to abstain from pulling holy men by 
the beard, little badling. Eh, eh, eh?’ 
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The child’s face was altogether hidden in the great 
white beard, and it began to whimper till Gobind soothed 
it as children are soothed all the world over, with the 
promise of a story. 

‘I did not think to frighten thee, senseless little one. 
Look up! Am I angry? Are, are, are! Shall I weep 
too, and of our tears make a great pond and drown us 
both, and then thy father will never get well, lacking 
thee to pull his beard? Peace, peace, and I will tell thee 
of the Gods. Thou hast heard many tales?’ 

‘Very many, father.’ 

‘Now, this is a new one which thou hast not heard. 
Long and long ago when the Gods walked with men as 
they do to-day, but that we have not faith to see, Shiv, 
the greatest of Gods, and Parbati his wife, were walking 
in the garden of a temple.’ 

“Which temple? ‘That in the Nandgaon ward?’ said 
the child. 

‘Nay, very far away. Maybe at Trimbak or Hurd- 
war, whither thou must make pilgrimage when thou art 
aman. Now, there was sitting in the garden under the 
jujube trees, a mendicant that had worshipped Shiv for 
forty years, and he lived on the offerings of the pious, 
and meditated holiness night and day.’ 

‘Oh father, was it thou?’ said the child, looking up 
with large eyes. 

“Nay, I have said it was long ago, and, moreover, this 
mendicant was married.’ 

‘Did they put him on a horse with flowers on his head, 
and forbid him to go to sleep all night long? Thus they 
did to me when they made my wedding,’ said the child, 
who had been married a few months before. 

‘And what didst thou do?’ said I. 
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‘I wept, and they called me evil names, and then I 
smote her, and we wept together.’ 

“Thus did not the mendicant,’ said Gobind; ‘for he 
was a holy man, and very poor. Parbati perceived him 
sitting naked by the temple steps where all went up and 
down, and she said to Shiv, ‘“‘ What shall men think of 
the Gods when the Gods thus scorn their worshippers? 
For forty years yonder man has prayed to us, and yet 
there be only a few grains of rice and some broken cow- 
ries before him after all. Men’s hearts will be hardened 
by this thing.”’ And Shiv said, ‘‘It shall be looked to,”’ 
and so he called to the temple which was the temple of 
his son, Ganesh of the elephant head, saying, “‘Son, 
there is a mendicant without who is very poor. What 
wilt thou do for him?” Then that great elephant- 
headed One awoke in the dark and answered, “‘In three 
days, if it be thy will, he shall have one lakh of rupees.” 
Then Shiv and Parbati went away. 

‘But there was a money-lender in the garden hidden 
among the marigolds’—the child looked at the ball of 
crumpled blossoms in its hands—‘ay, among the yellow 
marigolds, and he heard the Gods talking. He was a cov- 
etous man, and of a black heart, and he desired that 
lakh of rupees for himself. So he went to the mendicant 
and said, “‘Oh brother, how much do the pious give thee 
daily?’’ The mendicant said, “I cannot tell. Sometimes 
a little rice, sometimes a little pulse, and a few cowries, 
and it has been, pickled mangoes, and dried fish.”’ 

‘That is good,’ said the child, smacking its lips. 

‘Then said the money-lender, “‘Because I have long 
watched thee, and learned to love thee and thy patience, 
I will give thee now five rupees for all thy earnings of the 
three days tocome. There is only a bond to signon the 
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matter.”’ Butthe mendicant said, ‘“‘Thou artmad. In 
two months I do not receive the worth of five rupees,” 
and he told the thing to his wife that evening. She, be- 
ing a woman, said, ‘‘ When did money-lender ever make 
a bad bargain? ‘The wolf runs through the corn for the 
sake of the fat deer. Our fate is in the hands of the 
Gods. Pledge it not even for three days.” 

‘So the mendicant returned to the money-lender, and 
would not sell. Then that wicked man sat all day be- 
fore him offering more and more for those three days’ 
earnings. First, ten, fifty, and a hundred rupees; and 
then, for he did not know when the Gods would pour 
down their gifts, rupees by the thousand, till he had 
offered half a lakh of rupees. Upon this sum the men- 
dicant’s wife shifted her counsel, and the mendicant 
signed the bond, and the money was paid in silver; great 
white bullocks bringing it by the cartload. But saving 
only all that money, the mendicant received nothing 
from the Gods at all, and the heart of the money-lender 
was uneasy on account of expectation. Therefore at 
noon of the third day the money-lender went into the 
temple to spy upon the councils of the Gods, and to 
learn in what manner that gift might arrive. Even as 
he was making his prayers, a crack between the stones 
of the floor gaped, and, closing, caught him by the heel. 
Then he heard the Gods walking in the temple in the 
darkness of the columns, and Shiv called to his son Ga- 
nesh, saying, ““Son, what hast thou done in regard to the 
lakh of rupees for the mendicant?’’ And Ganesh woke, 
for the money-lender heard the dry rustle of his trunk 
uncoiling, and he answered, “Father, one half of the 
money has been paid, and the debtor for the other half I 
hold here fast by the heel.”’ ’ 
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The child bubbled with laughter. ‘And the money- 
lender paid the mendicant?’ it said. 

‘Surely, for he whom the Gods hold by the heel must 
pay to the uttermost. The money was paid at evening, 
all silver, in great carts, and thus Ganesh did his work.’ 

‘Nathu! Ohe Nathu!’ 

A woman was calling in the dusk by the door of the 
courtyard. 

The child began to wriggle. ‘That is my mother,’ it 
said. 

‘Go then, littlest,’ answered Gobind; ‘but stay a mo- 
ment.’ 

He ripped a generous yard from his patchwork-quilt, 
put it over the child’s shoulders, and the child ran away. 
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IS Royal Highness Abdur Rahman, Amir of Af- 
H shanistan, G. C.-S. L, ‘and ‘trusted “ally di fer 
Imperial Majesty the Queen of England and 
Empress of India, is a gentleman for whom all right- 
thinking people should have a profound regard. Like 
most other rulers, he governs not as he would, but as he 
can, and the mantle of his authority covers the most tur- 
bulent race under the stars. To the Afghan neither life, 
property, law, nor kingship are sacred when his own 
lusts prompt him to rebel. He is a thief by instinct, a 
murderer by heredity and training, and frankly and bes- 
tially immoral by all three. None the less he has his own 
crooked notions of honour, and his character is fascinat- 
ing to study. On occasion he will fight without reason 
given tll he is hacked in pieces; on other occasions he will 
refuse to show fight till he is driven into a corner. Herein 
he is as unaccountable as the gray wolf who is his blood- 
brother. 

And these men His Highness rules by the only weapon 
that they understand—the fear of death, which among 
some Orientals is the beginning of wisdom. Some say 
that the Amir’s authority reaches no farther than a rifle 
bullet can range; but as none are quite certain when their 
king may be in their midst, and as he alone holds every 
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one of the threads of Government, his respect is increased 
among men. Gholam Hyder, the Commander-in-chief 
of the Afghan Army, is feared reasonably, for he can im- 
pale; all Kabul city fears the Governor of Kabul, who 
has power of life and death through all the wards; but 
the Amir of Afghanistan, though outlying tribes pre- 
tend otherwise when his back is turned, is dreaded be- 
yond Chief and Governor together. His word is red 
law; by the gust of his passion falls the leaf of man’s life, 
and his favour is terrible. He has suffered many things 
and been a hunted fugitive before he came to the throne, 
and he understands all the classes of his people. By 
the custom of the East any man or woman having a com- 
plaint to make, or an enemy against whom to be avenged, 
has the right of speaking face to face with the king at 
the daily public audience. ‘This is personal government, 
as it was in the days of Harun al Raschid of blessed 
memory, whose times exist still and will exist long after 
the English have passed away. 

The privilege of open speech is of course exercised at 
certain personal risk. The king may be pleased, and 
raise the speaker to honour for that very bluntness of 
speech which three minutes later brings a too imitative 
petitioner to the edge of the ever ready blade. And the 
people love to have it so, for it is their right. 

It happened upon a day in Kabul that the Amir chose 
to do his day’s work in the Baber Gardens, which le a 
short distance from the city of Kabul. A light table 
stood before him, and round the table in the open air 
were grouped generals and finance ministers according 

-to their degree. The Court and the long tail of feudal 

chiefs—men of blood, fed and cowed by blood—stood in 

an irregular semicircle round the table, and the wind 
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from the Kabul orchards blew among them. All day 
long sweating couriers dashed in with letters from the 
outlying districts with rumours of rebellion, intrigue, 
famine, failure of payments, or announcements of treas- 
ure on the road; and all day long the Amir would read 
the dockets, and pass such of these as were less private 
to the officials whom they directly concerned, or call up 
a waiting chief for a word of explanation. It is well to 
speak clearly to the ruler of Afghanistan. Then the grim 
head, under the black astrachan cap with the diamond 
star in front, would nod gravely, and that chief would 
return to his fellows. Once that afternoon a woman 
clamoured for divorce against her husband, who was 
bald, and the Amir, hearing both sides of the case, bade 
her pour curds over the bare scalp, and lick them off, 
that the hair might grow again, and she be contented. 
Here the Court laughed, and the woman withdrew, curs- 
ing her king under her breath. 

But when twilight was falling, and the order of the 
Court was a little relaxed, there came before the king, in 
custody, a trembling haggard wretch, sore with much 
buffeting, but of stout enough build, who had stolen 
three rupees—of such small matters does His Highness 
take cognisance. 

“Why did you steal?’ said he; and when the king asks 
questions they do themselves service who answer di- 
rectly. 

‘I was poor, and no one gave. Hungry, and there 
was no food.’ 

‘Why did you not work?’ 

‘T could find no work, Protector of the Poor, and I was 
starving.’ 

“You lie. You stole for drink, for lust, for idleness, 
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for anything but hunger, since any man who will may 
find work and daily bread.’ 

The prisoner dropped his eyes. He had attended the 
Court before, and he knew the ring of the death-tone. 

“Any man may get work. Who knows this so well as 
I do? For I too have been hungered—not like you, 
bastard scum, but as any honest man may be, by the 
turn of Fate and the will of God.’ 

Growing warm, the Amir turned to his nobles all arow 
and thrust the hilt of his sabre aside with his elbow. 

‘You have heard this Son of Lies? Hear me tell a 
true tale. I also was once starved, and tightened my belt 
on the sharp belly-pinch. Nor was I alone, for with me 
was another, who did not fail me in my evil days, when 
I was hunted, before ever I came to this throne. And 
wandering like a houseless dog by Kandahar; my money 
melted, melted, melted till—’ He flung out a bare palm 
before the audience. ‘And day upon day, faint and 
sick, I went back to that one who waited, and God knows 
how we lived, till on a day I took our best lhhaf—silk it 
was, fine work of Iran, such as no needle now works, 
warm, and a coverlet for two, and all that we had. I 
brought it to a money-lender in a by-lane, and I asked 
for three rupees upon it. He said to me, who am now 
the King, ‘‘ Youareathief. Thisis worth three hundred.” 
—‘JT am no thief,” I answered, ‘‘but a prince of good 
blood, and I am hungry.’’—“‘Prince of wandering beg- 
gars,” said that money-lender, “‘I have no money with 
me, but go to my house with my clerk and he will give 
you two rupees eight annas, for that is all I will lend.” 
So I went with the clerk to the house, and we talked on 
the way, and he gave me the money. We lived on it till 
it was spent, and we fared hard. And then that clerk 

301 


LIFE’S HANDICAP 


said, being a young man of a good heart, “Surely the 
money-lender will lend yet more on that lihaf,”’ and he 
offered me two rupees. These I refused, saying, “Nay; 
but get me some work.” And he got me work, and I, 
even I, Abdur Rahman, Amir of Afghanistan, wrought 
day by day as a coolie, bearing burdens, and labouring 
of my hands, receiving four annas wage a day for my 
sweat and backache. But he, this bastard son of naught, 
must steal! Fora year and four months I worked, and 
none dare say that I lie, for I have a witness, even that 
clerk who is now my friend.’ 

Then there rose in his place among the Sirdars and the 
nobles one clad in silk, who folded his hands and said, 
‘This is the truth of God, for I, who by the favour of God 
and the Amir, am such as you know, was once clerk to 
that money-lender.’ 

There was a pause, and the Amir cried hoarsely to the 
prisoner, throwing scorn upon him, till he ended with 
the dread ‘Dar arid,’ which clinches justice. 

So they led the thief away, and the whole of him was 
seen no more together; and the Court rustled out of its 
silence, whispering, ‘Before God and the Prophet, this is 
aman!’ 
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Y newly-purchased house furniture was, at the 
least, insecure; the legs parted from the chairs, 


and the tops from the tables on the slightest prov- 
ocation. But such as it was, it was to be paid for, and 
Ephraim, agent and collector for the local auctioneer, 
waited in the veranda with the receipt. He was an- 
nounced by the Mahomedan servant as ‘Ephraim, Ya- 
hudi’—Ephraim the Jew. He who believes in the Bro- 
therhood of Man should hear my Elahi Bukhsh grinding 
the second word through his white teeth with all the 
scorn he dare show before his master. Ephraim was, 
personally, meek in manner—so meek, indeed, that one 
could not understand how he had fallen into the profes- 
sion of bill-collecting. He resembled an over-fed sheep, 
and his voice suited his figure. There was a fixed, un- 
varying mask of childish wonder upon his face. If you 
paid him, he was as one marvelling at your wealth; if you 
sent him away he seemed puzzled at your hard-hearted- 
ness. Never was Jew more unlike his dread breed. 
Ephraim wore list slippers and coats of duster-cloth, 
so preposterously patterned that the most brazen of 
British Subalterns would have shied from them in fear. 
Very slow and deliberate was his speech, and carefully 
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guarded to give offence to no one. After many weeks, 
Ephraim was induced to speak to me of his friends. 

‘There be eight of us in Shushan, and we are waiting 
till there are ten. Then we shall apply for a synagogue, 
and get leave from Calcutta. To-day we have no syna- 
gogue; and I, only I, am Priest and Butcher to our people. 
I am of the tribe of Judah—I think, but I am not sure. 
My father was of the tribe of Judah, and we wish much 
to get our synagogue. I shall be a priest of that syna- 
gogue.’ 

Shushan is a big city in the North of India, counting 
its dwellers by the ten thousand; and these eight of the 
Chosen People were shut up in its midst, waiting till time 
or chance sent them their full congregation. 

Miriam the wife of Ephraim, two little children, an 
orphan boy of their people, Ephraim’s uncle Jackrael 
Israel, a white-haired old man, his wife Hester, a Jew 
from Cutch, one Hyem Benjamin, and Ephraim, Priest 
and Butcher, made up the list of the Jews in Shushan. 
They lived in one house, on the outskirts of the great 
city, amid heaps of saltpetre, rotten bricks, herds of kine, 
and a fixed pillar of dust caused by the incessant passing 
of the beasts to the river to drink. In the evening the 
children of the City came to the waste place to fly their 
kites, and Ephraim’s sons held aloof, watching the sport 
from the roof, but never descending to take part in them. 
At the back of the house stood a small brick enclosure, 
in which Ephraim prepared the daily meat for his people 
after the custom of the Jews. Once the rude door of the 
square was suddenly smashed open by a struggle from 
inside, and showed the meek bill-collector at his work, 
nostrils dilated, lips drawn back over his teeth, and his 
hands upon a half-maddened sheep. He was attired in 
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strange raiment, having no relation whatever to duster 
coats or list slippers, and a knife was in his mouth. As 
he struggled with the animal between the walls, the 
breath came from him in thick sobs, and the nature of 
the man seemed changed. When the ordained slaugh- 
ter was ended, he saw that the door was open and shut 
it hastily, his hand leaving a red mark on the timber, 
while his children from the neighbouring house-top looked 
down awe-stricken and open-eyed. <A glimpse of Eph- 
raim busied in one of his religious capacities was no thing 
to be desired twice. 

Summer came upon Shushan, turning the trodden 
waste-ground to iron, and bringing sickness to the city. 

‘It will not touch us,’ said Ephraim confidently. ‘Be- 
fore the winter we shall have our synagogue. My brother 
and his wife and children are coming up from Calcutta, 
and then I shall be the priest of the synagogue.’ 

Jackrael Israel, the old man, would crawl out in the 
stifling evenings to sit on the rubbish-heap and watch 
the corpses being borne down to the river. 

‘It will not come near us,’ said Jackrael Israel feebly, 
‘for we are the People of God, and my nephew will be 
priest of our synagogue. Let them die.’ He crept back 
to his house again and barred the door to shut himself 
off from the world of the Gentile. 

But Miriam, the wife of Ephraim, looked out of the 
window at the dead as the biers passed and said that she 
was afraid. Ephraim comforted her with hopes of the 
synagogue to be, and collected bills as was his custom. 

In one night the two children died and were buried 
early in the morning by Ephraim. The deaths never 
appeared in the City returns. ‘The sorrow is my sor- 
row,’ said Ephraim; and this to him seemed a sufficient 
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reason for setting at naught the sanitary regulations of a 
large, flourishing, and remarkably well-governed Em- 
pire. 

The orphan boy, dependent on the charity of Ephraim 
and his wife, could have felt no gratitude, and must have 
been a ruffian. He begged for whatever money his pro- 
tectors would give him, and with that fled down-country 
for his life. A week after the death of her children Mi- 
riam left her bed at night and wandered over the country 
to find them. She heard them crying behind every bush, 
or drowning in every pool of water in the fields, and she 
begged the cartmen on the Grand Trunk Road not to steal 
her little onesfrom her. Inthe morning the sun rose and 
beat upon her bare head, and she turned into the cool wet 
crops to lie down and never came back; though Hyem 
Benjamin and Ephraim sought her for two nights. 

The look of patient wonder on Ephraim’s face deepened, 
but he presently found an explanation. ‘There are so 
few of us here, and these people are so many,’ said he, 
‘that, it may be, our God has forgotten us.’ 

In the house on the outskirts of the city old Jackrael 
Israel and Hester grumbled that there was no one to wait 
on them, and that Miriam had been untrue to her race. 
Ephraim went out and collected bills, and in the even- 
ings smoked with Hyem Benjamin till, one dawning, 
Hyem Benjamin died, having first paid all his debts to 
Ephraim. Jackrael Israel and Hester sat alone in the 
empty house all day, and, when Ephraim returned, wept 
the easy tears of age till they cried themselves asleep. 

A week later Ephraim, staggering under a huge bundl: 
of clothes and cooking-pots, led the old man and woman 
to the railway station, where the bustle and confusion 
made them whimper. 
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“We are going back to Calcutta,’ said Ephraim, to 
whose sleeve Hester was clinging. ‘There are more of 
us there, and here my house is empty.’ 

He helped Hester into the carriage and, turning back, 
said to me, ‘I should have been priest of the synagogue 
if there had been ten of us. Surely we must have been 
forgotten by our God.’ 

The remnant of the broken colony passed out of the 
station on their journey south; while a Subaltern, turn- 
ing over the books on the bookstall, was whistling to 
himself ‘The Ten Little Nigger Boys.’ 

But the tune sounded as solemn as the Dead March. 

It was the dirge of the Jews in Shushan. 
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the only thing that he could do. But Pambe Serang 
has been hanged by the neck till he is dead, and Nur- 
keed is dead also. 

Three years ago, when the Elsass-Lothringen steamer 
‘Saarbruck’ was coaling at Aden and the weather was 
very hot indeed, Nurkeed, the big fat Zanzibar stoker 
who fed the second right furnace thirty feet down in the 
hold, got leave to go ashore. He departed a ‘Seedee 
boy,’ as they call the stokers; he returned the full-blooded 
Sultan of Zanzibar—His Highness Sayyid Burgash, with 
a bottle in each hand. Then he sat on the forehatch 
grating, eating salt fish and onions, and singing the songs 
of afar country. The food belonged to Pambe, the Se- 
rang or head man of the lascar sailors. He had just 
cooked it for himself, turned to borrow some salt, and 
when he came back Nurkeed’s dirty black fingers were 
spading into the rice. 

A serang is a person of importance, far above a stoker, 
though the stoker draws better pay. He sets the chorus 
of ‘Hya! Hulla! Hee-ah! Heh!’ when the captain’s 
gig is pulled up to the davits; he heaves the lead too; and 
sometimes, when all the ship is lazy, he puts on his whit- 
est muslin and a big red sash, and plays with the passen- 
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gers’ children on the quarter-deck. Then the passengers 
give him money, and he saves it all up for an orgie at 
Bombay or Calcutta, or Pulu Penang. 

‘Ho! you fat black barrel, you’re eating my food!’ said 
Pambe, in the Other Lingua Franca that begins where 
the Levant tongue stops, and runs from Port Said east- 
ward till east is west, and the sealing-brigs of the Kurile 
Islands gossip with the strayed Hakodate junks. 

‘Son of Eblis, monkey-face, dried shark’s liver, pig-man, 
I am the Sultan Sayyid Burgash, and the commander of 
all this ship. Take away your garbage’; and Nurkeed 
thrust the empty pewter rice-plate into Pambe’s hand. 

Pambe beat it into a basin over Nurkeed’s woolly head. 
Nurkeed drew his sheath-knife and stabbed Pambe in 
the leg. Pambe drew his sheath-knife; but Nurkeed 
dropped down into the darkness of the hold: and spat 
through the grating at Pambe, who was staining the 
clean fore-deck with his blood. 

Only the white moon saw these things; for the officers 
were looking after the coaling, and the passengers were 
tossing in their close cabins. ‘All right,’ said Pambe— 
and went forward to tie up his leg—‘ We will settle the 
account later on.’ 

He was a Malay born in India: married once in Burma, 
where his wife had a cigar-shop on the Shwe-Dagon 
road; once in Singapore, to a Chinese girl; and once in 
Madras, to a Mahomedan woman who sold fowls. The 
English sailor cannot, owing to postal and telegraph fa- 
cilities, marry as profusely as he used to do; but native 
sailors can, being uninfluenced by the barbarous inven- 
tions of the Western savage. Pambe was a good hus- 
band when he happened to remember the existence of a 
wife; but he was also a very good Malay; and it is not 
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wise to offend a Malay, because he does not forget any- 
thing. Moreover, in Pambe’s case blood had been drawn 
and food spoiled. 

Next morning Nurkeed rose with a blank mind. He 
was no longer Sultan of Zanzibar, but a very hot stoker. 
So he went on deck and opened his jacket to the morning 
breeze, till a sheath-knife came like a flying-fish and 
stuck into the wood-work of the cook’s galley half an 
inch from his right armpit. He ran down below before 
his time, trying to remember what he could have said to 
the owner of the weapon. At noon, when all the ship’s 
lascars were feeding, Nurkeed advanced into their midst 
and, being a placid man with a large regard for his own 
skin, he opened negotiations, saying, ‘Men of the ship, 
last night I was drunk, and this morning I know that I 
behaved unseemly to some one or another of you. Who 
was that man, that I may meet him face to face and say 
that I was drunk?’ 

Pambe measured the distance to Nurkeed’s naked 
breast. If he sprang at him he might be tripped up, and 
a blind blow at the chest sometimes only means a gash 
on the breast-bone. Ribs are difficult to thrust between 
unless the subject be asleep. So he said nothing; nor 
did the other lascars. Their faces immediately dropped 
all expression, as is the custom of the Oriental when there 
is killing on the carpet or any chance of trouble. Nur- 
keed looked long at the white eyeballs. He was only an 
African, and could not read characters. <A big sigh— 
almost a groan—broke from him, and he went back to 
the furnaces. The lascars took up the conversation 
where he had interrupted it. They talked of the best 
methods of cooking rice. 

Nurkeed suffered considerably from lack of fresh air 
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during the run to Bombay. He only came on deck to 
breathe when all the world was about; and even then a 
heavy block once dropped from a derrick within a foot 
of his head, and an apparently firm-lashed grating on 
which he set his foot began to turn over with the inten- 
tion of dropping him on the cased cargo fifteen feet 
below; and one insupportable night the sheath-knife 
dropped from the fo’c’s’le, and this time it drew blood. So 
Nurkeed made complaint; and, when the ‘Saarbruck’ 
reached Bombay, fled and buried himself among eight 
hundred thousand people, and did not sign articles till 
the ship had been a month gone from the port. Pambe 
waited too; but his Bombay wife grew clamorous, and 
he was forced to sign in the ‘Spicheren’ to Hongkong, 
because he realised that all play and no work gives Jacka 
ragged shirt. In the foggy China seas he thought a great 
deal of Nurkeed, and, when Elsass-Lothringen steamers 
lay in port with the ‘Spicheren,’ inquired after him 
and found he had gone to England via the Cape, on the 
‘Gravelotte.’ Pambe came to England on the ‘ Worth.’ 
The ‘Spicheren’ met her by the Nore Light. Nurkeed 
was going out with the ‘Spicheren’ to the Calicut coast. 

‘Want to find a friend, my trap-mouthed coal-scuttle,’ 
said a gentleman in the mercantile service. ‘Nothing 
easier. Waitat the Nyanza Docks till he comes. Every 
one comes to the Nyanza Docks. Wait, you poor hea- 
then.’ The gentleman spoke truth. There are three 
great doors in the world where, if you stand long enough, 
you shall meet any one you wish. The head of the Suez 
Canal is one, but there Death comes also; Charing Cross 
Station is the second—for inland work; and the Nyanza 
Docks is the third. At each of these places are men and 
women looking eternally for those who will surely come. 
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So Pambe waited at the docks. Time was no object to 
him; and the wives could wait, as he did from day to day, 
week to week, and month to month, by the Blue Dia- 
mond funnels, the Red Dot smoke-stacks, the Yellow 
Streaks, and the nameless dingy gipsies of the sea that 
loaded and unloaded, jostled, whistled, and roared in 
the everlasting fog. When money failed, a kind gentle- 
man told Pambe to become a Christian; and Pambe be- 
came one with great speed, getting his religious teach- 
ings between ship and ship’s arrival, and six or seven 
shillings a week for distributing tracts to mariners. 
What the faith was Pambe did not in the least care; but 
he knew if he said ‘Native Ki-lis-ti-an, Sar’ to men with 
long black coats he might get a few coppers; and the 
tracts were vendible at a little public-house that sold 
shag by the ‘dottel,’ which is even smaller weight than 
the ‘half-screw,’ which is less than the half-ounce, and a 
most profitable retail trade. 

But after eight months Pambe fell sick with pneu- 
monia, contracted from long standing still in slush; and 
much against his will he was forced to lie down in his 
two-and-sixpenny room raging against Fate. 

The kind gentleman sat by his bedside, and grieved to 
find that Pambe talked in strange tongues instead of lis- 
tening to good books, and almost seemed to become a 
benighted heathen again—till one day he was roused 
from semi-stupor by a voice in the street by the dock- 
head. ‘My friend—he,’ whispered Pambe. ‘Call now 
—call Nurkeed. Quick! God has sent him!’ 

“He wanted one of his own race,’ said the kind gentle- 
man; and, going out, he called ‘Nurkeed!’ at the top of his 
voice. An excessively coloured man in a rasping white 
shirt and brand-newslops, a shining hat, and a breast-pin, 
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turned round. Many voyages had taught Nurkeed how 
to spend his money and made him a citizen of the world. 

“Hi! Yes!’ said he, when the situation was explained. 
“Command him!—black nigger—when I was in the 
““Saarbruck.” Ole Pambe, good ole Pambe. Dam 
lascar. Show him up, Sar’; and he followed into the 
room. One glance told the stoker what the kind gentle- 
man had overlooked. Pambe was desperately poor. 
Nurkeed drove his hands deep into his pockets, then ad- 
vanced with clenched fists on the sick, shouting, ‘Hya, 
Pambe. Hya! Hee-ah! Hulla! Heh! Takilo! Takilo! 
Make fast aft, Pambe. You know, Pambe. You know 
me. Dekho, jee! Look! Dam big fat lazy lascar!’ 

Pambe beckoned with his left hand. His right was 
under his pillow. Nurkeed removed his gorgeous hat 
and stooped over Pambe till he could catch a faint whis- 
per. ‘How beautiful!’ said the kind gentleman. ‘How 
these Orientals love like children!’ 

‘Spit him out,’ said Nurkeed, leaning over Pambe yet 
more closely. 

‘Touching the matter of that fish and onions—’ said 
Pambe—and sent the knife home under the edge of the 
rib-bone upwards and forwards. 

There was a thick sick cough, and the body of the Afri- 
can slid slowly from the bed, his clutching hands letting 
fall a shower of silver pieces that ran across the room. 

‘Now I can die!’ said Pambe. 

But he did not die. He was nursed back to life with 
all the skill that money could buy, for the Law wanted 
him; and in the end he grew sufficiently healthy to be 
hanged in due and proper form. 

Pambe did not care particularly; but it was a sad blow 
to the kind gentleman. 
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. RISONER’S head did not reach to the top of the 
Piece: as the English newspapers say. This case, 
however, was not reported because nobody cared 
by so much as a hempen rope for the life or death of 
Little Tobrah. The assessors in the red court-house 
sat upon him all through the long hot afternoon, and 
whenever they asked him a question he salaamed and 
whined. Their verdict was that the evidence was in- 
conclusive, and the Judge concurred. It was true that 
the dead body of Little Tobrah’s sister had been found 
at the bottom of the well, and Little Tobrah was the 
only human being within a half-mile radius at the time; 
but the child might have fallen in by accident. There- 
fore Little Tobrah was acquitted, and told to go where 
he pleased. This permission was not so generous as it 
sounds, for he had nowhere to go to, nothing in particu- 
lar to eat, and nothing whatever to wear. 

He trotted into the court-compound, and sat upon 
the well-kerb, wondering whether an unsuccessful dive 
into the black water below would end in a forced voyage 
across the other Black Water. <A groom put down an 
emptied nose-bag on the bricks, and Little Tobrah, be- 
ing hungry, set himself to scrape out what wet grain the 
horse had overlooked. 
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‘O Thief—and but newly set free from the terror of 
the Law! Come along!’ said the groom, and Little To- 
brah was led by the ear to a large and fat Englishman 
who heard the tale of the theft. 

‘Hah!’ said the Englishman three times (only he said a 
stronger word). ‘Put him into the net and take him 
home.’ So Little Tobrah was thrown into the net of the 
cart, and, nothing doubting that he should be stuck like 
a pig, was driven to the Englishman’s house. ‘Hah!’ 
said the Englishman as before. ‘Wet grain, by Jove! 
Feed the little beggar, some of you, and we’ll make a rid- 
ing-boy of him! See? Wet grain, good Lord!’ 

“Give an account of yourself,’ said the Head Groom 
to Little Tobrah after the meal had been eaten, and the 
servants lay at ease in their quarters behind the house. 
‘You are not of the groom caste, unless it be for the 
stomach’s sake. How came you into the court, and 
why? Answer, little devil’s spawn!’ 

‘There was not enough to eat,’ said Little Tobrah 
calmly. ‘This is a good place.’ 

‘Talk straight talk,’ said the Head Groom, ‘or I will 
make you clean out the stable of that large red stallion 
who bites like a camel.’ 

‘We be Telis, oil-pressers,’ said Little Tobrah, scratch- 
ing his toes in the dust. ‘We were Telis—my father, 
my mother, my brother, the elder by four years, myself, 
and the sister.’ 

‘She who was found dead in the well?’ said one who 
had heard something of the trial. 

‘Even so,’ said Little Tobrah gravely. ‘She who was 
found dead in the well. It befell upon a time, which is 
not in my memory, that the sickness came to the village 
where our oil-press stood, and first my sister was smitten 
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as to her eyes, and went without sight, for it was mata— 
the small-pox. Thereafter, my father and my mother 
died of that same sickness, so we were alone—my brother 
who had twelve years, I who had eight, and the sister 
who could not see. Yet were there the bullock and the 
oil-press remaining, and we made shift to press the oil as 
before. But Surjun Dass, the grain-seller, cheated us 
in his dealings; and it was always a stubborn bullock 
to drive. We put marigold flowers for the Gods upon 
the neck of the bullock, and upon the great grinding- 
beam that rose through the roof; but we gained nothing 
thereby, and Surjun Dass was a hard man.’ 

‘Bapri-bap,’ muttered the grooms’ wives, ‘to cheat a 
child so! But we know what the bunnia-folk are, sis- 
ters.’ 

“The press was an old press, and we were not strong 
men—my brother and J; nor could we fix the neck of the 
beam firmly in the shackle.’ 

‘Nay, indeed,’ said the gorgeously-clad wife of the 
Head Groom, joining the circle. ‘That is a strong man’s 
work. When I was a maid in my father’s house—’ 

“Peace, woman,’ said the Head Groom. ‘Go on, boy.’ 

‘It is nothing,’ said Little Tobrah. ‘The big beam 
tore down the roof upon a day which is not in my mem- 
ory, and with the roof fell much of the hinder wall, and 
both together upon our bullock, whose back was broken. 
Thus we had neither home, nor press, nor bullock—my 
brother, myself, and the sister who was blind. We went 
crying away from that place, hand-in-hand, across the 
fields; and our money was seven annas and six pie. 
There was a famine in the land. I do not know the 
name of theland. So, ona night when we were sleeping, 
my brother took the five annas that remained to us and 
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ran away. I donot know whither he went. The curse 
of my father be upon him. But I and the sister begged 
food in the villages, and there was none to give. Only 
all men said—‘“‘ Go to the Englishmen and they will give.” 
I did not know what the Englishmen were; but they said 
that they were white, living in tents. I went forward; 
but I cannot say whither I went, and there was no more 
food for myself or the sister. And upon a hot night, she 
weeping and calling for food, we came to a well, and I 
bade her sit upon the kerb, and thrust her in, for, in truth, 
she could not see; and it is better to die than to starve.’ 

‘Ai! Ahi!’ wailed the grooms’ wives in chorus; ‘he 
thrust her in, for it is better to die than to starve!’ 

‘IT would have thrown myself in also, but that she was 
not dead and called to me from the bottom of the well, 
and I was afraid and ran. And one came out of the 
crops saying that I had killed her and defiled the well, 
and they took me before an Englishman, white and terri- 
ble, living in a tent, and me he sent here. -But there 
were no witnesses, and it is better to die than to starve. 
She, furthermore, could not see with her eyes, and was 
but a little child.’ 

‘Was but a little child,’ echoed the Head Groom’s wife. 
‘But who art thou, weak as a fowl and small as a day- 
old colt, what art thou?’ 

‘I who was empty am now full,’ said Little Tobrah, 
stretching himself upon the dust. ‘And I would sleep.’ 

The groom’s wife spread a cloth over him while Little 
Tobrah slept the sleep of the just. 
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NCE upon a time there was a coffee-planter in 
India who wished to clear some forest land for 


coffee-planting. When he had cut down all the 
trees and burned the under-wood the stumps still re- 
mained. Dynamite is expensive and slow-fire slow. 
The happy medium for stump-clearing is the lord of all 
beasts, who is the elephant. He will either push the 
stump out of the ground with his tusks, if he has any, or 
drag it out with ropes. The planter, therefore, hired 
elephants by ones and twos and threes, and fell to work. 
The very best of all the elephants belonged to the very 
worst of all the drivers or mahouts; and the superior 
beast’s name was Moti Guj. He was the absolute prop- 
perty of his mahout, which would never have been the 
case under native rule, for Moti Guj was a creature to be 
desired by kings; and his name, being translated, meant 
the Pearl Elephant. Because the British Government 
was in the land, Deesa, the mahout, enjoyed his prop- 
erty undisturbed. He was dissipated. When he had 
made much money through the strength of his elephant, 
he would get extremely drunk and give Moti Guj a beat- 
ing with a tent-peg over the tender nails of the forefeet. 
Moti Guj never trampled the life out of Deesa on these 
occasions, for he knew that after the beating was over 
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Deesa would embrace his trunk, and weep and call him 
his love and his life and the liver of his soul, and give him 
some liquor. Moti Guj was very fond of liquor—arrack 
for choice, though he would drink palm-tree toddy if 
nothing better offered. Then Deesa would go to sleep 
between Moti Guj’s forefeet, and since Deesa generally 
chose the middle of the public road, and since Moti Guj 
mounted guard over him and would not permit horse, 
foot, or cart to pass by, traffic was congested till Deesa 
saw fit to wake up. 

There was no sleeping in the daytime on the planter’s 
clearing: the wages were too high to risk. Deesa sat on 
Moti Guj’s neck and gave him orders, while Moti Guj 
rooted up the stumps—for he owned a magnificent pair 
of tusks; or pulled at the end of a rope—for he had a mag- 
nificent pair of shoulders, while Deesa kicked him be- 
hind the ears and said he was the king of elephants. At 
evening time Moti Guj would wash down his three hun- 
dred pounds’ weight of green food with a quart of arrack, 
and Deesa would take his share and sing songs between 
Moti Guj’s legs till it was time to go to bed. Once a 
week Deesa led Moti Guj down to the river, and Moti 
Guj lay on his side luxuriously in the shallows, while 
Deesa went over him witha coir-swab anda brick. Moti 
Guj never mistook the pounding blow of the latter for the 
smack of the former that warned him to get up and turn 
over on the other side. Then Deesa would look at his 
feet, and examine his eyes, and turn up the fringes of his 
mighty ears in case of sores or budding ophthalmia. 
After inspection, the two would ‘come up with a song 
from the sea,’ Moti Guj all black and shining, waving a 
torn tree-branch twelve feet long in his trunk, and Deesa 
knotting up his own long wet hair. 
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It was a peaceful, well-paid life till Deesa felt the re- 
turn of the desire to drink deep. He wished for an orgie. 
The little draughts that led nowhere were taking the 
manhood out of him. 

He went to the planter, and ‘My mother’s dead,’ said 
he, weeping. 

‘She died on the last plantation two months ago; and 
she died once before that when you were working for me 
last year,’ said the planter, who knew something of the 
ways of nativedom. 

“Then it’s my aunt, and she was just the same as a 
mother to me,’ said Deesa, weeping more than ever. 
“She has left eighteen small children entirely without 
bread, and it is I who must fill their little stomachs,’ said 
Deesa, beating his head on the floor. 

“Who brought you the news?’ said the planter. 

“The post,’ said Deesa. 

“There hasn’t been a post here for the past week. Get 
back to your lines!’ 

‘A devastating sickness has fallen on my village, and all 
my wives are dying,’ yelled Deesa, really in tears this time. 

‘Call Chihun, who comes from Deesa’s village,’ said 
the planter. ‘Chihun, has this man a wife?’ 

‘He!’ said Chihun. ‘No. Not a woman of our vil- 
lage would look at him. They’d sooner marry the ele- 
phant.’ Chihun snorted. Deesa wept and bellowed. 

“You will get into a difficulty.in a minute,’ said the 
planter. ‘Go back to your work!’ 

“Now I will speak Heaven’s truth,’ gulped Deesa, with 
an inspiration. ‘I haven’t been drunk for two months. 
I desire to depart in order to get properly drunk afar off 
and distant from this heavenly plantation. ThusI shall 
cause no trouble.’ 

320 


MOTI GUJ—MUTINEER 


A flickering smile crossed the planter’s face. ‘Deesa,’ 
said he, ‘you’ve spoken the truth, and I’d give you leave 
on the spot if anything could be done with Moti Guj 
while you’re away. You know that he will only obey 
your orders.’ 

“May the Light of the Heavens live forty thousand 
years. I shall be absent but ten little days. After 
that, upon my faith and honour and soul, I return. As 
to the inconsiderable interval, have I the gracious per- 
mission of the Heaven-born to call up Moti Guj?’ 

Permission was granted, and, in answer to Deesa’s 
shrill yell, the lordly tusker swung out of the shade of a 
clump of trees where he had been squirting dust over 
himself till his master should return. 

‘Light of my heart, Protector of the Drunken, Mountain 
of Might, give ear,’ said Deesa, standing in front of him. 

Moti Guj gave ear, and saluted with his-trunk. ‘I 
am going away,’ said Deesa. 

Moti Guj’s eyes twinkled. He liked jaunts as well as 
his master. One could snatch all manner of nice things 
from the roadside then. 

‘But you, you fubsy old pig, must stay behind and 
work.’ 

The twinkle died out as Moti Guj tried to look de- 
lighted. He hated stump-hauling on the plantation. 
It hurt his teeth. 

‘I shall be gone for ten days, O Delectable One. Hold 
up your near forefoot and I’ll impress the fact upon it, 
warty toad of a dried mud-puddle.’ Deesa took a tent- 
peg and banged Moti Guj ten times on the nails. Moti 
Guj grunted and shuffled from foot to foot. 

‘Ten days,’ said Deesa, ‘you must work and haul and 
root trees as Chihun here shall order you. Take up Chi- 
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hun and set him on your neck!’ Moti Guj curled the 
tip of his trunk, Chihun put his foot there and was swung 
on to the neck. Deesa handed Chihun the heavy an- 
kus, the iron elephant-goad. 

Chihun thumped Moti Guj’s bald head as a paviour 
thumps a kerbstone. 

Moti Guj trumpeted. 

‘Be still, hog of the backwoods! Chihun’s your ma- 
hout for ten days. And now bid me good-bye, beast 
after mine own heart. O my lord, my king! Jewel 
of all created elephants, lily of the herd, preserve your 
honoured health; be virtuous. Adieu!’ 

Moti Guj lapped his trunk round Deesa and swung 
him into the air twice. That was his way of bidding the 
man good-bye. 

‘He'll work now,’ said Deesa to the planter. ‘Have 
I leave to go?’ 

The planter nodded, and Deesa dived into the woods. 
Moti Guj went back to haul stumps. 

Chihun was very kind to him, but he felt unhappy and 
forlorn notwithstanding. Chihun gave him balls of 
spices, and tickled him under the chin, and Chihun’s little 
baby cooed to him after work was over, and Chihun’s 
wife called him a darling; but Moti Guj was a bachelor 
by instinct, as Deesa was. He did not understand the 
domestic emotions. He wanted the light of his universe 
back again—the drink and the drunken slumber, the 
savage beatings and the savage caresses. 

None the less he worked well, and the planter won- 
dered. Deesa had vagabonded along the roads till he 
met a marriage procession of his own caste and, drinking, 
dancing, and tippling, had drifted past all knowledge of 
the lapse of time. 
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The morning of the eleventh day dawned, and there 
returned no Deesa. Moti Guj was loosed from his ropes 
for the daily stint. He swung clear, looked round, 
shrugged his shoulders, and began to walk away, as one 
having business elsewhere. 

“Hi! ho! Come back you,’ shouted Chihun. ‘Come 
back, and put me on your neck, Misborn Mountain. 
Return, Splendour of the Hillsides. Adornment of all 
India, heave to, or I’ll bang every toe off your fat fore- 
foot!’ 

Moti Guj gurgled gently, but did not obey. Chihun 
ran after him with a rope and caught him up. Moti 
Guj put his ears forward, and Chihun knew what that 
meant, though he tried to carry it off with high words. 

‘None of your nonsense with me,’ said he. ‘To your 
pickets, Devil-son.’ 

‘Hrrump!’ said Moti Guj, and that was all—that and 
the forebent ears. 

Moti Guj put his hands in his pockets, chewed a branch 
for a toothpick, and strolled about the clearing, making 
jest of the other elephants, who had just set to work. 

Chihun reported the state of affairs to the planter, 
who came out with a dog-whip and cracked it furiously. 
Moti Guj paid the white man the compliment of charg- 
ing him nearly a quarter of a mile across the clearing and 
‘Hrrumphing’ him into the veranda. Then he stood 
outside the house chuckling to himself, and shaking all 
over with the fun of it, as an elephant will. 

‘We'll thrash him,’ said the planter. ‘He shall have 
the finest thrashing that ever elephant received. Give 
Kala Nag and Nazim twelve foot of chain apiece, and 
tell them to lay on twenty blows.’ 

Kala Nag—which means Black Snake—and Nazim 
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were two of the biggest elephants in the lines, and one 
of their duties was to administer the graver punishments, 
since no man can beat an elephant properly. 

They took the whipping-chains and rattled them in 
their trunks as they sidled up to Moti Guj, meaning to 
hustle him between them. Moti Guj had never, in all 
his life of thirty-nine years, been whipped, and he did 
not intend to open new experiences. So he waited, 
weaving his head from right to left, and measuring the 
precise spot in Kala Nag’s fat side where a blunt tusk 
would sink deepest. Kala Nag had no tusks; the chain 
was his badge of authority; but he judgedit good to swing 
wide of Moti Guj at the last minute, and to appearas if 
he had brought out the chain for amusement. Nazim 
turned round and went home early. He did not feel 
fighting-fit that morning, and so Moti Guj was left stand- 
ing alone with his ears cocked. 

That decided the planter to argue no more, and Moti 
Guj rolled back to his inspection of the clearing. An 
elephant who will not work, and is not tied up, is not 
quite so manageable as an eighty-one-ton gun loose in a 
heavy sea-way. He slapped old friends on the back and 
asked them if the stumps were coming away easily; he 
talked nonsense concerning labour and the inalienable 
rights of elephants to a long ‘nooning’; and, wandering 
to and fro, thoroughly demoralised the garden till sun- 
down, when he returned to his pickets for food. 

‘If you won’t work you shan’t eat,’ said Chihun an- 
grily. ‘You’re a wild elephant, and no educated animal 
at all. Go back to your jungle.’ 

Chihun’s little brown baby, rolling on the floor of the 
hut, stretched its fat arms to the huge shadow in the 
doorway. Moti Guj knew well that it was the dearest 
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thing onearth to Chihun. He swung out his trunk with 
a fascinating crook at the end, and the brown baby 
threw itself shouting upon it. Moti Guj made fast and 
pulled up till the brown baby was crowing in the air 
twelve feet above his father’s head. 

“Great Chief!’ said Chihun. ‘Flour cakes of the best, 
twelve in number, two feet across, and soaked in rum, 
shall be yours on the instant, and two hundred pounds 
weight of fresh-cut young sugar-cane therewith. Deign 
only to put down safely that insignificant brat who is 
my heart and my life to me.’ 

Moti Guj tucked the brown baby comfortably be- 
tween his forefeet, that could have knocked into tooth- 
picks all Chihun’s hut, and waited for his food. He ate 
it, and the brown baby crawled away. Moti Guj dozed, 
and thought of Deesa. One of many mysteries con- 
nected with the elephant is that his huge body needs less 
sleep than anything else that lives. Four or five hours 
in the night suffice—two just before midnight, lying 
down on one side; two just after one o’clock, lying down 
on the other. The rest of the silent hours are filled with 
eating and fidgeting and long grumbling soliloquies. 

At midnight, therefore, Moti Gu] strode out of his pick- 
ets, for a thought had come to him that Deesa might 
be lying drunk somewhere in the dark forest with none 
to look after him. So all that night he chased through 
the undergrowth, blowing and trumpeting and shaking 
his ears. He went down to the river and blared across 
the shallows where Deesa used to wash him, but there 
was no answer. He could not find Deesa, but he dis- 
turbed all the elephants in the lines, and nearly frightened 
to death some gipsies in the woods. 

At dawn Deesa returned to the plantation. He had 
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been very drunk indeed, and he expected to fall into 
trouble for outstaying his leave. He drew a long breath 
when he saw that the bungalow and the plantation were 
still uninjured; for he knew something of Moti Guj’s 
temper; and reported himself with many lies and salaams. 
Moti Guj had gone to his pickets for breakfast. His 
night exercise had made him hungry. 

‘Call up your beast,’ said the planter, and Deesa 
shouted in the mysterious clephant-language, that some 
mahouts believe came from China at the birth of the 
world, when elephants and not men were masters. Moti 
Guj heard and came. Elephants do not gallop. They 
move from spots at varying rates of speed. If an ele- 
phant wished to catch an express train he could not gal- 
lop, but he could catch the train. Thus Moti Guj was 
at the planter’s door almost before Chihun noticed that 
he had left his pickets. He fell into Deesa’s arms trum- 
peting with joy, and the man and beast wept and slob- 
bered over each other, and handled each other from head 
to heel to see that no harm had befallen. 

“Now we will get to work,’ said Deesa. ‘Lift me up, 
my son and my joy.’ 

Moti Guj swung him up and the two went to the coffee- 
clearing to look for irksome stumps. 

The planter was too astonished to be very angry. 


326 


BUBBLING WELL ROAD 
(1888) 


Chenab river falls into the Indus fifteen miles or so 

above the hamlet of Chachuran. Five miles west 
of Chachuran lies Bubbling Well Road, and the house of 
the gosain or priest of Arti-goth. It was the priest who 
showed me the road, but it is no thanks to him that Iam 
able to tell this story. 

Five miles west of Chachuran is a patch of the plumed 
jungle-grass, that turns over in silver when the wind 
blows, from ten to twenty feet high and from three to 
four miles square. In the heart of the patch hides the 
gosain of Bubbling Well Road. The villagers stone him 
when he peers into the daylight, although he is a priest, 
and he runs back again as a strayed wolf turns into tall 
crops. Heisa one-eyed man and carries, burnt between 
his brows, the impress of two copper coins. Some say 
that he was tortured by a native prince in the old days; 
for he is so old that he must have been capable of mis- 
chief in the days of Ranjit Singh. His most pressing 
need at present is a halter, and the care of the British 
Government. 

These things happened when the jungle-grass was tall; 
and the villagers of Chachuran told me that a sounder 
of pig had gone into the Arti-goth patch. To enter jun- 
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gle-grass is always an unwise proceeding, but I went, 
partly because I knew nothing of pig-hunting, and partly 
because the villagers said that the big boar of the sounder 
owned foot-long tushes. Therefore I wished to shoot 
him, in order to produce the tushes in after years, and 
say that I had ridden him down in fairchase. I tooka 
gun and went into the hot, close patch, believing that it 
would be an easy thing to unearth one pig in ten square 
miles of jungle. Mr. Wardle, the terrier, went with me 
because he believed that I was incapable of existing for 
an hour without his advice and countenance. He man- 
aged to slip in and out between the grass clumps, but I 
had to force my way, and in twenty minutes was ascom- 
pletely lost as though I had been in the heart of Central 
Africa. I did not notice this at first till I had grown 
wearied of stumbling and pushing through the grass, and 
Mr. Wardle was beginning to sit down very often and 
hang out his tongue very far. There was nothing but 
grass everywhere, and it was impossible to see two yards 
in any direction. The grass stems held the heat exactly 
as boiler-tubes do. 

In half an hour, when I was devoutly wishing that I 
had left the big boar alone, I came to a narrow path 
which seemed to be a compromise between a native foot- 
path anda pig-run. It was barely six inches wide, but I 
could sidle along it incomfort. The grass was extremely 
thick here, and where the path was ill defined it was 
necessary to crush into the tussocks either with both 
hands before the face, or to back into it, leaving both 
hands free to manage the rifle. None the less it was a 
path, and valuable because it might lead to a place. 

At the end of nearly fifty yards of fair way, just when 
I was preparing to back into an unusually stiff tussock, I 
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missed Mr. Wardle, who for his girth is an unusually 
frivolous dog and never keeps to heel. I called him three 
times and said aloud, ‘Where has the little beast gone 
to?’ Then I stepped backwards several paces, for almost 
under my feet a deep voice repeated, ‘Where has the 
little beast gone?’ To appreciate an unseen voice thor- 
oughly you should hear it when you are lost in stifling 
jungle-grass. I called Mr. Wardle again and the under- 
ground echo assisted me. At that I ceased calling and 
listened very attentively, because I thought I heard a 
man laughing in a peculiarly offensive manner. The 
heat made me sweat, but the laughter made me shake. 
There is no earthly need for laughter in high grass. It 
is indecent, as well as impolite. The chuckling stopped 
and I took courage and continued to call till I thought 
that I had located the echo somewhere behind:and below 
the tussock into which I was preparing to back just be- 
fore I lost Mr. Wardle. I drove my rifle up to the trig- 
gers between the grass-stems in a downward and forward 
direction. Then I waggled it to and fro, but it did not 
seem to touch ground on the far side of the tussock as it 
should have done. Every time that I grunted with the 
exertion of driving a heavy rifle through thick grass, the 
grunt was faithfully repeated from below, and when I 
stopped to wipe my face the sound of low laughter was 
distinct beyond doubting. 

I went into the tussock, face first, an inch at a time, 
my mouth open and my eyes fine, full, and prominent. 
When I had overcome the resistance of the grass I found 
that I was looking straight across a black gap in the 
ground. That I was actually lying on my chest leaning 
over the mouth of a well so deep I could scarcely see the 
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There were things in the water,—black things,—and 
the water was as black as pitch with blue scum atop. 
The laughing sound came from the noise of a little spring 
spouting half-way down one side of the well. Some- 
times as the black things circled round, the trickle from 
the spring fell upon their tightly-stretched skins, and 
then the laughter changed into a sputter of mirth. One 
thing turned over on its back, as I watched, and drifted 
round and round the circle of the mossy brickwork with 
a hand and half an arm held clear of the water in a stiff 
and horrible flourish, as though it were a very wearied 
guide paid to exhibit the beauties of the place. 

I did not spend more than half-an-hour in creeping 
round that well and finding the path on the other side. 
The remainder of the journey I accomplished by feeling 
every foot of ground in front of me, and crawling like a 
snail through every tussock. I carried Mr. Wardle in 
my arms and he licked my nose. He was not frightened 
in the least, nor was I, but we wished to reach open 
ground in order to enjoy the view. My knees were loose, 
and the apple in my throat refused to slide up and down. 
The path on the far side of the well was a very good one, 
though boxed in on all sides by grass, and it led me in 
time to a priest’s hut in the centre of a little clearing, 
When that priest saw my very white face coming through 
the grass he howled with terror and embraced my boots; 
but when I reached the bedstead set outside his door I 
sat down quickly and Mr. Wardle mounted guard over 
me. Iwas not ina condition to take care of myself. 

When I awoke I told the priest to lead me into the 
open, out of the Arti-goth patch, and to walk slowly in 
front of me. Mr. Wardle hates natives, and the priest 
was more afraid of Mr. Wardle than of me, though we 
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were both angry. He walked very slowly down a nar- 
row little path from his hut. That path crossed three 
paths, such as the one I had come by in the first instance, 
and every one of the three headed towards the Bubbling 
Well. Once when we stopped to draw breath, I heard 
the Well laughing to itself alone in the thick grass, and 
only my need for his services prevented my firing both 
barrels into the priest’s back. 

When we came to the open the priest crashed back into 
cover, and I went to the village of Arti-goth for a drink. 
It was pleasant to be able to see the horizon all round, 
as well as the ground underfoot. 

The villagers told me that the patch of grass was full 
of devils and ghosts, all in the service of the priest, and 
that men and women and children had entered it and 
had never returned. They said the priest used their 
livers for purposes of witchcraft. When I asked why 
they had not told me of this at the outset, they said that 
they were afraid they would lose their reward for bring- 
ing news of the pig. 

Before I left I did my best to set the patch alight, but 
the grass was too green. Some fine summer day, how- 
ever, if the wind is favourable, a file of old newspapers 
and a box of matches will make clear the mystery of 
Bubbling Well Road. 
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land like a blanket, prevented all hope of sleep 

in the first instance. The cicalas helped the 
heat, and the yelling jackals the cicalas. It was impos- 
sible to sit still in the dark, empty, echoing house and 
watch the punkah beat the dead air. So, at ten o’clock 
of the night, I set my walking-stick on end in the middle 
of the garden, and waited to see how it would fall. It 
pointed directly down the moonlit road that leads to the 
City of Dreadful Night. The sound of its fall disturbed 
a hare. She limped from her form and ran across to a 
disused Mahomedan burial-ground, where the jawless 
skulls and rough-butted shank-bones, heartlessly exposed 
by the July rains, glimmered like mother-o’-pearl on 
the rain-channelled soil. The heated air and the heavy 
earth had driven the very dead upward for coolness’ sake. 
The hare limped on; snuffed curiously at a fragment of a 
smoke-stained lampshard, and died out, in the shadow 
of a clump of tamarisk trees. 

The mat-weaver’s hut under the lee of the Hindu tem- 
ple was full of sleeping men who lay like sheeted corpses. 
Overhead blazed the unwinking eye of the Moon. Dark- 
ness gives at least a false impression of coolness. It was 
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hard not to believe that the flood of light from above was 
warm. Not so hot as the Sun, but still sickly warm, 
and heating the heavy air beyond what was our due. 
Straight as a bar of polished steel ran the road to the 
City of Dreadful Night; and on either side of the road 
lay corpses disposed on beds in fantastic attitudes—one 
hundred and seventy bodies of men. Some shrouded 
all in white with bound-up mouths; some naked and 
black as ebony in the strong light; and one—that lay 
face upwards with dropped jaw, far away from the others 
—silvery white and ashen gray. 

‘A leper asleep; and the remainder wearied coolies, 
servants, small shopkeepers, and drivers from the hack- 
stand hard by. The scene—a main approach to Lahore 
city, and the night a warm one in August.’ This was 
all that there was to be seen; but by no means all that 
one could see. The witchery of the moonlight was every- 
where; and the world was horribly changed. The long 
line of the naked dead, flanked by the rigid silver statue, 
was not pleasant to look upon. It was made up of men 
alone. Were the womenkind, then, forced to sleep in 
the shelter of the stifling mud-huts as best they might? 
The fretful wail of a child from a low mud-roof answered 
the question. Where the children are the mothers must 
be also to look after them. They need care on these 
sweltering nights. A black little bullet-head peeped 
over the coping, and a thin—a painfully thin—brown 
leg was slid over on to the gutter pipe. There was a 
sharp clink of glass bracelets; a woman’s arm showed for 
an instant above the parapet, twined itself round the 
lean little neck, and the child was dragged back, protest- 
ing, to the shelter of the bedstead. His thin, high-pitched 
shriek died out in the thick air almost as soon as it was 
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raised; for even the children of the soil found it too hot 
to weep. 

More corpses; more stretches of moonlit, white road; a 
string of sleeping camels at rest by the wayside; a vision 
of scudding jackals; ekka-ponies asleep—the harness 
still on their backs, and the brass-studded country carts, 
winking in the moonlight—and again more corpses. 
Wherever a grain cart atilt, a tree-trunk, a sawn log, a 
couple of bamboos and a few handfuls of thatch cast a 
shadow, the ground is covered with them. They le— 
some face downwards, arms folded, in the dust; some 
with clasped hands flung up above their heads; some 
curled up dog-wise; some thrown like limp gunny-bags 
over the side of the grain carts; and some bowed with 
their brows on their knees in the full glare of the Moon. 
It would be a comfort if they were only given to snoring; 
but they are not, and the likeness to corpses is unbroken 
in all respects save one. ‘The lean dogs snuff at them 
and turn away. Here and there a tiny child lies on his 
father’s bedstead, and a protecting arm is thrown round 
it in every instance. But, for the most part, the children 
sleep with their mothers on the house-tops. Yellow- 
skinned, white-toothed pariahs are not to be trusted within 
reach of brown bodies. 

A stifling hot blast from the mouth of the Delhi Gate 
nearly ends my resolution of entering the City of Dread- 
ful Night at this hour. It is a compound of all evil sa- 
vours, animal and vegetable, that a walled city can brew 
inaday andanight. The temperature within the mo- 
tionless groves of plantain and orange trees outside the 
city walls seems chilly by comparison. Heaven help all 
sick persons and young children within the city to-night! 
The high house-walls are still radiating heat savagely, 
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and from obscure side gullies fetid breezes eddy that 
ought to poison a buffalo. But the buffaloes do not 
heed. <A drove of them are parading the vacant main 
street; stopping now and then to lay their ponderous 
muzzles against the closed shutters of a grain-dealer’s 
shop, and to blow thereon like grampuses. 

Then silence follows—the silence that is full of the 
night noises of a great city. A stringed instrument of 
some kind is just, and only just, audible. High overhead 
some one throws open a window, and the rattle of the 
woodwork echoes down the empty street. On one of 
the roofs a hookah is in full blast; and the men are talk- 
ing softly as the pipe gutters. A little farther on the 
noise of conversation is more distinct. A slit of light 
shows itself between the sliding shutters of ashop. In- 
side, a stubble-bearded, weary-eyed trader is balancing 
his account-books among the bales of cotton prints that 
surround him. ‘Three sheeted figures bear him com- 
pany, and throw in a remark from time to time. First 
he makes an entry, then a remark; then passes the back 
of his hand across his streaming forehead. The heat in 
the built-in street is fearful. Inside the shops it must 
be almost unendurable. But the work goes on steadily; 
entry, guttural growl, and uplifted handstroke succeed- 
ing each other with the precision of clockwork. 

A policeman—turbanless and fast asleep—lies across 
the road on the way to the Mosque of Wazir Khan. A 
bar of moonlight falls across the forehead and eyes of 
the sleeper, but he never stirs. It is close upon mid- 
night, and the heat seems to be increasing. The open 
square in front of the Mosque is crowded with corpses; 
and a man must pick his way carefully for fear of tread- 
ingonthem. The moonlight stripes the Mosque’s high 
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front of coloured enamel work in broad diagonal bands; 
and each separate dreaming pigeon in the niches and cor- 
ners of the masonry throwsasquablittleshadow. Sheeted 
ghosts rise up wearily from their pallets, and flit into 
the dark depths of the building. Is it possible to climb 
to the top of the great Minars, and thence to look down 
onthecity? Atall events the attempt is worth making, 
and the chances are that the door of the staircase will be 
unlocked. Unlocked it is; but a deeply sleeping Janitor 
lies across the threshold, face turned to the Moon. A 
rat dashes out of his turban at the sound of approaching 
footsteps. The man grunts, opens his eyes for a minute, 
turns round, and goes to sleep again. All the heat ofa 
decade of fierce Indian summers is stored in the pitch- 
black polished walls of the corkscrew staircase. Half- 
way up there is something alive, warm, and feathery; 
and it snores. Driven from step to step as it catches 
the sound of my advance, it flutters to the top and re- 
veals itself as a yellow-eyed, angry kite. Dozens of kites 
are asleep on this and the other Minars, and on the 
domes below. There is the shadow of a cool, or at least 
a less sultry breeze at this height; and, refreshed thereby, 
turn to look on the City of Dreadful Night. 

Dore might have drawn it! Zola could describe it— 
this spectacle of sleeping thousands in the moonlight 
and in the shadow of the Moon. The roof-tops are 
crammed with men, women, and children; and the air is 
full of undistinguishable noises. They are restless in 
the City of Dreadful Night; and small wonder. The 
marvel is that they can even breathe. If you gaze in- 
tently at the multitude you can see that they are almost 
as uneasy as a daylight crowd; but the tumult is subdued. 
Everywhere, in the strong light, you can watch the 
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sleepers turning to and fro; shifting their beds and again 
resettling them. In the pit-like courtyards of the houses 
there is the same movement. 

The pitiless Moon shows it all. Shows, too, the plains 
outside the city, and here and there a hand’s-breadth of 
the Ravee without the wails. Shows lastly, a splash of 
glittering silver on a house-top almost directly below 
the mosque Minar. Some poor soul has risen to throw 
a jar of water over his fevered body; the tinkle of the 
falling water strikes faintly on the ear. Two or three 
other men, in far-off corners of the City of Dreadful 
Night, follow his example, and the water flashes like 
heliographic signals. A small cloud passes over the face 
of the Moon, and the city and its inhabitants—clear 
drawn in black and white before—fade into masses of 
black and deeper black. Still the unrestful noise con- 
tinues, the sigh of a great city overwhelmed with the 
heat, and of a people seeking in vain for rest. It is only 
the lower-class women who sleep on the house-tops. 
What must the torment be in the latticed zenanas, where 
a few lamps are still winkling? There are footfalls in 
the court below. It is the Muezzin—faithful minister; 
but he ought to have been here an hour ago to tell the 
Faithful that prayer is better than sleep—the sleep that 
will not come to the city. 

The Muezzin fumbles for a moment with the door of 
one of the Minars, disappears awhile, and a bull-like 
roar—a magnificent bass thunder—tells that he has 
reached the top of the Minar. They must hear the cry 
to the banks of the shrunken Ravee itself! Even across 
the courtyard it is almost overpowering. The cloud 
drifts by and shows him outlined in black against the 
sky, hands laid upon his ears, and broad chest heaving 
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with the play of his lungs—‘ Allah ho Akbar’; then a 
pause while another Muezzin somewhere in the direction 
of the Golden Temple takes up the call—‘ Allah ho Ak- 
bar.’ Again and again; four times in all; and from the 
bedsteads a dozen men have risen up already.—‘I bear 
witness that there is no God but God.’ What a splen- 
did cry it is, the proclamation of the creed that brings 
men out of their beds by scores at midnight! Once again 
he thunders through the same phrase, shaking with the 
vehemence of his own voice; and then, far and near, the 
night air rings with ‘Mahomed is the Prophet of God.’ 
It is as though he were flinging his defiance to the far-off 
horizon, where the summer-lightning plays and leaps like 
a bared sword. Every Muezzin in the city is in full cry, 
and some men on the roof-tops are beginning to kneel. 
A long pause precedes the last cry, ‘La ilaha Illallah,’ 
and the silence closes up on it, as the ram on the head of 
a cotton-bale. 

The Muezzin stumbles down the dark stairway grum- 
bling in his beard. He passes the arch of the entrance 
and disappears. Then the stifling silence settles down 
over the City of Dreadful Night. The kites on the Mi- 
nar sleep again, snoring more loudly, the hot breeze 
comes up in puffs and lazy eddies, and the Moon slides 
down towards the horizon. Seated with both elbows 
on the parapet of the tower, one can watch and wonder 
over that heat-tortured hive till the dawn. ‘How do 
they live down there? What do they think of? When 
will they awake?’ More tinkling of sluiced water-pots; 
faint jarring of wooden bedsteads moved into or out of 
the shadows; uncouth music of stringed instruments 
softened by distance into a plaintive wail, and one low 
grumble of far-off thunder. In the courtyard of the 
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Mosque the janitor, who lay across the threshold of the 
Minar when I came up, starts wildly in his sleep, throws his 
hands above his head, mutters something, and falls back 
again. Lulled by thesnoring of the kites—they snore like 
over-gorged humans—I drop off into an uneasy doze, con- 
scious that three o’clock has struck, and that there is a 
slight—a very slight—coolness in the atmosphere. The 
city is absolutely quiet now, but for some vagrant dog’s 
love-song. Nothing save dead heavy sleep. 

Several weeks of darkness pass after this. For the 
Moon has gone out. The very dogs are still, and I watch 
for the first light of the dawn before making my way 
homeward. Again the noise of shuffling feet. The 
morning call is about to begin, and my night watch is 
over. ‘Allah ho Akbar! Allah ho Akbar!’ The east 
grows gray, and presently saffron; the dawn wind comes 
up as though the Muezzin had summoned it; and, as one 
man, the City of Dreadful Night rises from its bed and 
turns its face towards the dawning day. With return 
of life comes return of sound. First alow whisper, thena 
deep bass hum; for it must be remembered that the entire 
city ison the house-tops. Myeyelids weighed down with 
the arrears of long-deferred sleep, I escape from the Minar 
through the courtyard and out into the square beyond, 
where the sleepers have risen, stowed away the bedsteads, 
and are discussing the morning hookah. The minute’s 
freshness of the air has gone, and it is as hot as at first. 

‘Will the Sahib, out of his kindness, make room?’ 
What is it? Something borne on men’s shoulders comes 
by in the half-light, and I stand back. A woman’s corpse 
going down to the burning-ghat, and a bystander says, 
‘She died at midnight from the heat.’ So the city was 
of Death as well as Night after all. 

339 


‘GEORGIE PORGIE’ 
(1888) 


‘Georgie Porgie, pudding and pie, 
Kissed the girls and made them cry. 
When the girls came out to play 
Georgie Porgie ran away.’ 


drawing-room early in the morning, when the house- 

maid is setting things right and clearing away the 
dust, you will concede that civilised people who eat out 
of china and own card-cases have no right to apply their 
standards of right and wrong to an unsettled land. When 
the place is made fit for their reception by those men 
who are told off to the work, they can come up, bringing 
in their trunks their own society and the Decalogue, and 
all the other apparatus. Where the Queen’s Law does 
not carry, it is irrational to expect an observance of other 
and weaker rules. The men who run ahead of the cars 
of Decency and Propriety, and: make the jungle ways 
straight, cannot be judged in the same manner as the 
stay-at-home folk of the ranks of the regular Tchin. 

Not many months ago the Queen’s Law stopped a few 
miles north of Thayetmyo on the Irrawaddy. There 
was no very strong Public Opinion up to that limit, but 
it existed to keep men in order. When the Government 
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said that the Queen’s Law must carry up to Bhamo and 
the Chinese border the order was given, and some men 
whose desire was to be ever a little in advance of the rush 
of Respectability flocked forward with the troops. These 
were the men who could never pass examinations, and 
would have been too pronounced in their ideas for the 
administration of bureau-worked Provinces. The Su- 
preme Government stepped in as soon as might be, with 
codes and regulations, and all but reduced New Burma 
to the dead Indian level; but there was a short time dur- 
ing which strong men were necessary and ploughed a 
field for themselves. 

Among the forerunners of Civilisation was Georgie 
Porgie, reckoned by all who knew him a strong man. 
He held an appointment in Lower Burma when the order 
came to break the Frontier, and his friends called him 
Georgie Porgie because of the singularly Burmese-like 
manner in which he sang a song whose first line is some- 
thing like the words ‘Georgie Porgie.’ Most men who 
have been in Burma will know the song. It means: 
‘Puff, puff, puff, puff, great steamboat!’ Georgie sang 
it to his banjo, and his friends shouted with delight, so 
that you could hear them far away in the teak-forest. 

When he went to Upper Burma he had no special re- 
gard for God or Man, but he knew how to make himself 
respected, and to carry out the mixed Military-Civil 
duties that fell to most men’s share in those months. 
He did his office work and entertained, now and again, 
the detachments of fever-shaken soldiers who blundered 
through his part of the world in search of a flying party 
of dacoits. Sometimes he turned out and dressed down 
dacoits on his own account; for the country was still 
smouldering and would blaze when least expected. He 
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enjoyed these charivaris, but the dacoits were not so 
amused. All the officials who came in contact with him 
departed with the idea that Georgie Porgie was a valua- 
ble person, well able to take care of himself, and, on that 
belief, he was left to his own devices. 

At the end of a few months he wearied of his soli- 
tude, and cast about for company and refinement. The 
Queen’s Law had hardly begun to be felt in the country, 
and Public Opinion, which is more powerful than the 
Queen’s Law, had yet to come. Also, there was a cus- 
tom in the country which allowed a white man to take to 
himself a wife of the Daughters of Heth upon due pay- 
ment. The marriage was not quite so binding as is the 
nikkah ceremony among Mahomedans, but the wife was 
very pleasant. 

When all our troops are back from Burma there will 
be a proverb in their mouths, ‘As thrifty as a Burmese 
wife,’ and pretty English ladies will wonder what in the 
world it means. 

The headman of the village next to Georgie Porgie’s 
post had a fair daughter who had seen Georgie Porgie 
and loved him from afar. When news went abroad that 
the Englishman with the heavy hand who lived in the 
stockade was looking for a housekeeper, the headman 
camein and explained that, for five hundred rupees down, 
he would entrust his daughter to Georgie Porgie’s keep- 
ing, to be maintained in all honour, respect, and comfort, 
with pretty dresses, according to the custom of the coun- 
try. This thing was done, and Georgie Porgie never re- 
pented it. 

He found his rough-and-tumble house put straight and 
made comfortable, his hitherto unchecked expenses cut 
down by one-half, and himself petted and made much 
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of by his new acquisition, who sat at the head of his 
table and sang songs to him and ordered his Madrassee 
servants about, and was in every way as sweet and merry 
and honest and winning a little woman as the most ex- 
acting of bachelors could have desired. No race, men 
say who know, produces such good wives and heads of 
households as the Burmese. When the next detach- 
ment tramped by on the war-path the Subaltern in com- 
mand found at Georgie Porgie’s table a hostess to be 
deferential to, a woman to be treated in every way as 
one occupying an assured position. When he gathered 
his men together next dawn and replunged into the jun- 
gle he thought regretfully of the nice little dinner and 
the pretty face, and envied Georgie Porgie from the bot- 
tom of his heart. Yet he was engaged to a girl at Home 
and that is how some men are constructed. 

The Burmese girl’s name was not a pretty one; but as 
she was promptly christened Georgina by Georgie Porgie, 
the blemish did not matter. Georgie Porgie thought well 
of the petting and the general comfort, and vowed that he 
had never spent five hundred rupees to a better end. 

After three months of domestic life a great idea struck 
him. Matrimony—English matrimony—could not be 
such a bad thing after all. If he were so thoroughly 
comfortable at the Back of Beyond with this Burmese 
girl who smoked cheroots, how much more comfortable 
would he be with a sweet English maiden who would not 
smoke cheroots, and would play upon a piano instead of 
a banjo? Also he had a desire to return to his kind, to 
hear a Band once more, and to feel how it felt to wear a 
dress-suit again. Decidedly, Matrimony would be a 
very good thing. He thought the matter out at length 
of evenings, while Georgina sang to him, or asked him 
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why he was so silent, and whether she had done anything 
to offend him. As he thought, he smoked, and as he 
smoked he looked at Georgina, and in his fancy turned 
her into a fair, thrifty, amusing, merry little English girl, 
with hair coming low down on her forehead, and perhaps 
a cigarette between her lips. Certainly, not a big, thick 
Burma cheroot, of the brand that Georgina smoked. 
He would wed a girl with Georgina’s eyes, and most of 
her ways. But not all. She could be improved upon. 
Then he blew thick smoke-wreaths through his nostrils 
and stretched himself. He would taste marriage. Geor- 
gina had helped him to save money, and there were six 
months’ leave due to him. 

‘See here, little woman,’ he-said, ‘we must put by 
more money for these next three months. I want it.’ 
That was a direct slur on Georgina’s housekeeping, for 
she prided herself on her thrift; but since her God wanted 
money she would do her best. 

“You want money?’ she said with a little laugh. ‘I 
have money. Look!’ She ran to her own room and 
fetched out a small bag of rupees. ‘Of all that you give 
me, I keep back some. See! One hundred and seven 
rupees. Can you want more money than that? Take 
it. Itis my pleasure if you use it.’ She spread out the 
money on the table and pushed it towards him with her 
quick, little, pale yellow fingers. 

Georgie Porgie never referred to economy in the house- 
hold again. 

Three months later, after the despatch and receipt of 
several mysterious letters which Georgina could not un- 
derstand, and hated for that reason, Georgie Porgie said 
that he was going away, and she must return to her fa- 
ther’s house and stay there. 
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Georgina wept. She would go with her God from the 
world’s end to the world’s end. Why should she leave 
him? She loved him. 

‘Iam only going to Rangoon,’ said Georgie Porgie. ‘I 
shall be back in a month, but it is safer to stay with your 
father. I will leave you two hundred rupees.’ 

‘If you go for a month, what need of two hundred? 
Fifty are more than enough. There is some evil here. 
Do not go, or at least let me go with you.’ 

Georgie Porgie does not like to remember that scene 
even at this date. In the end he got rid of Georgina by 
a compromise of seventy-five rupees. She would not 
take more. Then he went by steamer and rail to Ran- 
goon. 

The mysterious letters had granted him six months’ 
leave. The actual flight and an idea that he might have 
been treacherous hurt severely at the time, but as soon 
as the big steamer was well out into the blue, things were 
easier, and Georgina’s face, and the queer little stock- 
aded house, and the memory of the rushes of shouting 
dacoits by night, the cry and struggle of the first man 
that he had ever killed with his own hand, and a hundred 
other more intimate things, faded and faded out of Geor- 
gie Porgie’s heart, and the vision of approaching Eng- 
land took its place. The steamer was full of men on 
leave, all rampantly jovial souls who had shaken off the 
dust and sweat of Upper Burma and were as merry as 
schoolboys. They helped Georgie Porgie to forget. 

Then came England with its luxuries and decencies 
and comforts, and Georgie Porgie walked in a pleasant 
dream upon pavements of which he had nearly forgotten 
the ring, wondering why men in their senses ever left 
Town. He accepted his keen delight in his furlough as 
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the reward of his services. Providence further arranged 
for him another and greater delight—all the pleasures of 
a quiet English wooing, quite different from the brazen 
businesses of the East, when half the community stand 
back and bet on the result, and the other half wonder 
what Mrs. So-and-So will say to it. 

It was a pleasant girl and a perfect summer, and a big 
country-house near Petworth where there are acres and 
acres of purple heather and high-grassed water-meadows 
to wander through. Georgie Porgie felt that he had at 
last found something worth the living for, and naturally 
assumed that the next thing to do was to ask the girl to 
share his life in India. She, in her ignorance, was will- 
ing to go. On this occasion there was no bartering with 
a village headman. There was a fine middle-class wed- 
ding in the country, with a stout Papa and a weeping 
Mamma, and a best-man in purple and fine linen, and 
six snub-nosed girls from the Sunday School to throw 
roses on the path between the tombstones up to the 
Church door. The local paper described the affair at 
great length, even down to giving the hymns in full. 
But that was because the direction were starving for 
want of material. 

Then came a honeymoon at Arundel, and the Mamma 
wept copiously before she allowed her one daughter to 
sail away to India under the care of Georgie Porgie the 
Bridegroom. Beyond any question, Georgie Porgie was 
immensely fond of his wife, and she was devoted to him 
as the best and greatest man in the world. When he re- 
ported himself at Bombay he felt justified in demanding 
a good station for his wife’s sake; and, because he had 
made a little mark in Burma and was beginning to be 
appreciated, they allowed him nearly all that he asked 
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for, and posted him to a station which we will call Su- 
train. It stood upon several hills, and was styled offi- 
cially a ‘Sanitarium,’ for the good reason that the drainage 
was utterly neglected. Here Georgie Porgie settled 
down, and found married life come very naturally to 
him. He did not rave, as do many bridegrooms, over 
the strangeness and delight of seeing his own true love 
sitting down to breakfast with him every morning ‘as 
though it were the most natural thing in the world.’ 
‘He had been there before,’ as the Americans say, and, 
checking the merits of his own present Grace by those of 
Georgina, he was more and more inclined to think that 
he had done well. 

But there was no peace or comfort across the Bay of 
Bengal, under the teak-trees where Georgina lived with 
her father, waiting for Georgie Porgie to return. The 
headman was old, and remembered the war of 51. He 
had been to Rangoon, and knew something of the ways 
of the Kullahs. Sitting in front of his door in the even- 
ings, he taught Georgina a dry philosophy which did not 
console her in the least. 

The trouble was that she loved Georgie Porgie just as 
much as the French girl in the English History books 
loved the priest whose head was broken by the King’s 
bullies. One day she disappeared from the village, with 
all the rupees that Georgie Porgie had given her, and a 
very small smattering of English—also gained from Geor- 
gie Porgie. 

The headman was angry at first, but lit a fresh cheroot 
and said something uncomplimentary about the sex in 
general. Georgina had started on a search for Georgie 
Porgie, who might be in Rangoon or across the Black 
Water, or dead, for aught that she knew. Chance fa- 
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voured her. An old Sikh policeman told her that Geor- 
gie Porgie had crossed the Black Water. She took a 
steerage-passage from Rangoon and went to Calcutta, 
keeping the secret of her search to herself. 

In India every trace of her was lost for six weeks, and 
no one knows what trouble of heart she must have under- 
gone. 

She reappeared, four hundred miles north of Calcutta, 
steadily heading northwards, very worn and haggard, 
but very fixed in her determination to find Georgie Por- 
gie. She could not understand the language of the 
people; but India is infinitely charitable, and the women- 
folk along the Grand Trunk gave her food. Something 
made her believe that Georgie Porgie was to be found at 
the end of that pitiless road. She may have seen a sepoy 
who knew him in Burma, but of this no one can be cer- 
tain. Atlast, she founda regiment on the line of march, 
and met there one of the many subalterns whom Georgie 
Porgie had invited to dinner in the far-off, old days of 
the dacoit-hunting. There was a certain amount of 
amusement among the tents when Georgina threw her- 
self at the man’s feet and began to cry. There was no 
amusement when her story was told; but a collection 
was made, and that was more to the point. One of the 
subalterns knew of Georgie Porgie’s whereabouts, but 
not of his marriage. So he told Georgina and she went 
her way joyfully to the north, in a railway carriage where 
there was rest for tired feet and shade for a dusty little 
head. The marches from the train through the hills into 
Sutrain were trying, but Georgina had money, and fam- 
ilies journeying in bullock-carts gave her help. It 
was an almost miraculous journey, and Georgina felt 
sure that the good spirits of Burma were looking after 
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her. The hill-road to Sutrain is a chilly stretch, and 
Georgina caught a bad cold. Still there was Georgie 
Porgie at the end of all the trouble to take her up in his 
arms and pet her, as he used to do in the old days when 
the stockade was shut for the night and he had approved 
of the evening meal. Georgina went forward as fast as 
she could; and her good spirits did her one last favour. 

An Englishman stopped her, in the twilight, just at 
the turn of the road into Sutrain, saying, ‘Good Heavens! 
What are you doing here?’ 

He was Gillis, the man who had been Georgie Porgie’s 
assistant in Upper Burma, and who occupied the next 
post to Georgie Porgie’s in the jungle. Georgie Porgie 
had applied to have him to work with at Sutrain because 
he liked him. 

‘T have come,’ said Georgina simply. ‘It was sucha 
long way, and I have been months in coming. Where 
is his house?’ 

Gillis gasped. He had seen enough of Georgina in the 
old times to know that explanations would be useless. 
You cannot explain things to the Oriental. You must 
show. 

‘I’ll take you there,’ said Gillis, and he led Georgina 
off the road, up the cliff, by a little pathway, to the back 
of a house set on a platform cut into the hillside. 

The lamps were just lit, but the curtains were not 
drawn. ‘Now look,’ said Gillis, stopping in front of the 
drawing-room window. Georgina looked and saw Geor- 
gie Porgie and the Bride. 

She put her hand up to her hair, which had come out 
of its top-knot and was straggling about her face. She 
tried to set her ragged dress in order, but the dress was 
past pulling straight, and she coughed a queer little 
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cough, for she really had taken a very bad cold. Gillis 
looked, too, but while Georgina only looked at the Bride 
once, turning her eyes always on Georgie Porgie, Gillis 
looked at the Bride all the time. 

‘What are you going to do?’ said Gillis, who held 
Georgina by the wrist, in case of any unexpected rush 
into the lamplight. ‘Will you go in and tell that Eng- 
lish woman that you lived with her husband?’ 

‘No,’ said Georgina faintly. ‘Let me go. I am go- 
ingaway. IswearthatI am going away.’ She twisted 
herself free and ran off into the dark. 

‘Poor little beast!’ said Gillis, dropping on to the main 
road, ‘I’d ha’ given her something to get back to Burma 
with. What a narrow shave though! And that angel 
would never have forgiven it.’ 

This seems to prove that the devotion of Gillis was 
not entirely due to his affection for Georgie Porgie. 

The Bride and the Bridegroom came out into the ver- 
anda after dinner, in order that the smoke of Georgie 
Porgie’s cheroots might not hang in the new drawing- 
room curtains. 

‘What is that noise down there?’ said the Bride. 
Both listened. 

‘Oh,’ said Georgie Porgie, ‘I suppose some brute of a 
hill-man has been beating his wife.’ 

‘Beating—his—wife! How ghastly!’ said the Bride. 
‘Fancy your beating me!’ She slipped an arm round 
her husband’s waist, and, leaning her head against his 
shoulder, looked out across the cloud-filled valley in deep 
content and security. 

But it was Georgina crying, all by herself, down the 
hillside, among the stones of the watercourse where the 
washer-men wash the clothes. 
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allegory of Empire. 

I met him at the corner of my garden, an empty 
basket on his head, and an unclean cloth round his 
loins. That was all the property to which Naboth had 
the shadow of a claim when I first saw him. He opened 
our acquaintance by begging. He was very thin and 
showed nearly as many ribs as his basket; and he told me 
a long story about fever and a lawsuit, and an iron caul- 
dron that had been seized by the court in execution of a 
decree. I put my hand into my pocket to help Naboth, as 
kings of the East have helped alien adventurers to the loss 
of their kingdoms. A rupee had hidden in my waistcoat 
lining. Jnever knew it was there, and gave the trove to 
Naboth as a direct gift from Heaven. He replied that I 
was the only legitimate Protector of the Poor he had 
ever known. 

Next morning he reappeared, a little fatter in the 
round, and curled himself into knots in the front veranda. 
He said I was his father and his mother, and the direct 
descendant of all the gods in his Pantheon, besides con- 
trolling the destinies of the universe. He himself was 
but a sweetmeat-seller, and much less important than 
the dirt under my feet. I had heard this sort of thing 
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before, so I asked him what he wanted. My rupee, 
quoth Naboth, had raised him to the everlasting heavens, 
and he wished to prefer a request. He wished to estab- 
lish a sweetmeat-pitch near the house of his benefactor, 
to gaze on my revered countenance as I went to and fro 
illumining the world. I was graciously pleased to give 
permission, and he went away with his head between his 
knees. 

Now at the far end of my garden the ground slopes to- 
ward the public road, and the slope is crowned with a 
thick shrubbery. There is a short carriage-road from 
the house to the Mall, which passes close to the shrub- 
bery. Next afternoon I saw that Naboth had seated 
himself at the bottom of the slope, down in the dust of the 
public road, and in the full glare of the sun, with a starved 
basket of greasy sweets in front of him. He had gone 
into trade once more on the strength of my munificent 
donation, and the ground was as Paradise by my hon- 
oured favour. Remember, there was only Naboth, his 
basket, the sunshine, and the gray dust when the sap of 
my Empire first began. 

Next day he had moved himself up the slope nearer to 
my shrubbery, and waved a palm-leaf fan to keep the 
flies off the sweets. So I judged that he must have done 
a fair trade. 

Four days later I noticed that he had backed himself 
and his basket under the shadow of the shrubbery, and 
had tied an Isabella-coloured rag between two branches 
in order to make more shade. There were plenty of 
sweets in his basket. I thought that trade must cer- 
tainly be looking up. 

Seven weeks later the Government took up a plot of 
ground for a Chief Court close to the end of my com- 
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pound, and employed nearly four hundred coolies on the 
foundations. Naboth bought a blue-and-white striped 
blanket, a brass lamp-stand, and a small boy, to cope with 
the rush of trade, which was tremendous. 

Five days later he bought a huge, fat, red-backed ac- 
count-book, and a glass ink-stand. Thus I saw that the 
coolies had been getting into his debt, and that com- 
merce was increasing on legitimate lines of credit. Also 
I saw that the one basket had grown into three, and that 
Naboth had backed and hacked into the shrubbery, and 
made himself a nice little clearing for the proper display 
of the basket, the blanket, the books, and the boy. 

One week and five days later he had built a mud fire- 
place in the clearing, and the fat account-book was over- 
flowing. He said that God created few Englishmen of 
my kind, and that I was the incarnation of all human 
virtues. He offered me some of his sweets as tribute, 
and by accepting these I acknowledged him as my feuda- 
tory under the skirt of my protection. 

Three weeks later I noticed that the boy was in the 
habit of cooking Naboth’s mid-day meal for him, and 
Naboth was beginning to grow a stomach. He had 
hacked away more of my shrubbery, and owned another 
and a fatter account-book. 

Eleven weeks later Naboth had eaten his way nearly 
through that shrubbery, and there was a reed hut witha 
bedstead outside it, standing in the little glade that he 
had eroded. Two dogs and a baby slept on the bed- 
stead. So I fancied Naboth had taken a wife. He said 
that he had, by my favour, done this thing, and that I 
was several times finer than Krishna. 

Six weeks and two days later a mud wall had grown 
up at the back of the hut. There were fowls in front 
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and it smelta little. The Municipal Secretary said that 
a cess-pool was forming in the public road from the 
drainage of my compound, and that I must take steps to 
clear it away. Ispoke to Naboth. He said I was Lord 
Paramount of his earthly concerns, and the garden was 
all my own property, and sent me some more sweets in a 
second-hand duster. 

Two months later a coolie bricklayer was killed in a 
scuffle that took place opposite Naboth’s Vineyard. 
The Inspector of Police said it was a serious case; went 
into my servants’ quarters; insulted my butler’s wife, 
and wanted to arrest my butler. The curious thing 
about the murder was that most of the coolies were 
drunk at the time. Naboth pointed out that my name 
was a strong shield between him and his enemies, and he 
expected that another baby would be born to him shortly. 

Four months later the hut was all mud walls, very 
solidly built, and Naboth had used most of my shrub- 
bery for his five goats. A silver watch and an aluminium 
chain shone upon his very round stomach. My ser- 
vants were alarmingly drunk several times, and used to 
waste the day with Naboth when they got the chance. 
Ispoke to Naboth. Hesaid, by my favour and the glory 
of my countenance, he would make all his women-folk 
ladies, and that if any one hinted that he was running an 
illicit still under the shadow of the tamarisks, why, I, his 
Suzerain, was to prosecute. 

A week later he hired a man to make several dozen 
square yards of trellis-work to put round the back of his 
hut, that his women-folk might be screened from the 
public gaze. The man went away in the evening, and 
left his day’s work to pave the short cut from the public 
road tomy house. I was driving home in the dusk, and 
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turned the corner by Naboth’s Vineyard quickly. The 
next thing I knew was that the horses of the phaeton 
were stamping and plunging in the strongest sort of 
bamboo net-work. Both beasts came down. One rose 
with nothing more than chipped knees. The other was 
so badly kicked that I was forced to shoot him. 

Naboth is gone now, and his hut is ploughed into its 
native mud with sweetmeats instead of salt for a sign 
that the place is accursed. I have built a summer-house 
to overlook the end of the garden, and it is as a fort on 
my frontier whence I guard my Empire. 

I know exactly how Ahab felt. He has been shame- 
fully misrepresented in the Scriptures. 
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IKE Mr. Bunyan of old, I, Duncan Parrenness, 
Writer to the Most Honourable the East India 
Company, in this God-forgotten city of Calcutta, 

have dreamed a dream, and never since that Kitty my 
mare fell lame have I been so troubled. Therefore, lest 
I should forget my dream, I have made shift to set it 
down here. Though Heaven knows how unhandy the 
pen is to me who was always readier with sword than ink- 
horn when I left London two long years since. 

When the Governor-General’s great dance (that he 
gives yearly at the latter end of November) was finisht, 
I had gone to mine own room which looks over that sul- 
len, un-English stream, the Hoogly, scarce so sober as I 
might have been. Now, roaring drunk in the West is 
but fuddled in the East, and I was drunk Nor’-Nor’- 
Easterly as Mr. Shakespeare might have said. Yet, in 
spite of my liquor, the cool night winds (though I have 
heard that they breed chills and fluxes innumerable) 
sobered me somewhat; and I remembered that I had 
been but a little wrung and wasted by all the sicknesses 
of the past four months, whereas those young bloods 
that came eastward with me in the same ship had been 
all, a month back, planted to Eternity in the foul soil 
north of Writers’ Buildings. So then, I thanked God 
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mistily (though, to my shame, I never kneeled down to 
do so) for license to live, at least till March should be 
upon us again. Indeed, we that were alive (and our 
number was less by far than those who had gone to their 
last account in the hot weather late past) had made very 
merry that evening, by the ramparts of the Fort, over 
this kindness of Providence; though our jests were neither 
witty nor such as I should have liked my Mother to hear. 

When I had lain down (or rather thrown me on my 
bed) and the fumes of my drink had a little cleared away, 
I found that I could get no sleep for thinking of a thou- 
sand things that were better left alone. First, and it 
was a long time since I had thought of her, the sweet face 
of Kitty Somerset drifted as it might have been drawn 
in a picture, across the foot of my bed, so plainly that I 
almost thought she had been present in the body. Then 
I remembered how she drove me to this accursed coun- 
try to get rich, that I might the more quickly marry her, 
our parents on both sides giving their consent; and then 
how she thought better (or worse may be) of her troth, 
and wed Tom Sanderson but a short three months after 
I had sailed. From Kitty I fell a musing on Mrs. Van- 
suythen, a tall pale woman with violet eyes that had 
come to Calcutta from the Dutch Factory at Chinsura, 
and had set all our young men, and not a few of the fac- 
tors, by the ears. Some of our ladies, it is true, said 
that she had never a husband or marriage-lines at all; 
but women, and specially those who have led only in- 
different good lives themselves, are cruel hard one on 
another. Besides, Mrs. Vansuythen was far prettier 
than them all. She had been most gracious to me at the 
Governor-General’s rout, and indeed I was looked upon 
by all as her ‘preux chevalier’—which is French for a 
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much worse word. Now, whether I cared so much as 
the scratch of a pin for this same Mrs. Vansuythen (al- 
beit I had vowed eternal love three days after we met) I 
knew not then nor did till later on; but mine own pride, 
and a skill in the small sword that no man in Calcutta 
could equal, kept me in her affections. So that I be- 
lieved I worshipt her. 

When I had dismist her violet eyes from my thoughts, 
my reason reproacht me for ever having followed her at 
all; and I saw how the one year that I had lived in this 
land had so burnt and seared my mind with the flames 
of a thousand bad passions and desires, that I had aged 
ten months for each one in the Devil’s school. Whereat 
I thought of my Mother for a while, and was very peni- 
tent: making in my sinful tipsy mood a thousand vows 
of reformation—all since broken, I fear me, again and 
again. ‘To-morrow, says I to myself, I will live cleanly 
for ever. And I smiled dizzily (the liquor being still 
strong in me) to think of the dangers I had escaped; 
and built all manner of fine Castles in Spain, whereof a 
shadowy Kitty Somerset that had the violet eyes and the 
sweet slow speechof Mrs. Vansuythen, was always Queen. 

Lastly, a very fine and magnificent courage (that 
doubtless had its birth in Mr. Hastings’ Madeira) grew 
upon me, till it seemed that I could become Governor- 
General, Nawab, Prince, ay, even the Great Mogul him- 
self, by the mere wishing of it. . Wherefore, taking my 
first steps, random and unstable enough, towards my 
new kingdom, I kickt my servants sleeping without till 
they howled and ran from me, and called Heaven and 
Earth to witness that I, Duncan Parrenness, was a Writer 
in the service of the Company and afraid of no man. 
Then, seeing that neither the Moon nor the Great Bear 
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were minded to accept my challenge, I lay down again 
and must have fallen asleep. 

I was waked presently by my last words repeated two 
or three times, and I saw that there had come into the 
room a drunken man, as I thought, from Mr. Hastings’ 
rout. He sate down at the foot of my bed in all the 
world as it belonged to him, and I took note, as well as I 
could, that his face was somewhat like mine own grown 
older, save when it changed to the face of the Governor- 
General or my father, dead these six months. But this 
seemed to me only natural, and the due result of too 
much wine; and I was so angered at his entry all unan- 
nounced, that I told him, not over civilly, to go. To all 
my words he made no answer whatever, only saying 
slowly, as though it were some sweet morsel: ‘Writer in 
the Company’s service and afraid of noman.’ Then he 
stops short, and turning round sharp upon me, says 
that one of my kidney need fear neither man nor devil; 
that I was a brave young man, and like enough, should 
I live so long, to be Governor-General. But for all these 
things (and I supposed that he meant thereby the changes 
and chances of our shifty life in these parts) I must pay 
my price. By this time I had sobered somewhat, and 
being well waked out of my first sleep, was disposed to 
look upon the matter as a tipsy man’s jest. So, says I 
merrily: ‘And what price shall I pay for this palace of 
mine, which is but twelve feet square, and my five poor 
pagodas amonth? The devil take you and your jesting: 
I have paid my price twice over in sickness.’ At that 
moment my man turns full toward me: so that by the 
moonlight I could see every line and wrinkle of his face. 
Then my drunken mirth died out of me, as I have seen 
the waters of our great niigredie away in one night; and 
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I, Duncan Parrenness, who was afraid of no man, was 
taken with a more deadly terror than I hold it has ever 
been the lot of mortal man to know. For I saw that his 
face was my very own, but marked and lined and scarred 
with the furrows of disease and much evil living—as I 
once, when I was (Lord help me) very drunk indeed, have 
seen mine own face, all white and drawn and grown old, 
in a mirror. I take it that any man would have been 
even more greatly feared than I; for I am in no way want- 
ing in courage. 

After I had lain still for a little, sweating in my agony, 
and waiting until I should awake from this terrible dream 
(for dream I knew it to be), he says again that I must pay 
my price; and a little after, as though it were to be given 
in pagodas and sicca rupees: ‘What price will you pay?’ 
Says I, very softly: ‘For God’s sake let me be, whoever 
you are, and I will mend my ways from to-night.’ Says 
he, laughing a little at my words, but otherwise making 
no motion of having heard them: ‘Nay, I would only rid 
so brave a young ruffler as yourself of much that will be 
a great hindrance to you on your way through life in the 
Indies; for believe me,’ and here he looks full on me once 
more, ‘there is no return.’ At all this rigmarole, which 
I could not then understand, I was a good deal put aback 
and waited for what should come next. Says he very 
calmly: ‘Give me your trust in man.’ At that I saw 
how heavy would be my price, for I never doubted but 
that he could take from me all that he asked, and my 
head was, through terror and wakefulness, altogether 
cleared of the wine I had drunk. So I takes him up very 
short, crying that I was not so wholly bad as he would 
make believe, and that I trusted my fellows to the fullas 
much as they were wortt 3 60 *t, ‘It was none of my 
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fault,’ says I, ‘if one-half of them were liars and the other 
half deserved to be burnt in the hand, and I would once 
more ask him to have done with his questions.’ Then I 
stopped, a little afraid, it is true, to have let my tongue 
so run away with me, but he took no notice of this, and 
only laid his hand lightly on my left breast and I felt 
very cold there for a while. Then he says, laughing 
more: ‘Give me your faithin women.’ At that I started 
in my bed as though I had been stung, for I thought 
of my sweet mother in England, and for a while fancied 
that my faith in God’s best creatures could neither be 
shaken nor stolen from me. But later, Myself’s hard 
eyes being upon me, I fell to thinking, for the second 
time that night, of Kitty (she that jilted me and married 
Tom Sanderson) and of Mistress Vansuythen, whom 
only my devilish pride made me follow, and how she was 
even worse than Kitty, and I worst of them all—seeing 
that with my life’s work to be done, I must needs go 
dancing down the Devil’s swept and garnished causeway 
because, forsooth, there was a light woman’s smile at 
the end of it. And I thought that all women in the world 
were either like Kitty or Mistress Vansuythen (as indeed 
they have ever since been to me), and this put me to such 
an extremity of rage and sorrow, that I was beyond word 
glad when Myself’s hand fell again on my left breast, 
and I was no more troubled by these follies. 

After this he was silent for a little, and I made sure 
that he must go or I awake ere long; but presently he 
speaks again (and very softly) that I was a fool to care 
for such follies as those he had taken from me, and that 
ere he went he would only ask me for a few other trifles 
such as no man, or for matter of that boy either, would 
keep about him in this country. And so it happened 
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that he took from out of my very heart as it were, look- 
ing all the time into my face with my own eyes, as much 
as remained to me of my boy’s soul and conscience. 
This was to me a far more terrible loss than the two that 
I had suffered before. For though, Lord help me, I had 
travelled far enough from all paths of decent or godly 
living, yet there was in me, though I myself write it, a 
certain goodness of heart which, when I was sober (or 
sick) made me very sorry of all that I had done before 
the fit came on me. And this I lost wholly: having in 
place thereof another deadly coldness at the heart. I 
am not, as I have before said, ready with my pen, so I 
fear that what I have just written may not be readily 
understood. Yet there be certain times in a young man’s 
life, when, through great sorrow or sin, all the boy inhim 
is burnt and seared away so that he passes at one step to 
the more sorrowful state of manhood: as our staring In- 
dian day changes into night with never so much as the 
gray of twilight to temper the two extremes. This shall 
perhaps make my state more clear, if it be remembered 
that my torment was ten times as great as comes in the 
natural course of nature to any man. At that time I 
dared not think of the change that had come over me, 
and all in one night: though I have often thought of it 
since. ‘I have paid the price,’ says I, my teeth chatter- 
ing, for I was deadly cold, ‘and what is my return?’ At 
this time it was nearly dawn, and Myself had begun to 
srow pale and thin against the white light in the east, as 
my mother used to tell me is the custom of ghosts and 
devils and the like. He made as if he would go, but my 
words stopt him and he laughed—as I remember that I 
laughed when I ran Angus Macalister through the sword- 
arm last August, because he said that Mrs. Vansuythen 
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was no better than she should be. ‘What return?’— 
says he, catching up my last words—‘ Why, strength to 
live as long as God or the Devil pleases, and so long as 
you live my young master, my gift.’ With that he puts 
something into my hand, though it was still too dark to 
see what it was, and when next I lookt up he was gone. 

When the light came I made shift to behold his gift, 
and saw that it was a little piece of dry bread. 


363 


L°’ENVOI 


Y new-cut ashlar takes the light 
Where crimson-blank the windows fla 
By my own work, before the night, 
Great Overseer, I make my prayer. 


If there be good in that I wrought, 

Thy hand compelled it, Master, Thine; 
Where I have failed to meet Thy thought 

I know, through Thee, the blame is mine. 


One instant’s toil to Thee denied 
Stands all Eternity’s offence, 
Of that I did with Thee to guide 
To Thee, through Thee, be excellence. 


Who, lest all thought of Eden fade, 
Bring’st Eden to the craftsman’s brain, 
Godlike to muse o’er his own trade 
And Manlike stand with God again. 


The depth and dream of my desire, 
The bitter paths wherein I stray, 

Thou knowest Who hast made the Fire, 
Thou knowest Who hast made the Clay. 


One stone the more swings to her place 
In that dread Temple of Thy Worth— 
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It is enough that through Thy grace 
I saw naught common on Thy earth. 


Take not that vision from my ken; 
Oh whatsoe’er may spoil or speed, 

Help me to need no aid from men 
That I may help such men as need! 


THE END 
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